Post id: 664219339963154432
Date: 2021-10-05 15:48:44 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/664219339963154432/could-i-request-some-more-reddie-artwork-i-love
Slug: could-i-request-some-more-reddie-artwork-i-love
Reblog key: rUfVgIYL
Reblog url: https://jwilliambyers.tumblr.com/post/664158688333938688/could-i-request-some-more-reddie-artwork-i-love
Reblog name: jwilliambyers
Question: <p>Could I request some more reddie artwork? I love the way you draw them and the detail in your coloring</p>
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="777" data-orig-width="828"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/97f7fd4ce8c6d6025b2393972609a095/fd55bbbfbba15301-fb/s640x960/ccb44b9368c1632d21c0616d7bd93e15d8fc37b7.png" data-orig-height="777" data-orig-width="828"/></figure><p>tysm for the request :] here u go &lt;333<br/>the baby’s name is franklin i decided lol<br/>also this is an old ass sketch that i coloured so its kinda weird ?? ig ??</p>
Tags: reddie

Post id: 661682633465544704
Date: 2021-09-07 15:48:53 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/661682633465544704/whats-ur-favorite-bird
Slug: whats-ur-favorite-bird
Reblog key: lxdD1ixV
Reblog url: https://lethimrunsonia.tumblr.com/post/661616483678486529/whats-ur-favorite-bird
Reblog name: lethimrunsonia
Question: <p>whats ur favorite bird? </p>
Answer: <div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="2000" data-orig-width="2000"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/7777b6a1e30988cc2a7f275e2b06fe6a/2926360b3803b6b6-94/s640x960/5c53917f5f16c74f34d392d0ed8020510ff7599d.png" data-orig-height="2000" data-orig-width="2000"/></figure></div><p>Stan has associated me with a red cardinal for some reason. I’m pretty sure it’s because of the color of my favorite pair of shorts….I don’t know a lot about birds, but the red cardinal looks pretty. So I’ll stick with them!</p><p>-Eddie</p>
Tags: stan uris, eddie kaspbrak

Post id: 657989291455234048
Date: 2021-07-28 21:24:47 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/657989291455234048/can-i-request-a-1990s-richie-or-perhaps-elle
Slug: can-i-request-a-1990s-richie-or-perhaps-elle
Reblog key: odbyymGR
Reblog url: https://jwilliambyers.tumblr.com/post/657908305335812096/can-i-request-a-1990s-richie-or-perhaps-elle
Reblog name: jwilliambyers
Question: <p>Can I request a 1990s Richie?? Or perhaps Elle from Legally Blonde! Good luck with ur room!</p>
Answer: <div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1600" data-orig-width="1600"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/b8bf4a385c191bf7a9a29a6d0962d903/89b29de5149f474c-3b/s640x960/08cc650ddb72d124262b74671fe73cc3fbb09e4b.png" data-orig-height="1600" data-orig-width="1600"/></figure></div><p>i hope 90s kid Richie&rsquo;s cool!</p>
Tags: richie tozier

Post id: 653989346836365312
Date: 2021-06-14 17:47:23 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/653989346836365312/since-you-guys-were-so-awesome-me-and-my-friend
Slug: since-you-guys-were-so-awesome-me-and-my-friend
Reblog key: wcTLU09x
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: <p>Since you guys were so awesome, me and my friend did decide to go ahead and host an IT Fandom Week for this year. Do you think it'd be possible for you to let people know about @itfandomweek</p>
Answer: <p>Thank you so much for letting us know! If any of our followers are interested in participating in the IT Fandom Week, please follow <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/MU3R3US-T63_1eJIH8dY-KA">@itfandomweek</a> for more details of this event! </p>
Tags: itfandomweek2021, it fandom week 2021, ask

Post id: 653693242578190336
Date: 2021-06-11 11:20:56 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/653693242578190336/are-you-guys-planning-to-do-an-it-fandom-week-this
Slug: are-you-guys-planning-to-do-an-it-fandom-week-this
Reblog key: HgJYPacg
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: <p>Are you guys planning to do an IT Fandom Week this year? &hearts;</p>
Answer: <p>Hello,</p><p>Thank you for asking! We aren&rsquo;t planning on it but we&rsquo;ll happily reblog works if someone else does! </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 652271107204857856
Date: 2021-05-26 18:36:42 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/652271107204857856/i-just-found-you-on-my-dash-as-a-rec-but-can-you
Slug: i-just-found-you-on-my-dash-as-a-rec-but-can-you
Reblog key: SW6n57Rq
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/littleturtle95/649603697901551616
Reblog name: littleturtle95
Question: <p>I just found you on my dash as a rec but can you write a &#129464;&zwj;&#9794;&#65039; about the first ship that comes to your mind right now</p>
Answer: <p>Of course I can! Thanks for the ask 🥰</p><p>You said first ship that comes to mind, so&hellip;</p><p>“You’re welcome, by the way.”</p><p>“You’re-” Eddie said, outraged. “Excuse me, <i>what</i>?”</p><p>“You’re welcome for saving your life, you know.”</p><p>“Oh, of course balloon man. Because it totally worked.”</p><p>“It looks like you’re pretty much alive.”</p><p>“It looks like we’re pretty much tied up.”</p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/littleturtle95/649603697901551616">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie

Post id: 652201655826366464
Date: 2021-05-26 00:12:48 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/652201655826366464/hi-ren-ily-for-the-game-kasplon-mike-would
Slug: hi-ren-ily-for-the-game-kasplon-mike-would
Reblog key: awQdRBUm
Reblog url: https://lethimrunsonia.tumblr.com/post/649489877092679680/hi-ren-ily-for-the-game-kasplon-mike-would
Reblog name: lethimrunsonia
Question: <p>hi ren ily &#128538;</p><p>for the game: kasplon &amp; Mike would never, ever make Eddie feel bad about it, but he&rsquo;s fairly certain Eddie&rsquo;s forgotten his birthday.</p>
Answer: <p>Ally bby ily 😘  this ended up being 600+ words oops</p><p>Click below to read tender sad Kasplon </p><p>Mike would never, ever make Eddie feel bad about it, but he’s fairly certain Eddie’s forgotten his birthday.</p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://fuckbitchesgetreddie.tumblr.com/post/649489585344249856/hi-ren-ily-for-the-game-kasplon-mike-would">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: kasplon

Post id: 651999330835841024
Date: 2021-05-23 18:36:56 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/651999330835841024/do-you-have-any-tips-on-gaining-confidence-with
Slug: do-you-have-any-tips-on-gaining-confidence-with
Reblog key: OxqlblDi
Reblog url: https://lethimrunsonia.tumblr.com/post/649123551247564800/do-you-have-any-tips-on-gaining-confidence-with
Reblog name: lethimrunsonia
Question: <p>Do you have any tips on gaining confidence with fashion? I have so many things I wanna try, but I'm a lil nervous. </p>
Answer: <div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1877" data-orig-width="1990"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/d56cc058eff37533e7239479a9ee673c/40996e3eb3d4645f-41/s640x960/7b0bad3c53ab3f1cd185b8074a1cbb58212d0417.png" data-orig-height="1877" data-orig-width="1990"/></figure></div><p>I do, actually.</p><p>Growing up, I felt very limited to my clothing options. I felt like I HAD to dress a particular way and it resulted in me feeling suppressed, like I was hiding. My style is now a wide range of shit (which Ma just loves) and I feel so much more genuine. Basically, I want to say, don’t stifle yourself. Play with patterns, put colors together you wouldn’t ordinarily combine, don’t feel like you have to be one thing. Try the things you want to try! You won’t know how you feel in something unless you give yourself a chance. And maybe, if you don’t immediately feel comfortable in something, you can wear it around the house for a while and see if it grows on you. I find that if I think I “don’t look good” in something, it’s because I feel uncomfortable and it shows, but most of the time, it is because I’m stepping out of my comfort zone and change can be uncomfortable sometimes. But fashion should be fun and expressive!</p><p>Oh! Also! Don’t adhere to weird fashion “rules” that society has set. Fuck it. Have fun. Confidence will follow once you find your element.</p><p>Now&hellip;I’m prescribing you a day to go shopping and get yourself some shit to experiment with! Doctor K’s orders.</p><p><br/></p><p>-Eddie</p>
Tags: eddie kaspbrak

Post id: 651263973664129024
Date: 2021-05-15 15:48:44 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/651263973664129024/eddie-and-space
Slug: eddie-and-space
Reblog key: 6diLGfvO
Reblog url: https://jwilliambyers.tumblr.com/post/648219941039996928/eddie-and-space
Reblog name: jwilliambyers
Question: <p>Eddie and space? :) </p>
Answer: <p>:)</p><div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1600" data-orig-width="1600"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/e13a4dc53fb2d660a0b816b0a01fa1b0/7ec1278198d1540f-30/s640x960/7e999927b8557b62483a34027bdab40c9b67c83e.png" data-orig-height="1600" data-orig-width="1600" alt="image"/></figure></div>
Tags: eddie kaspbrak

Post id: 651114471667941378
Date: 2021-05-14 00:12:28 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/651114471667941378/oh-no-wont-eddie-be-upset-if-richie-suddenly
Slug: oh-no-wont-eddie-be-upset-if-richie-suddenly
Reblog key: UPZ5f4td
Reblog url: https://lethimrunsonia.tumblr.com/post/647873706838884352/oh-no-wont-eddie-be-upset-if-richie-suddenly
Reblog name: lethimrunsonia
Question: <p>Oh no! Won't Eddie be upset if Richie suddenly stops flirting with him?</p>
Answer: <p>Yes. Yes he will.</p><div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="4000" data-orig-width="4000"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/203a7ca267cd6f5168ec44382ab4ae4f/853144e31d1f3808-f5/s640x960/3ef9c753ff8bae0e26c9f88bece9f3633310b14b.png" data-orig-height="4000" data-orig-width="4000" alt="image"/></figure></div><div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="4000" data-orig-width="4000"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/6bf62afefbda4b62d03d694a9eb6fe06/853144e31d1f3808-a9/s640x960/601cb2cb1ad877db458bfb8ac8735dfc20925447.png" data-orig-height="4000" data-orig-width="4000" alt="image"/></figure></div><div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="4000" data-orig-width="4000"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/379a16975ba09639549365715dc6386e/853144e31d1f3808-71/s640x960/19aff016ae6706ef0d4eff348d0f46dfc9010705.png" data-orig-height="4000" data-orig-width="4000" alt="image"/></figure></div><div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="4000" data-orig-width="4000"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/8509aa50ae1e9275abcb6db289889f02/853144e31d1f3808-7c/s640x960/c2cb225eeca3a096b50f1ea992ea433c4e35ced0.png" data-orig-height="4000" data-orig-width="4000" alt="image"/></figure></div><p>ooooooo cliffhanger ending. I wonder what happened</p><p><a href="https://vvanini.tumblr.com/post/647804691868155904/no-one-is-immune-to-the-eddie-effect-lmfao-just">previous</a></p>
Tags: the losers

Post id: 650933297546952704
Date: 2021-05-12 00:12:47 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/650933297546952704/the-eddie-effect
Slug: the-eddie-effect
Reblog key: aJ1asdpR
Reblog url: https://andaleduardo.tumblr.com/post/647786652258975744/the-eddie-effect
Reblog name: andaleduardo
Question: <p>&#127800;&#127800;&#127800;THE EDDIE EFFECT&#127800;&#127800;&#127800;</p>
Answer: <div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="3803" data-orig-width="4000"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/441e1a92270ea560703ee78dbdb41df1/4cc463affe5bf324-45/s640x960/cf88f28839ef389e9115768422c555dce8c9c9c6.png" data-orig-height="3803" data-orig-width="4000"/></figure></div><p>Don’t stare at him for too long </p><p>context: <a href="https://vvanini.tumblr.com/post/647493138775212032/eds-and-the-little-flowers-surrounding-him-when-he">here</a> and <a href="https://vvanini.tumblr.com/post/647457627127824384/a-photographer-took-pictures-of-people-before-and">here</a></p>
Tags: eddie kaspbrak, richie tozier, bill denbrough

Post id: 650912145490477056
Date: 2021-05-11 18:36:35 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/650912145490477056/au-reddie-where-richie-plays-piano-at-a-mall-for
Slug: au-reddie-where-richie-plays-piano-at-a-mall-for
Reblog key: JN1QLTM0
Reblog url: https://reddiefreddie89.tumblr.com/post/647640269171392514/au-reddie-where-richie-plays-piano-at-a-mall-for
Reblog name: reddiefreddie89
Question: <p>AU Reddie where Richie plays piano at a mall for his job and Eddie works at Orange Julius and brings him a complimentary drink cause he's so enamored with Richie.</p>
Answer: <div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1582" data-orig-width="2048"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/c538c32b68bb59907bbdef9cad23f187/0fd9379088632721-e1/s640x960/0380271952dd1bb5f9898ce35267e2aba5131f8c.jpg" data-orig-height="1582" data-orig-width="2048"/></figure></div><p>Not me taking over a week to finish a drawing 🤦🏻‍♀️ I promise I’ll try and get better. I went a little modern AU on this one, because Richie would have odd outfits and be one of the little mall hipsters, and Eddie works right across from him. Richie definitely found Eddie’s phone to air drop shit across the food court. </p>
Tags: reddie

Post id: 650539195821146112
Date: 2021-05-07 15:48:42 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/650539195821146112/prompt-17-for-reddie
Slug: prompt-17-for-reddie
Reblog key: 4TNgE2VP
Reblog url: https://nblesbianbenhanscom.tumblr.com/post/646642934603776002/prompt-17-for-reddie
Reblog name: nblesbianbenhanscom
Question: <p>prompt #17 for reddie? :)</p>
Answer: <p>“I want to feel like this forever.”</p><p>just a little miniseries reddie for you. ❤️🧡💛💚💙</p><p>you can also read it on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/30259638"><b><i>ao3</i></b></a></p><p>***</p><p>After Derry, after the hospital, after almost a year of recovery and fighting with his mother <i>every day multiple times a day</i> about seeing Richie, Eddie has had <i>enough</i>.</p><p>“Ma, I’m leaving,” Eddie says quietly to the mirror in the cramped bathroom he’d shared with her since he was a late teen. He clears his throat. “Ma, now don’t get— Please don’t get—” Pause. “Ma, I’m forty-one years old. It is well past time I moved out and—” He groans.</p><p>This is a disaster. He knows she’s going to see right through him, she’s going to know this is because of Richie.</p><p>And she’s not <i>entirely</i> wrong. To be fair though, he knows he’s not doing it <i>for</i> Richie, but Richie is a <i>huge</i> motivating factor to get out from his mother’s thumb. All Eddie <i>really</i> wants right now is to be with his love, and he knows his mother is going to have issues with it, but he can’t live for her any more.</p><p>Eddie opens his mouth to rehearse some more when Sonia knocks on the door and Eddie lets out a little shriek.</p><p>“Eddie, darling, are you alright?” She calls through the door.</p><p>“I’m fine, ma.” He flushes the toilet and washes his hands as she tries to delay the inevitable.</p><p>“Well, hurry up, your supper’s getting cold.”</p><p>When he opens the door, she is still standing there, waiting.</p><p>“Ma, what are you doing? Let’s go eat.” He takes her elbow and guides her down the stairs just the way she likes. Pot roast is waiting for them in the dining room, and as Eddie helps push in Sonia’s chair, he can’t help but wonder if this is going to be the last meal of hers he’s ever going to eat.</p><p>He sits down across from her and waits for her to dish him up some food. They talk quietly through dinner, but it’s all haze. Eddie forgets what he’s saying almost as soon as the words leave his mouth.</p><p>Half an hour later, Sonia clucks at him. “Eddie, dear, you’ve barely touched your food. Are you sure you’re feeling alright?”</p><p>“I’m fine, just not really hungry.” He takes a deep breath. “Actually, ma, there is something I wanted to talk to you about.”</p><p>“Oh? And what’s that?”</p><p><i>Just do it. Just say it. You can do this. You killed an alien, you can do this,</i> Eddie tells himself.</p><p>“Ma,” he starts and stops. “Ma, first of all, I just want to tell you that I love you very much.”</p><p>“I love you, too, Eddie.” She frowns at him and he has to look away.</p><p>“Ma, I— I’m moving out.”</p><p>“Moving out? Don’t be ridiculous, Eddie, dear. Where do you think you can go? Your home is <i>here</i> with <i>me</i>.”</p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://nblesbianbenhanscom.tumblr.com/post/646642934603776002/prompt-17-for-reddie">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie

Post id: 650372333268287488
Date: 2021-05-05 19:36:30 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/650372333268287488/adult-ben-in-it-chapter-2
Slug: adult-ben-in-it-chapter-2
Reblog key: LNPOxpCv
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: <p>adult Ben in it chapter 2</p>
Answer: <p>You’re right! Adult Ben said this at his work meeting during It Chapter 2! 😊</p>
Tags: wsiw, thanks for guessing! ♥️

Post id: 650372321995014144
Date: 2021-05-05 19:36:19 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/650372321995014144/wsiwben-hanscome
Slug: wsiwben-hanscome
Reblog key: FpbSZ5WQ
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: <p>wsiw:ben hanscome</p>
Answer: <p>Correct!! Ben said this line right in the beginning of It Chapter Two! ☺️</p>
Tags: wsiw, thanks for playing! ❤️

Post id: 650197939604586496
Date: 2021-05-03 21:24:35 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/650197939604586496/fluffy-stenbrough-hcs-here-we-go-stan-being
Slug: fluffy-stenbrough-hcs-here-we-go-stan-being
Reblog key: 4cf87KHf
Reblog url: https://lethimrunsonia.tumblr.com/post/645800093083172864/fluffy-stenbrough-hcs-here-we-go-stan-being
Reblog name: lethimrunsonia
Question: <p>Fluffy stenbrough hcs here we go</p><p>- Stan being taller than Bill so he always puts his chin on top of Bills head </p><p>- Bill coming up with increasingly cryptic ways of dedicating his books to Stan </p><p>- Bill using Stan like a human pillow whenever he can</p><p>- Stan talking to their pets  like they&rsquo;re people and Bill making up what they&rsquo;re saying</p><p>- despite his many attempts Stan is not a good baker, somehow they always go wrong. Bill still eats them </p><p>- Bill however is a great baker, one who always bakes when stressed so every so often the two of them have pastries coming out of the ears especially when there&rsquo;s a deadline. They never get wasted </p><p>- Stan likes hold Bills hand, so even if they&rsquo;re asleep on opposite sides of the bed he&rsquo;s got his fingers twined with Bills or if they&rsquo;re sat opposite one another in a restaurant </p><p>- Bill always pretends he doesn&rsquo;t like forehead kisses, he loves them really. Stan knows this </p><p>That&rsquo;s all I got for now :D</p>
Answer: <p>wait it’s such a hatecrime that i never recieved this ask on mobile &lt;/3</p><p>these are all so cute . i love the cryptic book dedications fdlkjkflj</p>
Tags: stenbrough

Post id: 650086203407974400
Date: 2021-05-02 15:48:35 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/650086203407974400/36-for-the-reddie-prompt
Slug: 36-for-the-reddie-prompt
Reblog key: gxQsv3Ac
Reblog url: https://nblesbianbenhanscom.tumblr.com/post/645693464072323072/36-for-the-reddie-prompt
Reblog name: nblesbianbenhanscom
Question: <p>36 for the reddie prompt ^_^</p>
Answer: <p>“Stop apologizing for other people! You’re not the shitty one!“</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/30052596">Block the Noise</a> :)</p>
Tags: reddie

Post id: 650027326104535040
Date: 2021-05-02 00:12:45 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/650027326104535040/12-stozier-please
Slug: 12-stozier-please
Reblog key: dqfROpOI
Reblog url: https://lethimrunsonia.tumblr.com/post/645693723834007552/12-stozier-please
Reblog name: lethimrunsonia
Question: <p>12 stozier please</p>
Answer: <p><b>“I’ve been buying the wrong underwear.” </b></p><p><small>I don’t really ship stozier, so I’m going gen. Hope you still like it! Thanks for sending one ♥</small></p><p><small>Warning for Richie reclaiming homophobic and ableist slurs for himself.</small></p><blockquote class="npf_indented"><p>When Stan comes into their dorm room at 9:46 a.m. his curls are in a riotous disarray, his shirt is buttoned wrong, and there are three different shades of lisptick smeared all over his face and neck. His eyeliner, however, is perfect.</p></blockquote><blockquote class="npf_indented"><p>“What the fuck happened to you,” Richie asks, wide-eyed over the latest issue of Sandman. “And where should I go to be the next victim?” Stan doesn’t acknowledge Richie through so much as a roll of his eyes, like usual. He kicks the door shut behind him and steals Richie’s cafeteria coffee from the dresser that is objectively way too big for this shitty little room. Richie doesn’t protest. He wasn’t really drinking it anyway; he’s jittery enough without it.</p></blockquote><blockquote class="npf_indented"><p>“I’ve been buying the wrong underwear,” Stan says after draining the whole cup in one swig. He unsnaps his jeans and pulls the waistband down just enough to show Richie what’s underneath. “These are so much softer.”</p></blockquote><blockquote class="npf_indented"><p>“Staniel Urine!” Richie exclaims, dropping the comic and rolling nearly off of his flat-ass XL twin. Underneath Stan’s boring, typical, straight leg blue jeans is a pair of lilac lacy underthings. Richie laughs gleefully, gesturing for Stan to do a twirl for him, at which Stan finally does roll his eyes. “I’m shocked and appalled, Staniel. And you must have skipped your 8 a.m. too, huh? Tsk tsk.”</p></blockquote><blockquote class="npf_indented"><p>“Actually, I went like this,” Stan says as he turns away to his side of the room and begins changing.</p></blockquote><blockquote class="npf_indented"><p>“No <i>shit</i>,” Richie says, truly flabbergasted for the first time. Stan has a really good rep with his professors for being punctual and focused (two things that Richie has a pretty good rep for <i>not </i>being).</p></blockquote><blockquote class="npf_indented"><p>“Of course not, dumbass,” Stan laughs, pulling a soft t-shirt on over his head and messing his hair up even more. “Had you, though. Your face.” Richie throws his comic at Stan’s back. Stan lets it hit him without reaction. Stan tugs his jeans off, and Richie is blessed to behold that the panties he’s wearing are sheer in the back. He wolf whistles just to see if he can make this new Bad Stan blush. He cannot.</p></blockquote><blockquote class="npf_indented"><p>“Seriously, though,” Richie insists after Stan has pulled on a pair of flannel pajama bottoms and is reclining on his own twin, staring somewhat dreamily up at the water-stained popcorn ceiling. “Where were you?”</p></blockquote><blockquote class="npf_indented"><p>“I was hanging out with Patty.” Stan sighs dreamily too, blowing a stray curl up to bounce back down onto his forehead. He’s not quite smiling, but his dimples are showing.</p></blockquote><blockquote class="npf_indented"><p>“Patty <i>Blum</i>?” Richie asks. “No way.” Patty has the same kind of rep around campus as Stan does. She’s hard working and sweet and wears cardigans in neutral colors.</p></blockquote><blockquote class="npf_indented"><p>“Yes way,” Stan says, spinning Richie’s worldview around on the axis of ‘us vs them’. Turns out you don’t have to be a fag or a nutcase to have a good time, actually. Who woulda thunk. “I think I’m gonna marry her,” Stan adds after a few moments, and Richie laughs until he realizes that Stan seems completely serious.</p></blockquote><blockquote class="npf_indented"><p>“Oh, like,” he stutters, wrong-footed. He forgets, sometimes, that they technically count as adults now, and that they can make adult decisions any time they want. Richie forgets about marriage as a concept sometimes too, but honestly that’s probably for the best. “For real?”</p></blockquote><blockquote class="npf_indented"><p>“Yeah,” Stan confirms. “Yeah, for real. I’m gonna marry her. One day.”</p></blockquote><blockquote class="npf_indented"><p>“Damn,” Richie says, because that’s all he can really say. “Congrats, dude.” Stan snorts at Richie’s lackluster response, but he reaches one long arm down to the floor so that he can throw Richie’s comic back across the room. It’s a tiny room, so the comic actually does make it back within Richie’s reach.</p></blockquote><blockquote class="npf_indented"><p>“Don’t worry, Richie,” Stan teases gently. “I’m sure she’ll be down for at least one pity threesome.”</p></blockquote><blockquote class="npf_indented"><p>“Oh, thanks, dickhead,” Richie snorts, but it’s <i>Stan </i>so it’s not half as sarcastic as it could be. That’s just Stan’s way of letting Richie know that even when he and Patty Blum get married, he’s still gonna keep Richie around too.</p></blockquote><p><b><i><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/645582967560912896/send-me-two-or-more-characters-and-a-prompt-and">send me a prompt</a></i></b></p>
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Question: <p>talk to me about soft streddie? please?</p>
Answer: <p>My BOYS!!</p><p>Soft bois. Let’s talk about dates. Let’s imagine they go on dates at least twice a week because Richie is basically a child and needs social interaction outside of the home, Eddie has the best fashion and it needs to be shown off, and Stan would literally never visit society if not for the other two dragging him into town. They rotate who gets to pick each week. So, when it’s Eddie Week, it’s almost always a nice dinner somewhere, and at first, it’s awkward because they’re surrounded by even-numbered parties where it’s either just two people eating a romantic dinner or four having a double date. A lot of people look funny at these three men just sitting around a table together.</p><p>Richie hates it. He feels like everyone is looking at them and he gets nervous and he’s about to call it quits and leave or get snappy but then Stan touches Richie’s hand and sort of grounds him. To make it easier on him, he orders Richie a drink and handles ordering Richie’s food which immediately puts him in a subspace and gives Stan the control. It’s not even sexual, it’s just Stan trying to keep Richie calm, and it works. When Richie is calm, Eddie is calm, so it sort of dominoes and by their third date out together they don’t care about the looks anymore.</p><p>Stan is the fucking Pinterest date guy. He wants to do all the quirky ones that usually involve maybe hopefully site seeing some birds. It’s a lot of picnics, splayed out blankets, and stargazing. His favorite place to go, though, is the beach after sunset where all three of them can lay on a comforter they keep in the trunk of the car and just stare up at the sky while listening to the waves crashing. It’s such a peaceful and serene moment that almost exists outside of time, and it helps all three of them sort of recenter themselves in this hectic as hell universe.</p><p>Richie&hellip; OH, man, Richie picks the weirdest dates. First, it was customary. Movies, bar crawling, mall. But then he starts getting more creative. They do an escape room one week and Stan decides that if he was ever trapped in one of those weird escape room situations with Eddie and Richie for real, he’d kill himself&hellip; To which Eddie and Richie were LIKE STAN YOU CAN’T JOKE LIKE THAT. Another Date is an arcade, and, honestly, Stan and Eddie have such an amazing night and Richie just sort of stands back while he watches his two boys nudge each other to try and distract the other so they could win. It’s in that moment that Richie is like I want to marry them&hellip;</p>
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Question: <p>Stanlon and 99??</p>
Answer: <p>“Would it help if I stayed?”</p><p>***</p><p>Sitting in the driver’s seat of his mom’s car, Stan watches his boyfriend clench and unclench his fists several times. Stan wants to remind him to breathe, that everything will be ok, that he hadn’t studied for hours for nothing. Stan <i>knows</i> that Mike is going to pass his college qualifying tests with flying colors, that everything is going to be ok, but Mike just keeps shaking.</p><p>“Hey, Stan?” Mike’s voice is so low.</p><p>“Yeah, Mikey?”</p><p>“Will you still love me if I fail?”</p><p>“Of course I would, babes, but that’s not something you have to worry about. You’ve studied <i>so hard</i>! You’re going to nail this test, I just know it.”</p><p>Nodding, Mike reaches out and squeezes Stan’s hand. “Yeah, but what if I choke?”</p><p>“You’re not going to choke. You’re going to be fine.”</p><p>“But what if—”</p><p>“<i>If</i> you choke, I would still love you. But you’re not going to choke,” Stan insists.</p><p>Licking his lips, Mike nods but doesn’t say anything.</p><p>“Would it help if I walked in with you? Would it help if I stayed?”</p><p>Mike looks at him. “I thought you and Richie—”</p><p>“I’ll reschedule. Richie will understand.” Stan leans into Mike’s shoulder.</p><p>After a minute, Mike nods a little. “Yeah, yeah…” He takes a deep breath. “If you don’t mind, I— I think it would.”</p><p>“Of course I don’t mind.” He kisses Mike’s temple.</p><p>“What are you going to do while I’m in there?” Mike asks.</p><p>Stan taps his messenger bag. “I’m gonna edit Bill’s manuscript.”</p><p>Mike smiles a little. “Where are you in it?”</p><p>“‘Bout halfway through. I’d say at least six hours more. Plenty of work to do.” He kisses Mike’s cheek.</p><p>“We’d better get you in there. Wouldn’t want you to miss it.”</p><p>Mike nods and after a big sigh, gets out of the car. Bumping into each other and not quite holding hands, they walk up to the building. They follow some signs to where the testing is happening. When they get to the testing room, a woman is waiting at a registration table. Stan squeezes Mike’s hand and let&rsquo;s go quickly.</p><p>“I’ll be right there, Mikey. It’ll be ok,” Stan says pointing at a bench just across the hall from the registration desk.</p><p>“Thanks, Stanny,” Mike says. Taking another deep breath, he walks slowly to the table.</p><p>Stan waits until Mike is out of sight to go find a payphone. After calling Richie to tell him about the change of plans, he goes back to the bench and pulls out the manuscript. It feels like almost no time has passed when Mike comes back out. He wasn’t the first one to get finished, but he wasn’t one of the last either.</p><p>“Hey, baby. How’d it go?” Stan asks as he begins to put his stuff away.</p><p>“I think it went ok. I’ll get the results early next week.”</p><p>Once everything is in his bag, Stan gets up and pulls Mike close for a kiss. “Come on. Let’s go get something to eat. I’m starving!”</p><p>“Me too,” Mike says. They link hands and walk out of the building, talking about where they might go eat.</p><p>A week later Mike gets a letter in the mail informing him that he passed his entrance exams and that orientation is August 26th. Stan and Mike celebrate all night long.</p>
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Question: <p>ollie ollie ollie!! 96 for stozier plz &#128064;</p>
Answer: <p>“Please get me away from him. He hasn’t left me alone all night and I am this close to committing a murder.”</p><p>***</p><p>Leaning against the bar, Richie tries and fails to get the bartender’s attention. He can’t really blame her though; the women she is talking to are <i>really</i> pretty. Taking a deep breath Richie turns back to the main room in time to see <i>him</i> coming over.</p><p>“Oh, Jesus,” Richie mutters under his breath. The guy that’s making his way quickly over has been following Richie all over the bar all night long. He’d thought he’d lost him when he went to the bathroom, but apparently not. “Hey Rose!” Richie calls out to the bartender. “Flirt with those women some other time, you’ve got a thirsty patron over here.”</p><p>Rose laughs, says something to the women, and they all laugh louder. The bartender comes over.</p><p>“Yes, Richie? How can I help you?” She leans closer.</p><p>Richie opens his mouth to reply, but the annoying man interjects, “Whatever it is, give us two and make them strong. I’m paying.”</p><p>Smiling a little at Richie, Rose waits.</p><p>“Water. Please.”</p><p>“You got it, babe. Two strong waters coming up.” Rose winks and goes to get them some water.</p><p>“Water? Really?” The man asks.</p><p>“Yeah, water. It’s getting late.”</p><p>The man scowls at Richie. “It’s barely ten.”</p><p>“Yeah, well, I turn into a pumpkin at eleven.”</p><p>“I thought it was midnight.”</p><p>Richie groans.</p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://nblesbianbenhanscom.tumblr.com/post/645558277929893888/ollie-ollie-ollie-96-for-stozier-plz">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: <p>how about richie's birthday and he blows out his candles making a wish that eddie would kiss him</p>
Answer: <p>(<a href="https://eddieeatsass.tumblr.com/ask">Send me birthday themed prompts; smut and fluff welcome.</a>)</p><p>What sweethearts, awe! Since you didn’t specify if you wanted fluff or smut this one will be purely fluff, hope you enjoy. :’)  </p><p>&mdash;&mdash;&mdash;</p><p>Richie Tozier had been on this earth for seventeen years, and he had made the same birthday wish for the last ten of them. It doesn’t matter that he was too young to fully understand what it meant to be in love at the ripe age of seven, he knew <i>deep in his heart </i>that he wanted to kiss his best friend.</p><p>Some things have changed, however. Kissing didn’t mean the same thing now than it did when he was seven. While his thoughts had started out with images of cheek kisses and long hugs on the playground, the years had matured his pining appropriately.</p><p>So as he took in a deep breath, steeling himself to blow out the candles on the shoddy cake-attempt his friends had lugged to his house on this Saturday afternoon, only one face flashed in his mind.</p><p><i>I wish Eddie would kiss me.</i></p><p>He opened his eyes and they locked with the same face sitting across the table, a cheery smile staring back at Richie’s dumbfounded one.</p><p>“Did you forget the next step, dumbass?” Beverly’s voice broke through Richie’s bubble, sending the world back into regular orbit.</p><p>“I was just building up the anticipation before performing my blow job, Beverly.” Richie recovered. He pursed his lips and blew the candles out in one breath. Half hearted cheers rung out around him and he couldn’t help but notice the way Eddie’s face flushed even as he rolled his eyes.</p><p>“Who wants the f-f-first piece?” Bill asked, leaning forward and cutting into the cake with the dull side of a spatula. The icing crumbled apart in chunks and scattered across the table.</p><p>“Not it.” Stan quipped, shooting his hand up to touch a finger to his nose.</p><p>“Stan, you <i>made</i> the cake.” Beverly retorted.</p><p>“Yes, and that is why I can confidently say it is not edible.”</p><p>“You made me a non-edible cake for my birthday?” Richie cocked his eyebrow, staring down at it as if it had offended him.</p><p>“You’re welcome.” Stan nodded.</p><p>“Well&hellip; if it’s not edible&hellip;” Richie didn’t think twice before shoving his hand down into the cake and grabbing a handful of its filling. The world moved in slow motion for the next second; Richie could hear his friends yelling, saw as Ben grabbed Beverly and moved her out of the range of impact and Mike dove on to his stomach, but his mind was focused on one thing and one thing only.</p><p>Richie’s palm made impact with Eddie’s face as it smeared cake across his skin, frosting and filling melding together to coat freckled features in muck. Richie only had a second to recover before short limbs were attacking him, knocking him to the ground and using their surprising force to climb atop Richie and pin him down like a starfish. Eddie barked out orders and the other Losers complied, grabbing the cake and shuffling over to help Eddie exact his revenge.<br/><br/>By the time they were done, Richie was covered in cake from the top of his head to his collarbones. He was pleading for mercy, bucking his hips like he was a bull trying to throw Eddie off (which was half-way true). Finally, small hands detached from Richie’s wrists and he was able to properly buck Eddie to the ground.</p><p>“You got icing in my hair.” Eddie pouted once everyone’s laughter died down.<br/><br/>“Sorry spaghetti man, but if it’s any consolation I probably have icing in my pubic hair after the beating I just got.”</p><p>“No one would ever willingly go near your pubic hair, Richie.” Stan deadpanned.</p><p>“Speak for yourself, Staniel. Mrs. Kaspbrak happens to love my pubic hair, says it makes me look like a man of the 70s.”</p><p>“Fucking gross, Rich.” Eddie slapped his arm lightly and pushed himself up off the ground. “I need to shower. Please tell me you own something other than two in one shampoo and conditioner.”</p><p>“So you want me to<i> lie</i> to you?”</p><p>“Dear god someone help this man.” Mike mumbled, helping Stan up off the floor.</p><p>“My mom might have something up to your standards.” Richie offered, standing up and brushing the stray crumbs off of his shirt. “Follow me.”<br/><br/><br/>They left the rest of the Losers downstairs as they wandered down the hall to Richie’s bathroom.</p><p>It was a small room consisting of only a toilet, a shower bath, and the tiniest sliver of sink they could fit into such a tight space. As it were, having two people in the room was a tight squeeze, but Richie never minded when it was Eddie.</p><p>Eddie sat on the sink as Richie pushed the shower curtain aside, searching the array of bottles for something Eddie could use to wash up. He whistled absently, some tune too unfamiliar to place but just familiar enough to warm the atmosphere until Richie finally found what he was looking for.<br/><br/>“Ah-ha! Here we go.” Richie turned on his heels and handed the pink bottle to Eddie, whose eyebrows raised as he read the label.</p><p>“This is bubble bath.”</p><p>“It’s strawberry scented.” Richie offered.</p><p>“It’s bubble bath.” Eddie repeated slowly, as if Richie hadn’t quite understood him the first time.<br/><br/>“Isn’t all soap the same?”</p><p>“You’re hopeless.”</p><p>“Hopelessly in love.”<br/><br/>“What-”<br/><br/>“WHAT.”</p><p>Richie’s stared at Eddie in horror as he realized what he’d said. It had been a joke, or at least, it had meant to be one, but the truth was too palpable and it cut right through any humor that tried to soften it.</p><p>“THAT WAS A JOKE, RELAX EDS.”</p><p>“You’re yelling-”</p><p>“NO I’M NOT, <i>YOU’RE</i> YELLING.”</p><p>Silence stretched out between them as Richie’s heart threatened to break through his ribcage and pull an Alien. It took everything in him not to physically run out of the room, but something in Eddie’s gaze glued him in place.</p><p>“You’ve got a dumb way of professing your feelings for people.”<br/><br/>“Wha-”</p><p>“You’ve told all of our friends about it, how did you not expect it to get back to me?” A smirked played across Eddie’s lips, triumphant, almost.</p><p>“Those sons of bitches.” Richie muttered, deflating slightly.</p><p>“Richie, you know you’re an idiot right?”</p><p>“Yeah yeah, I get it.”</p><p>“No, you don’t.”</p><p>Richie looked up from the spot he’d been focusing on on the floor, meeting wide brown eyes and an unwavering smile. Eddie reached forward and pulled Richie in between his knees.</p><p>“You don’t get it.” Eddie repeated, hushed.</p><p>He leaned up and closed the distance between them, slotting plush lips against Richie’s own slightly chapped ones. The kiss was chaste, quick to come and quick to go, but electrifying nonetheless.</p><p>Richie blinked down at Eddie in an absolute haze, his brain stuttering to keep up with the changes happening.</p><p>“Do you get it now?” Eddie asked, a bit of a shyer tone accompanying his question.<br/><br/>“I’m not sure, let me just-” Richie swooped in then, grabbing Eddie’s face and pulling him impossibly closer as he kissed the life out of him. This time things were drawn out, slower and more heated. Eddie’s arms came to clutch at Richie’s, holding on to him tightly as Richie nearly pulled him off the small section of sink he was sat on.</p><p>When they finally pulled away they were both breathing heavy, silent as they let the weight of everything settle. Richie was the first one to speak.</p><p>“That was kinda gross, huh?”</p><p>“Absolutely disgusting.”</p><p>“We probably should have washed the cake off first.”</p><p>“What did Stanley even <i>use</i> to make it taste like that?”</p><p>“Our first kiss will forever be tinged with the flavor of dog shit.”</p><p>“I’m going to leave an angry yelp review.”</p>
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Question: <p>Reddie, fluff, 16?</p>
Answer: <p><i>“Would you like to stay?” </i></p><p>It had been three weeks since Derry 2.0: The re-Derrying. Three weeks since the trauma and terror that happened in the sewers. Three weeks since they’d fought the clown and had nearly died. Three weeks since dragging Eddie out- thank god Stan had showed up when he did- and three weeks since Eddie entered a coma.</p><p>It was two weeks since Eddie had woken up, surprising Richie and the others by demanding water and the time. Two weeks since Myra had shown up and whisked Eddie away, saying that her husband deserved only the best medical care. She’d left without even introducing herself- not that any of them needed an introduction. It was obvious who she was- Sonia reincarnated. After Eddie was gone no one had a reason to stay in Derry. Slowly, everyone had gone back home, promising to stay in contact. </p><p>And, so far, they had. The group exchanged constant calls and text messages. They had been doing group zoom calls every Wednesday and they were the highlight of Richie’s week, seeing everyone alive and laughing. </p><p>In all forms of communication Eddie was the quietest, usually just replying with an emoji or one word answers. At least he was there, responding. Richie tried to make that be enough, to know that Eddie was breathing. </p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/645293041281794048/reddie-fluff-16">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: <p>&ldquo;Who Said It?&rdquo; </p><p>Conversation between Richie and Bev in chapter 6 of the book! </p>
Answer: <p>You are right!! ♥️ Book Bev is teasing Richie about their movie “date” with Ben! </p>
Tags: wsiw, thanks for playing! ❤️, and the fact you remember the chapter too! that’s awesome :)
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Question: <p>Kid Bev and Richie when he takes her and Ben to the movies. (I'm a sucker for their friendship and am still a little grumpy at how underrepresented it was in the movies)</p>
Answer: <p>You are correct!! 😊 This was a conversation between Bev and Richie before their movie “date” with Ben! (We’re also a sucker for Bevchie friendship and wish it was more present in the movies 😔 but at least we have great moments in the book like this WSIW quote!) </p>
Tags: wsiw, thanks for guessing!, so happy people appreciate bevchie friendship and are familiar with their book moments! ♥️
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Question: <p>43+45 for kaspbroughzier or streddie</p>
Answer: <p>anon! hello! a million years later, and your fic is ready! are you even still here? i hope so ❤️🧡💛💚💙💜</p><p>*</p><p>i had to go with the kasproughzier cause i love those goofs and also sonia is the perfect <i>no, really you don’t want to meet my family</i>.</p><p>the prompts were ‘trust me, you don’t want to meet my family’ + ‘you may technically be an adult, but you are still my child.’</p><p>***</p><p><b><i><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/29574492">read it on ao3</a></i></b></p><p><b>Little Dashes of Doom</b></p><p>“Eh-Eddie, your phone is r-ringing,” Bill says. It’s the tenth time in the last half hour.</p><p>“Just turn it off, Bill. I’m not going to answer it.” Eddie doesn’t look up from his computer.</p><p>“Buh-But it’s your ma.”</p><p>“I know, Bill. I already told her when I was coming home. She can chill.” He sounds tired, and Bill just wants to wrap him up in a blanket and make him relax between him and Richie. This semester had really kicked all of their asses.</p><p>Bill watches the phone as it stops ringing. It dings a moment later with a voicemail. Bill picks it up and turns it off. He kisses Eddie’s hair as he sits it on the table next to him.</p><p>“H-How’s the puh-aper coming?” Bill asks as he opens up the fridge. Bill himself had just finished his own last final just a few hours before.</p><p>“I hate <i>fucking Shakespeare</i>,” Eddie growls.</p><p>“Th-That good, eh?”</p><p>Eddie doesn&rsquo;t respond while Bill looks through the fridge. He finds a beer and heads to the couch where Richie is playing on their shared Switch. His legs are spread awkwardly, one up and over the back of the couch, the other hanging down by the floor. Bill sits in between his legs, pulling Richie’s leg into his lap.</p><p>“Hey, babycakes, you ok?” Richie asks without looking up.</p><p>“I’m ok.” Bill takes a sip of his beer. “You ok?”</p><p>“Yeah, fine. Why wouldn’t I be? Shit! I just fucking died!” He sighs and lets the Switch fall to his chest. “What are we doing for food?”</p><p>“We have l-leftover p-pizza,” Bill says.</p><p>Groaning, Richie sits up and tugs himself closer to Bill with his legs. He leans close and kisses Bill’s neck.</p><p>“I am so tired of pizza.” Richie scrapes his teeth against Bill’s chin. “Maybe I’ll just have you for dinner. How does that sound?” They giggle and Eddie huffs from the kitchen.</p><p>“Ugh, rude of you to start without me,” Eddie grouses, but there’s no real heat to his words.</p><p>Bill and Richie giggle again.</p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://nblesbianbenhanscom.tumblr.com/post/643610724698079232/43-45-for-kaspbroughzier-or-streddie">Keep reading</a></p>
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Slug: hello-could-i-commission-fix-for-reddie
Reblog key: 1qAQ5Mx7
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/reddie-fangirl24/643771951669805056
Reblog name: reddie-fangirl24
Question: <p>Hello, could I commission &ldquo;fix&rdquo; for reddie?</p>
Answer: <p><b>THANK YOU FOR YOUR COMMISSION!</b></p><p><b>NOTE: This is based on the film Palm Springs. ENJOY!</b></p><p>“So, can we fix this?” Eddie asked as he listened to the crickets. He never noticed how beautiful they sounded until now. Arguably, he lost track of what day number this was. As Richie explained time didn’t matter. From what he picked up on, Richie had been going through this time loop for some time.</p><p>Richie made a grunting noise as he was sitting back in the dirt. Eddie was surprised that he was was even sitting on the ground. He had nothing to worry about. “As I said, I have no idea. All I know is that we can do whatever we want.”</p><p>“Is that why you squirt a fountain pen in the pool?”</p><p>“What? It’s not like anybody is going to be mad tomorrow! And that’s not the worst thing I’ve done!” Richie took another swig of his drink after belting out in laughter.</p><p>Eddie turned up his nose. “Is that all you do?”</p><p>“Be funny? Well yeah, I’m a comedian. It’s my thing.”</p><p>“No, not that. The drinking. I know I have only been in this time loop for - for-”</p><p>“See what I’m saying, you can’t remember anything!” Richie interrupted him.</p><p>“Whatever! You just drink a lot!”</p><p>Richie turned his head to look up at him curiously. “There’s no more shame.”</p><p>“Don’t you want to get out of this? You know - return to normal life?” Eddie asked him.</p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/reddie-fangirl24/643771951669805056">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie

Post id: 647480025320390656
Date: 2021-04-03 21:24:30 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/647480025320390656/richie-is-the-best-dad-when-the-kids-are-young
Slug: richie-is-the-best-dad-when-the-kids-are-young
Reblog key: 9NcWVTvY
Reblog url: https://reddiefreddie89.tumblr.com/post/643783863453302784/richie-is-the-best-dad-when-the-kids-are-young
Reblog name: reddiefreddie89
Question: <p>Richie is the best dad when the kids are young right?! But Eds is the best when they are teenagers I think! Not sure how this translates to art but there you go lol</p>
Answer: <div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1094" data-orig-width="584"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/d30b8afc7e77d095c476e2590cb70823/a9ab0452a49eb5ae-a7/s640x960/1cf049e235455a15156334d72d1bc395e6f0b637.png" data-orig-height="1094" data-orig-width="584"/></figure></div><div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1582" data-orig-width="2048"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/b961364b7820f2f218ddc36c982cc96b/a9ab0452a49eb5ae-e0/s640x960/6e0ad77821ef74d9ebe9d05a7659b06474f930ed.jpg" data-orig-height="1582" data-orig-width="2048"/></figure></div><p>It translates to poor Richie passing over his best dad mug to Eddie. He cannot handle the stress that comes with his two teenage kids. He’s getting too old and Eddie reminds him often that his blood pressure just cannot take it. At 57 Richie just has to be the cheerleader, after all, he bought his son a truck and that’s the support he can give 😂</p>
Tags: reddie

Post id: 645469562562904064
Date: 2021-03-12 16:49:03 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/645469562562904064/if-u-are-ever-inclined-toyou-should-totally
Slug: if-u-are-ever-inclined-toyou-should-totally
Reblog key: doPMR8id
Reblog url: https://andaleduardo.tumblr.com/post/640733116415262720/if-u-are-ever-inclined-toyou-should-totally
Reblog name: andaleduardo
Question: <p>if u are ever inclined to....you should totally draw eddie in overalls, i feel like they&rsquo;d be a staple in his wardrobe along with shorts and sweatshirts &#129402;</p>
Answer: <p>I panicked cause I couldn’t find this ask after I finished it , you’re correct</p><div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1929" data-orig-width="2017"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/ecf1374bd30eda1b0f412b3d92772e1b/3867eb5d6b044c12-07/s640x960/6d31bfce972b982cb361c4bd9a2499d048eb912a.png" data-orig-height="1929" data-orig-width="2017"/></figure></div>
Tags: eddie kaspbrak

Post id: 644957673703538689
Date: 2021-03-07 01:12:48 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/644957673703538689/23-from-your-spotify-2020-top-100-if-you-want
Slug: 23-from-your-spotify-2020-top-100-if-you-want
Reblog key: iam0vfNJ
Reblog url: https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/639819160888721408/23-from-your-spotify-2020-top-100-if-you-want
Reblog name: oldguybones
Question: <p>#23 from your spotify 2020 top 100, if you want :))) </p>
Answer: <div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="2048" data-orig-width="1536"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/eccc6b41024f453b2dd433c4c9d0eaa5/e74e877763a88e9a-55/s640x960/22c18e654f899e785d19d698b3a97e1344562950.jpg" data-orig-height="2048" data-orig-width="1536"/></figure></div><p>#23 Call Me Lover - Sam Fender</p><p>Not overly well known it seems but I really enjoy Sam’s stuff. This one is my fave. I just like the grungy teen vibes and we all love a clubhouse moment! Also I’m torn on my thoughts about the drawing but that’s okay, it was skin tone practice and we’re working on that. </p><p>Everyone check out this song and let me know what you think! </p>
Tags: reddie

Post id: 644584711409303552
Date: 2021-03-02 22:24:44 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/644584711409303552/i-just-know-deeply-in-my-soul-that-eddie-wears
Slug: i-just-know-deeply-in-my-soul-that-eddie-wears
Reblog key: bDXJ1GDP
Reblog url: https://jwilliambyers.tumblr.com/post/639402320690610176/i-just-know-deeply-in-my-soul-that-eddie-wears
Reblog name: jwilliambyers
Question: <p>I just know deeply in my soul that Eddie wears (and loves) matching sweatshirt and sweatpants combos in fun color like red, yellows, and pinks. I also know deep in my soul that Richie adores when he does cause he looks so fluff and comfy cozy and he just  needs to sweep him up in a big lifting hug!! </p>
Answer: <div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="2048" data-orig-width="2048"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/dd403b1bce6568e129986ad77b24eb3f/7efbeb7a25cb06b4-0c/s640x960/b9ec4ade8180012a407c1ba1ac56d00138c944a8.jpg" data-orig-height="2048" data-orig-width="2048"/></figure></div><p>🥺👉👈</p>
Tags: reddie

Post id: 645758703972352000
Date: 2021-03-15 21:24:50 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/645758703972352000/hey-eddie-get-anything-from-secret-admirers-on
Slug: hey-eddie-get-anything-from-secret-admirers-on
Reblog key: 3pEGDpcX
Reblog url: https://ayyyymichele.tumblr.com/post/640943625492119552/hey-eddie-get-anything-from-secret-admirers-on
Reblog name: ayyyymichele
Question: <p>hey eddie! get anything from secret admirers on valentine&rsquo;s day? ;&bull;}</p>
Answer: <div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="600" data-orig-width="600"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/8270c5464b9377191eca9fcd08b238db/12cb2fe9cad680ab-48/s640x960/403d14a5b167cb8e189aa225d66540631129f3ea.png" data-orig-height="600" data-orig-width="600" alt="image"/></figure></div><p>Maybe I will try to be the secret admirer this time.</p><p>-Eddie</p>
Tags: eddie kaspbrak

Post id: 644472965166252032
Date: 2021-03-01 16:48:34 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/644472965166252032/imagine-little-eddie-in-coveralls-and-a-little
Slug: imagine-little-eddie-in-coveralls-and-a-little
Reblog key: cDwPwPjh
Reblog url: https://eddiesquared.tumblr.com/post/639213865222209536/imagine-little-eddie-in-coveralls-and-a-little
Reblog name: eddiesquared
Question: <p>imagine little eddie in coveralls and a little bandana scarf &#129402;&#128073;&#127996;&#128072;&#127996; cutest mechanic to ever be! </p>
Answer: <div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="924" data-orig-width="924"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/7f5e6e5099526b311b66ab5f1ecd9802/0c84d48927c0c488-1d/s640x960/0f30bb64fce187a7cb8e683f28b0d0fe36713636.jpg" data-orig-height="924" data-orig-width="924"/></figure></div><p>mechanic eddie mechanic eddie mechanic eddie</p>
Tags: eddie kaspbrak

Post id: 644382365719887872
Date: 2021-02-28 16:48:32 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/644382365719887872/why-does-this-feel-like-a-home-alone-scenario
Slug: why-does-this-feel-like-a-home-alone-scenario
Reblog key: 37DqLHMn
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/reddie-fangirl24/637969072225648640
Reblog name: reddie-fangirl24
Question: <p>"why does this feel like a home alone scenario?" with reddie?</p>
Answer: <p><b>NOTE: I really hope that you enjoy this. This is based on my Friends AU. <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/MqJHnrvIX_8vLiH3NmEsWpw">@derpyanimatesstuff</a> request line is also in this piece. </b></p><p><b><a href="https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Fko-fi.com%2Fmariellesabbag&amp;t=MzJmYzc3ZDQ0NzU1YTgwYzQ4M2FjNDNjMWY0MDE1ZjBmYTI4ZTYyMyw5OGQ4NDk0Nzg4MjYxYjY3Zjc2ZDY4ODFiODM2NWVmNzA2OTQzMTcy">Support me on my Ko-Fi!</a>  </b></p><p>“Why does this feel like a Home Alone scenario?” Eddie asked, shaking his head as he and Richie were standing under the emergency ladder to Ben and Beverly’s apartment.</p><p>“What? You know Home Alone but you have no idea what National Lampoon Christmas Vacation is?” Richie called him out.</p><p>Eddie sighed, taking a deep breath of the cold air. He was so close to ripping out his own hair. “Rich, just tell me why we are breaking into their apartment again? You know we have a spare key.”</p><p>“Oh, that’s what they want us to do!” Richie responded in a song tune, touching his nose. Eddie never liked when he did that which is why Richie did it anyway. “Bev probably set up an alarm to the door or one of those blowtorches. They’d never suspect anyone coming through the window.”</p><p>“And remind me why I had to do this with you again?” Eddie asked, trying to keep himself warm. They already climbed up a bunch of ladders which we slippery and went at odd angles. Now they just had one more ladder to go.</p><p>“Because this is our gift! I know they bought us tickets for a cruise!” Richie told him with a big smile.</p><p>“So, what do we do if they did?” </p><p>Richie was silent, flicking his eyes in every direction. “Hmm, guess I didn’t get that far.”</p><p>“You know it hurts my brain whenever I try to think of the reason why I love you.”</p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/reddie-fangirl24/637969072225648640">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie

Post id: 644042973286416384
Date: 2021-02-24 22:54:02 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/644042973286416384/thats-bill
Slug: thats-bill
Reblog key: E4OvBS1f
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: <p>thats Bill</p>
Answer: <p>That’s the right answer! 🥳 Our Billy boy said that in the 2017 movie! </p>
Tags: wsiw, thanks for playing!! ❤️

Post id: 644042967458398208
Date: 2021-02-24 22:53:56 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/644042967458398208/bill-said-that-line
Slug: bill-said-that-line
Reblog key: ZUm94R7Q
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: <p>Bill said that line </p>
Answer: <p>He sure did! 😉 2017 Bill said this to the losers before going into Neibolt! </p>
Tags: wsiw, thanks for playing! ❤️

Post id: 644042960103735296
Date: 2021-02-24 22:53:49 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/644042960103735296/for-wsiw-bill-denbrough-it-2017
Slug: for-wsiw-bill-denbrough-it-2017
Reblog key: UWWltQVc
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: <p>For WSIW: Bill Denbrough, It 2017</p>
Answer: <p>Yes, you’re right! Kid Bill said this line before entering Neibolt with Richie and Eddie! 😘</p>
Tags: wsiw, thanks for guessing! ♥️

Post id: 644042936873566208
Date: 2021-02-24 22:53:27 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/644042936873566208/sorry-i-should-have-said-bill-denbrough-in-it
Slug: sorry-i-should-have-said-bill-denbrough-in-it
Reblog key: Yfc938cN
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: <p>sorry, i should have said bill denbrough in it 2017, right before entering the neibolt house near the end of the movie</p>
Answer: <p>You are correct!! ☺️ Bill did say the line right before entering Neibolt for the first time! </p>
Tags: wsiw, thanks for guessing! ♥️

Post id: 643950533465522176
Date: 2021-02-23 22:24:44 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/643950533465522176/may-i-request-snooze-for-reddie
Slug: may-i-request-snooze-for-reddie
Reblog key: OeH74Rhi
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/reddie-fangirl24/638623085172604928
Reblog name: reddie-fangirl24
Question: <p>May I request &ldquo;snooze&rdquo; for reddie?</p>
Answer: <p><b>THANK YOU FOR YOUR COMMISSION!</b></p><p>“Can’t we stay up a little longer tonight?” Georgie begged his parents. He couldn’t stop himself from yawning, however.</p><p>“Yeah, we want to see Santa!” Chloe agreed, tugging at Eddie’s shirt sleeve.</p><p>Chuckling to themselves, Eddie and Richie scooped up their children and tucked them into bed. Before retiring to sleep, Richie read ‘The Night Before Christmas’ aloud until their children were fast asleep. Watching them snooze for a bit, the parents closed the door to their room.</p><p>“Do you know what this means?” Richie asked in a whisper close to Eddie’s ear as they cuddled together in the hallway.</p><p>“Yup, we’d better get out the presents,” Eddie responded.</p><p>“Oh, we’re not waiting until midnight when they’re actually asleep?”</p><p>Eddie looked up at him like he was crazy. “Rich, do we really have to do that?”</p><p>Kissing his nose, Richie wrapped an arm around his shoulder. “Looks like you have a lot more to learn about being Santa!”</p><p>“Okay, but if we fall asleep under the tree they’re going to know something is up!” Eddie warned.</p><p>“Hmm, I like when you get all threatening. Especially when Santa is about to come.”</p><p>Eddie brushed his hand through his husband’s hair, smiling into his beautiful eyes. “Don’t get any funny ideas.”</p>
Tags: reddie

Post id: 643758824188248064
Date: 2021-02-21 19:37:36 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/643758824188248064/want-to-make-snow-angels
Slug: want-to-make-snow-angels
Reblog key: fVyMyuqz
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/reddie-fangirl24/638786878032723968
Reblog name: reddie-fangirl24
Question: <p>&ldquo;Want to make snow angels?&rdquo;</p>
Answer: <p><b>NOTE: <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/MqJHnrvIX_8vLiH3NmEsWpw">@derpyanimatesstuff</a> request is also in this fic.</b></p><p><b><a href="https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Fko-fi.com%2Fmariellesabbag&amp;t=MzJmYzc3ZDQ0NzU1YTgwYzQ4M2FjNDNjMWY0MDE1ZjBmYTI4ZTYyMyw5OGQ4NDk0Nzg4MjYxYjY3Zjc2ZDY4ODFiODM2NWVmNzA2OTQzMTcy">Support me on my Ko-Fi!</a>  </b></p><p>“Hey, Eds, get your coat. I want to show you something outside,” Richie told Eddie. Gently, he helped his boyfriend sit up in bed. Cringing from the pain, Eddie took a breath. It wasn’t easy trying to ignore it. The injury occurred at least five months ago from the fight. His road to recovery wasn’t over yet. </p><p>“What is it, Richie?” Eddie asked, not in the mood. For a while, he hadn’t felt like himself. Nor was he in the holiday spirit. He always enjoyed Christmas, especially now when he had someone new to spend it with.</p><p>“I said it was a surprise,” Richie told him, grabbing his cane for him. At least he was no longer using a walker. Even though it was only temporary it all felt so unfair. He was forty. That fucking clown had to make him learn how to walk all over again.</p><p>“You didn’t say it was a surprise, dummy!”</p><p>“Well, I said ‘something’ so that means it’s a surprise, right?”</p><p>Eddie just rolled his eyes as he took Richie’s arm and walked with him to the front door. When they first moved in together the couple had an enormous fight about the way Richie babied him. It was a constant reminder of the way his mother treated him for his entire life. Coming to an agreement that Rkichie would only help him when he said so, they were both happy. </p><p>Putting on his jacket and boots, Richie took his hand and opened the door. Eddie’s eyes beamed the instant he saw the white flakes falling from the sky. </p><p>“Wow,” Eddie uttered.</p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/reddie-fangirl24/638786878032723968">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie

Post id: 643326998058582016
Date: 2021-02-17 01:13:55 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/643326998058582016/reddie-fic-request-i-just-want-this-christmas-to
Slug: reddie-fic-request-i-just-want-this-christmas-to
Reblog key: ueDvMpIK
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/reddie-fangirl24/637419593393111040
Reblog name: reddie-fangirl24
Question: <p>Reddie fic request &ldquo;I just want this Christmas to be special&rdquo;</p>
Answer: <p><b>Warning: Some Suggestive Humor</b></p><p><b><a href="https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Fko-fi.com%2Fmariellesabbag&amp;t=MzJmYzc3ZDQ0NzU1YTgwYzQ4M2FjNDNjMWY0MDE1ZjBmYTI4ZTYyMyw5OGQ4NDk0Nzg4MjYxYjY3Zjc2ZDY4ODFiODM2NWVmNzA2OTQzMTcy">Support me on my Ko-Fi!</a>  </b></p><p>“I just want this Christmas to be special,” Richie said as he and Eddie were busy decorating the house. This was the first time Richie was decorating his house. Eddie was very surprised that he of all people didn’t go all out with the decorating. But he had tons of Halloween decorations.</p><p>Eddie giggled as he unwrapped the knotted up Christmas lights. “So I worry over Thanksgiving being special and now you’re worried about Christmas? That’s a flip.”</p><p>“It’s just that this Christmas is going to be different,” Richie explained, taking a break from pulling out ornaments from boxes. “Normally I have a comedy show on Christmas Eve which went very late and then when my parents hosted Christmas at their house I couldn’t make it home. So, every other Christmas I spent alone.” </p><p>Richie got up, with his knees cracking, and held Eddie around his waist. So, in other words, this year I have a comedy show and I get to be with you.”</p><p>Feeling his heart overflow with emotion, Eddie dropped what he was doing and gave his boyfriend a comforting hug. Richie ducked down so Eddie could throw his arms around his neck. This was Richie’s favorite thing. Eddie’s hugs were the best. He could hold Eddie around the waist and pull him as close as he could.</p><p>“Did you notice how sappy we became since we started dating?” Eddie asked him after pecking a small kiss to his lips.</p><p>Richie smirked at him, his hand sliding down Eddie’s back. “That and you’ve become way hornier.”</p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/reddie-fangirl24/637419593393111040">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie

Post id: 643316381249634304
Date: 2021-02-16 22:25:10 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/643316381249634304/christmas-sentence-starter-number-20-with-reddie
Slug: christmas-sentence-starter-number-20-with-reddie
Reblog key: MEK4VyIz
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/reddie-fangirl24/637418393742573568
Reblog name: reddie-fangirl24
Question: <p>christmas sentence starter, number 20 with reddie?</p>
Answer: <p><b><a href="https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Fko-fi.com%2Fmariellesabbag&amp;t=MzJmYzc3ZDQ0NzU1YTgwYzQ4M2FjNDNjMWY0MDE1ZjBmYTI4ZTYyMyw5OGQ4NDk0Nzg4MjYxYjY3Zjc2ZDY4ODFiODM2NWVmNzA2OTQzMTcy">Support me on my Ko-Fi!</a>  </b></p><p>“Is that tape on your gingerbread house?” Eddie was more concerned about why Richie was awake at two in the morning instead of sleeping. Draping the blanket that he was wearing over his fiance’s shoulders, Eddie noticed Richie’s stooping eyes. His glasses hung off his nose.</p><p>“I’ve been here all night,” Richie answered in a withered voice. </p><p>Eddie rolled his eyes. “Yeah, I gathered that, but why are you up? Here, let’s go back to bed and talk.”</p><p>Making sure that he was comfortable before getting into bed himself, the couple sat with their shoulders touching. Eddie waited for Richie to explain himself instead of forcing it out.</p><p>“Eds, do you really think it’s a good idea to have my parents, sister and her family, and aunt and uncle over to our house for two weeks?” Richie asked him.</p><p>“No, why are you nervous about it?” Eddie asked, rolling over to his side more to face him better. He put his hand on his chest to comfort him.</p><p>“Come on, it’s going to be ‘National Lampoon Christmas Vacation!’”</p><p>“‘National’ what?”</p><p>Richie shot his husband a ‘seriously’ look. “It came out in 1989!”</p><p>Now it was Eddie’s turn to give him a ‘duh’ look. “Richie, did it look like my mother let me watch TV?”</p><p>“Right, you had those puzzles for fun,” Richie said sarcastically.</p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/reddie-fangirl24/637418393742573568">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie

Post id: 643295191388798976
Date: 2021-02-16 16:48:21 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/643295191388798976/6-lets-make-a-deal-shall-we-with-reddie
Slug: 6-lets-make-a-deal-shall-we-with-reddie
Reblog key: qjiBZGrG
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/kitchen-witch-bitch/637549811113099264
Reblog name: kitchen-witch-bitch
Question: <p>6. Let&rsquo;s make a deal shall we? With Reddie?</p>
Answer: <p>EEEE THANK YOU BBY I HOPE YOU LIKE THIS!! If not you can beat my ass Friday XD</p><p><b><i>“Let’s make a deal, shall we?”</i></b></p><p>The statement comes unprompted from Richie’s lazy form in the hammock, shouted across the clubhouse in a poor imitation of a <i>Bond</i> villain Eddie is too tired to keep up with. </p><p>Eddie peeks over his comic book from Bill’s old spot; their friend, the last one of the Losers to leave besides Mike, had moved for college a few weeks prior, and Eddie and Richie honestly weren’t far behind. Richie was due to leave for California any day now, and Eddie&hellip;Eddie was headed to New York. Tomorrow. With his girlfriend (re: <i>babysitter</i>, as Richie had called her on more than one occasion) that he may or may not be hiding from in an effort to spend a few more hours with Richie.</p><p>Just a few more hours.</p><p>As Eddie’s stomach churns at the thought, he realizes he hasn’t given his friend an answer. He may have pulled out a voice, but it was a statement that Eddie was supposed to respond to, based on the way the raven-haired boy pushed up so he could look at Eddie and fiddle with his glasses.</p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/kitchen-witch-bitch/637549811113099264">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie
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Reblog key: gGHPSUIp
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Question: <p>15 stanlon</p>
Answer: <p>“Oh god, you’re just like your dad.”</p><p>***</p><p><i>Knock, knock, knock!</i></p><p>Groaning, Stan shoves his face deeper into the pillows. He’s so not ready to be awake.</p><p>More knocking.</p><p>“Mr. Hanlon? Are you in there?” A child’s voice calls.</p><p>Someone next to him sighs and Stan turns his head to find Mike Hanlon laying next to him. Mike smiles at him.</p><p>“Hey, baby. Sorry, but duty calls.” Mike kisses him before getting up to find his clothes.</p><p>“Please, Mr. Hanlon. Hurry.”</p><p>“I’m coming, Abby, don’t worry.” He tugs on his pants and a shirt. “Be right back, baby.”</p><p>Stan watches silently as Mike exits the room, leaving the door ajar. When Mike is out of sight, Stan lays back in the pillows. Sighing, he lets the pieces of the last few days fall into place. The call. The almost bath. The second call, this time from Beverly. The flight. Derry.</p><p><i>Derry.</i></p><p>Letting out a deep breath, Stan gets to his feet slowly. He looks down at his naked body, at the bruises and marks. Some of them were from Mike and left pleasant memories, but more were from the cistern, from that dark, cold cavern where they’d almost lost everything.</p><p>Stan looks around for his clothes, but the only ones he brought were covered in filth, so he helps himself to some of Mike’s sleep pants and a sweatshirt before wandering out into the main part of the house. He can hear people talking behind closed doors as he passes them.</p><p>People.</p><p>The Losers Club.</p><p>Ben and Bev are in one room, while Richie, Eddie, and Bill are in the other. Stan smiles as he looks in the front room, at the leftover pizza boxes and several bottles of alcohol. They had so much to celebrate, so much <i>good</i> to rejoice about.</p><p>He keeps walking until he finds Mike sitting in his kitchen doorway holding a cat while a young child looks on anxiously. The child jerks when they see Stan.</p><p>“Who’s that?”</p><p>Mike looks over his shoulder and smiles. “That is my very good friend, Stanley Uris.”</p><p>“Hi.” Stan waves. The child waves back. Leaning against the counter, Stan just watches as Mike continues to do whatever he’d been doing. At first Stan can’t quite figure out what’s going on, but then Mike cheers in triumph as he tosses something aside.</p><p>“Got the last one. No more stickers,” Mike says. He hands the cat back. “Good as new.”</p><p>“Thank you, Mr. Hanlon.” The child pulls the cat close to their chest. “Bye.” She waves and takes off down the path.</p><p>Sighing deeply, Stan sits next to Mike and looks out over the farm. It’s so beautiful this early in the morning. “What was that all about?”</p><p>Mike shrugs a little. “Kids sometimes bring me animals to help-”</p><p>“Oh god, you’re just like your dad,” Stan says, laughing.</p><p>Smiling sheepishly, Mike leans into Stan. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”</p><p>Rolling his eyes, Stan says, “Yes you do. You do! Your dad was always helping the animals in town, everyone knew they could bring sick or injured animals to get help. They knew if they found abandoned animals they could bring them here and your dad would help them find homes.”</p><p>Shrugging a little, Mike gently kisses Stan’s cheek. “Even after my dad passed, kids still knew they could bring the animals here, that I would be able to help them. What else was I supposed to do?”</p><p>“I think it’s sweet.” Stan cups Mike’s cheek and lifts his face up so they can look each other in the eyes. “I think you’re sweet.” They kiss. “The sweetest in fact.” They kiss again.</p><p>They kiss until someone clears their throat and they look over their shoulders to find the other Losers smirking.</p><p>“We were looking for breakfast, but we can come back if you’re busy,” Richie teases.</p><p>Stan laughs as he pushes his forehead into Mike’s.</p><p>“Breakfast sounds good,” Stan says. He and Mike get up slowly. They squeeze hands before they join their friends. The food is basic, good but simple, nothing all that spectacular, but it’s the best breakfast of Stan’s entire life.</p>
Tags: stanlon
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Question: <p>WSIW - mike at the very end of the book! he&rsquo;s about to leave the hospital and everybody&rsquo;s memory is fading (makes me cry every time)</p>
Answer: <p>You are correct! Mike did say this at the end of the book! And you’re right again, I don’t think anyone can have a dry eye while they read those words! 🥰</p>
Tags: wsiw, thanks for playing!

Post id: 642661031925235712
Date: 2021-02-09 16:48:40 GMT
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Question: <p>if you ever don't know what to draw imagine Mike baking croissants for everyone, just, croissants and probably he makes homemade jam too bc the farm and his natural talent for everything. I don't know I have a problem with croissants, I probably just want an excuse to see croissants in your art style &#129360;</p>
Answer: <div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1566" data-orig-width="2655"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/0f02beb5532e90a5d49a791a8992e850/f27a6c7088abcdcb-5f/s640x960/4f6995adf3f40542f7c7d58b6ead4560857976bc.png" data-orig-height="1566" data-orig-width="2655"/></figure></div><p>PLS I LOVE THIS. The other losers always ask Mike to marry them when he bakes &amp; it ruffles Bills feathers every time lol this was a <i><b>blessed </b></i>ask cause I <b>LOVE </b>drawing food- sorry it took so long, my laptop stopped working :[ I turned it on and off 27 times it works now lmao that’s how I fix things, detective brain </p>
Tags: mike hanlon
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Question: <p>IDK if you still get prompts but I'd like to see Bill and Eddie meeting after 27 years and kissing in front of everyone</p>
Answer: <p>oh nonnie. tysm for the prompt! i wouldn’t say i’m always open for prompts, but i’m also not not open for prompts, if that makes sense? but this prompt was so cute!! i hope you like this!</p><p>***</p><p>Biting his lips, Eddie leans against his car door and sighs. He knows he’s at the right place but he’s scared. He doesn’t want to go in. He doesn’t want to face those people.</p><p><i>Those people</i>.</p><p>Those people used to be the most important people in the world to him. And now.</p><p>And now they’re just strangers.</p><p>Crossing his arms over his chest he watches Bill and Mike climb out of the same car. They are laughing as they walk in the restaurant.</p><p>Bill Denbrough.</p><p>Bill. His first friend. His first true friend. The first person he was ever truly vulnerable with.</p><p>He was also the first person Eddie had ever kissed, but that was a different story.</p><p>He sighs as he shifts his weight from one leg to the other. Another car pulls up and Eddie’s heart thuds heavily in his chest as Bev and Stan get out. They are both <i>so pretty</i> and he just <i>cannot</i>.</p><p>Stan sees him and smiles widely. “Hey, Bev. Look.” Stan points at Eddie. Bev smiles and comes over to him pulling him into a tight hug. He can feel her shaking even as she laughs her hello.</p><p>“Oh, Eddie. It’s <i>so good</i> to see you.” She pulls back and Eddie looks almost shyly at Stan who pulls him close.</p><p>“Hey, Eddie,” Stan murmurs. “How are you?” They pull apart.</p><p>“I’m… I’m ok. I’m… I’m scared.” He laughs. Bev and Stan share a look but neither of them say anything because as they start to say something, Bev sees someone coming over to them. They study the new person for a moment.</p><p>“Can we help you?” Stan asks.</p><p>“It’s me,” the person says. Eddie thinks they <i>almost</i> look familiar, but he can’t quite place them. “New kid?”</p><p>“Ben?” Bev asks. She laughs and pushes past Stan and Eddie. “Oh my gawd, just. Just look at you. You’re so- You’re-”</p><p>“You’re beautiful,” Eddie says. They all laugh again and share hugs.</p><p>“What? Are we pregaming over here?” Someone asks. They all look up to see the one and only Richie Tozier. They share more hugs.</p><p>“I should have stopped Bill and Mike before they went in.” Eddie laughs. “I had no idea we were going to have this little premeeting over here.”</p><p>“I texted Mike,” Stan says. “They’re coming back out.”</p><p>“What? Why? That is so ridiculous,” Eddie says, but he can see Mike and Bill coming over to where they are.</p><p>Eddie hangs back a little until Bill turns to face him. Eddie lingers when Bill hugs him. He can’t believe he’d forgotten Bill.</p><p>“It’s so good to see you,” Bill says as they sway a little.</p><p>“I missed you,” Eddie whispers quietly. He hopes that Bill didn’t hear, but Bill just squeezes him lighter.</p><p>“You g- guys h- hungry?” Bill aks as he lets go of Eddie but keeps his hand on Eddie’s wrist.</p><p>“Yes!” Richie groans. “My flight was-” He shudders and they all laugh.</p><p>“Come on, let’s go eat.” Stan takes Bev’s hand and they walk into the restaurant.</p><p>Dinner turns out to be a lot of fun. They eat and drink <i>a lot</i>. Eddie finds himself relaxing little by little. Part of it is <i>definitely</i> the alcohol, but more of it is the company. They laugh and talk about the past. As they sit there talking more and more things come back.</p><p>Eddie can barely keep his eyes off Bill, but he’s just so happy to be there at all. He doesn’t know who suggests they arm wrestle, but they sit there laughing loudly as they play.</p><p>When he and Bill clasp hands, it quickly becomes obvious that he’s going to lose, so he says, “Let’s take our shirts off and kiss.”</p><p>Bill’s mouth falls open and Eddie slams his hand on the table. Everyone laughs and Eddie turns to find out who he is up against next when everyone starts laughing and pointing. Eddie touches his face.</p><p>“What? Do I have a booger?” Eddie touches his face and frowns. People are pointing at Bill so he turns around and it’s his turn for his mouth to fall open. Bill is tugging out of his button up and Eddie laughs.</p><p>“Uh- What are you doing?” Eddie asks.</p><p>“Oh, you g- g- gonna ch- chicken out, K- K- Kaspbrak?” Bill asks.</p><p>Letting out a weird laugh, Eddie stands up and pulls Bill close, kissing him roughly. Bill struggles with his shirt but gives up and just lets Eddie hiss him. Everyone around them hoot and cheer. Laughing, Eddie pulls back and looks down at Bill.</p><p>“Uh, so… Yeah.” Eddie sits down and stares at his empty plate.</p><p>After tugging off his shirt, Bill leans closer to Eddie and whispers into his ear, “My r- room t- tonight after everyone goes t- to bed.” He nips at Eddie’s ear and Eddie lets out a little squeak and his dick jumps in his pants. He looks around at the others, but they are all busy talking so Eddie squeezes Bill’s hand and clears his throat.</p><p>“So, when are we going to talk about why we’re here?” Eddie doesn’t want to do the thing, but he <i>does</i> want to do Bill, so obviously <i>someone</i> has to get them on track, so it may as well be Eddie.</p><p>Everyone quiets down and they all turn to Mike. Bill takes Eddie’s hand under the table, and they hold tightly as the easy going night turns serious.</p>
Tags: kaspbrough
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Question: <p>prompt maybe 22 for Reddie if u want! :) </p>
Answer: <p>22. kissing someone’s cuts/bruises/scratches</p><p>***</p><p>Ok. I tried. I <i>really, really, really, really</i> <i>tried</i> to make this for It Ch 2 but I couldn’t make it work, so you get miniseries reddie, sorry not sorry. I hope you still like it.</p><p>cw: animal injury</p><p>There is, of course, a happy ending.</p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://nblesbianbenhanscom.tumblr.com/post/635963987315589120/prompt-maybe-22-for-reddie-if-u-want">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie
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Reblog key: hM6r0gFM
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Reblog name: lethimrunsonia
Question: <p>Also-completely up to you, as I'm sure you're a very busy person. I cant even imagine. Yikes, but, if you have time one day, or need a distraction from seemingly everything else but still want to write... might I request dom stan. With any of the losers. All of them. One of them. Idk, but dom stan. And just the humor and loving side of their relationship next to strong and sweet stan being a bamf &#9825; no pressure, no rush, just a simple fan &#9825;</p>
Answer: <p>Hi there! I am sincerely sorry for the wait (I always expect to be faster than I am), but here’s your request! I hope you like it. Please request again anytime &lt;3  </p><p><b>Title: </b>You Are Art<br/><b>Pairing: </b>Stan Uris/Ben Hanscom (poly losers mention)<br/><b>Rating:</b> Explicit<br/><b>Summary:   </b>Ben wants to try out BDSM. Nervous and more than a little insecure, he goes to Stan. <br/><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/27679808">AO3 Link</a></b></p>
Tags: stan x ben, nsfw
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Question: <p>For the prompt asks: reddie, coffee shop au, meet messy, 23 &#10084;&#65039;&#10084;&#65039;&#10084;&#65039;</p>
Answer: <p>Eddie was already late when he walked into the coffee shop. He’d overslept and his class, which started in five minutes, was a ten minute walk away. Still, he needed his coffee. There was no way he could stay awake through the class otherwise. He ordered as quickly as he could, needing things to go quickly and smoothly so he wouldn’t be too late. </p><p>Of course, the universe didn’t care about Eddie’s plans. After he’d paid for his coffee and doctored it to exactly how he wanted (two sugars, a touch of soy milk) everything went from bad to worse. As Eddie started to turn around someone ran into him, spilling Eddie’s coffee onto the floor and the stranger’s drink all over his shirt and pants.</p><p>“What the-” Eddie looked down, seeing that he was covered in a syrupy sweet mixture and it was dripping down onto his shoes. “Fuck. <i>Fuck!”</i></p><p>“Oh shit!” The guy looked Eddie up and down. “I’m so sorry, let me help!” He grabbed a napkin dispenser from someone’s table and started wiping Eddie down, getting dangerously close to his crotch.</p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/635163493950193664/for-the-prompt-asks-reddie-coffee-shop-au-meet">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie
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Question: reddie + 14
Answer: <p><b>I’m not entirely sure this constitutes <i>lazy</i> morning sex but oh well! here you go! Dirty stuff ahead! </b></p>
<p>One thing that usually surprised people to learn about Eddie was how much he enjoyed sleeping naked. Not that the number was that high, but the couple people who knew were shocked by the fact. Richie was one of them, his boyfriend who had recently been promoted to live in boyfriend. He had discovered quickly that, without the threat of a third party walking in, Eddie tended to spend most of his nights in the nude. Not that Richie minded, because he didn’t, not one bit. Many occasions of morning wood had been both caused and enhanced by the sight of his gorgeous boyfriend lying naked beside him. <b><br/></b></p>
<p>Because of this, morning sex became a frequent occurrence. As mentioned before, Richie suffered–okay he didn’t really suffer at all–through a lot of erections caused by the sight of Eddie’s chest, thighs, ass, dick, mouth, hands, really any part of his slightly tanned skin was enough to send Richie into a frenzy. But luckily for him, Eddie’s sexual appetite bore a striking resemblance to his own, bountiful and unpredictable. </p>
<p>On this particular morning, Richie woke to the sight of Eddie lying on his stomach, one arm under his pillow and one leg bent upward so he was facing Richie in the slightest. His eyes immediately raked over the muscles of his toned back, all the way down to where the thin sheet rested against his lower back. He wanted to slip that hand beneath the sheet so badly, but at the same time, he wanted to make sure Eddie got the chance to sleep in; he’d been working a lot of hours lately and came home exhausted. So Richie could wait a couple more hours until Eddie woke up naturally by himself.</p>
<p>But he didn’t have to. Because pretty soon Eddie mumbled against his pillow, “Go ahead baby.”</p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/186308467255/reddie-14" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: Reddie, nsfw
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Question: <p>aah i'm parking myself here again, with more compliments!! i **still** love your IT fanart, and i just wanted to say i get so much serotonin just looking at it, it's all so beautifully drawn,,  also, for the clothing palette: i don't know if you take little asks, but personally, i think bev would look good in b2?</p>
Answer: <div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1600" data-orig-width="1200"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/9750cf46eba85690186b16e249b52469/cd856c366a091b3c-1d/s640x960/37e831c5f24ed0911c1a5fe1ca0a5ac0fb252acf.png" data-orig-height="1600" data-orig-width="1200" alt="image"/></figure></div><p>aw tysm! and ur absolutely right bev would rock this.</p>
Tags: bev marsh
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Question: <p>Eddie I love you and all, but.. why are you making things with Richie so complicated? He clearly likes you, he literally said he would die for you, yet you still don&rsquo;t understand that he&rsquo;s been painfully pining for you for a while. Have you ever thought that maybe your indecisiveness is hurting him? Is it because you&rsquo;re still hung up on Bill? Or do you really not care that he is in constant peril over you? Because if you really liked him you would have tried to do something by now.</p>
Answer: <div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="600" data-orig-width="600"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/04afdba93723c39436f8e6828c2c22a6/b0b0ac547567a14c-3f/s640x960/0610c33158b6a1780117ecfac3d85d3694b0b31a.png" data-orig-height="600" data-orig-width="600" alt="image"/></figure></div><p>I don’t want to hurt him, but I don’t want to be hurt either It’s scary, ok? So much can change&hellip;</p><p>-Eddie</p>
Tags: eddie kaspbrak, reddie
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Question: <p>For the prompts, #7 (fake dating) and Reddie please! I love reading all your stuff &#9786;&#65039;</p>
Answer: <p>“Eds, you look <i>smokin</i>’!” Richie said, throwing a loud wolf whistle on the end that made Eddie roll his eyes. </p><p>“That’s the point.” He said, though he couldn’t help but smile at the compliment. He’d spent a lot of time on this outfit and was secretly pleased that Richie had noticed. </p><p>“Of course it is.” Richie said, wrapping an arm around Eddie and pulling him close before dropping a kiss on his temple. “But still, above and beyond babe.”</p><p>The pet name name made Eddie flush. He still wasn’t used to how easily it rolled off Richie’s lips, sometimes it almost seemed like he meant them.</p><p>Eddie had to remind himself that he didn’t. It was for show. All of it was. They were only doing this to show off to Richie’s ex, to prove that Richie was over her. </p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/634892739060858882/for-the-prompts-7-fake-dating-and-reddie">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie
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Reblog name: 
Question: <p>&ldquo;I&rsquo;m not supposed to take stuff from strangers&rdquo;- that was poor little Georgie wasn&rsquo;t it?</p>
Answer: <p>Yes, it was poor little Georgie 😭 He said this line every time he met Pennywise! </p>
Tags: wsiw, thanks for guessing! ♥️
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Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: <p>Was it Georgie?</p>
Answer: <p>Yes, it was Georgie! He said this line in all versions of canon! 😇</p>
Tags: wsiw, thanks for playing!!
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Question: <p>For WSIW: Georgie in the miniseries!!</p>
Answer: <p>Yes! You are correct! Georgie said this in the miniseries as well as in the book and It (2017)! 🥰</p>
Tags: wsiw, thanks for guessing!!

Post id: 638956793592184832
Date: 2020-12-30 19:31:23 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/638956793592184832/was-it-mike-in-the-first-movie-who-said-that
Slug: was-it-mike-in-the-first-movie-who-said-that
Reblog key: Mjeo7xwh
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: <p>Was it Mike in the first movie who said that?</p>
Answer: <p>Aw, unfortunately that is incorrect. A young Ben said the lucky seven line after the rock fight in the miniseries! 💘</p>
Tags: thanks for guessing though!, wsiw

Post id: 637682401437483008
Date: 2020-12-16 17:55:28 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/637682401437483008/i-believe-richie-said-it-in-it-chapter-two
Slug: i-believe-richie-said-it-in-it-chapter-two
Reblog key: wOqVx3Hc
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: <p>I believe Richie said it in IT chapter two</p>
Answer: <p>And you would be correct! Kid Richie said this to Eddie near the end of the movie! ♥️</p>
Tags: wsiw, thanks for playing!

Post id: 637682385914396672
Date: 2020-12-16 17:55:13 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/637682385914396672/richie-from-it-1-i-think
Slug: richie-from-it-1-i-think
Reblog key: G4qk54xx
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: <p>Richie from it 1 I think</p>
Answer: <p>Aw, close! You are right that Richie said the quote, but he actually said it at the end of It Chapter Two! 😊</p>
Tags: wsiw, thanks for guessing!

Post id: 637682366172872704
Date: 2020-12-16 17:54:54 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/637682366172872704/guessing-richie-tozier-in-the-second-it-movie-for
Slug: guessing-richie-tozier-in-the-second-it-movie-for
Reblog key: yq5c2ejb
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: <p>Guessing Richie Tozier in the second IT movie for WSIW :)</p>
Answer: <p>Yes! You are correct! Richie said this line towards the end of the movie! 😉</p>
Tags: wsiw, thanks for guessing!

Post id: 637315809380892672
Date: 2020-12-12 16:48:38 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/637315809380892672/prompt-reddie-lost-in-a-corn-maze-together-d
Slug: prompt-reddie-lost-in-a-corn-maze-together-d
Reblog key: ufD6StsD
Reblog url: https://octoberobserver.tumblr.com/post/631073267470450688/prompt-reddie-lost-in-a-corn-maze-together-d
Reblog name: octoberobserver
Question: <p>Prompt: reddie lost in a corn maze together :D</p>
Answer: <p>OMG thanks <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/M_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a>! What a brilliant prompt for Halloween (and my birthday lol) month :D It really kept my mind off awful wisdom-tooth pain! ♡<br/><br/><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26814517"><b>READ ON AO3 </b></a></p><h2><b><a href="http://octoberobserver.tumblr.com/tagged/my_fanfiction">‘You make me so corny’ - Reddie fic </a></b></h2><p>“Ruh roh.”</p><p>“‘Ruh roh?’ Don’t ‘ruh roh,’ Richie, you’re not fucking Scooby Doo.” </p><p>“I hate to be a bad news bear—”</p><p>“It’s bearer of bad news.”</p><p>“We’re lost.” </p><p>Eddie Kaspbrak blinked, head tilted up at his best friend, roommate and tentatively-as-of-yet-undefined <i>third thing</i>, Richie Tozier who continued to look around them as if he were a sea captain flirting with the horizon. </p><p>“We are not lost, asshole,” Eddie rolled his eyes, throwing his hands in the air, “this thing is made for kids.”</p><p>Richie slowly turned, smirk crossing his face. </p><p>“I swear to god, if you even think about making a Children of the Corn joke—”</p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://octoberobserver.tumblr.com/post/631073267470450688/prompt-reddie-lost-in-a-corn-maze-together-d">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie

Post id: 636974577802706944
Date: 2020-12-08 22:24:55 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/636974577802706944/i-like-the-graphs-im-not-sure-what-exactly-to
Slug: i-like-the-graphs-im-not-sure-what-exactly-to
Reblog key: 0NJ6EQSi
Reblog url: https://njess22194.tumblr.com/post/630762404113940481/i-like-the-graphs-im-not-sure-what-exactly-to
Reblog name: njess22194
Question: <p>I like the graphs. I&rsquo;m not sure what exactly to suggest but Mike is a rad dude I don&rsquo;t hear about enough. But I could just be in the wrong corner of the fandom. Any graph about Mike would be appreciated.</p>
Answer: <p>anon welcome to the right corner of the fandom! mike just so happens to be my favorite character! thank you for requesting him!!</p><div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1452" data-orig-width="900"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/1da48c4999fb9e2647dfa9ee1aa0b7a4/78a835e7e5b048b5-11/s640x960/3acbebcfa5158c7b2ddb7f687b68fb7f154c7d17.png" data-orig-height="1452" data-orig-width="900"/></figure></div><p class="npf_chat">Mike and Ben will spend hours in the library every week and occasionally the others will tag along, but they goof off and try and find bad words in books or something.</p><p class="npf_chat">Mike loves showing his friends all the animals around the farm. After all, they were his only friends before the Losers and Mike has a name for every single animal.</p><p class="npf_chat">He loves riding his bike around town, going nowhere and just enjoying his friends’ presences.</p><p class="npf_chat">Although he’s terrified of birds, he can’t get enough of Stan’s excited expressions when he spots a particularly rare bird or a new bird he’s never seen before.</p><p class="npf_chat">Sleepovers are always so much fun with the Losers. They always play games and watch movies and talk until early in the morning.</p><p class="npf_chat">Mike and Ben absolutely love history documentaries. They watch so many of them.</p><p>Stan is terrified of horror movies and always hides behind Mike, which is the only reason Mike likes them.</p>
Tags: mike hanlon

Post id: 636702795399102464
Date: 2020-12-05 22:25:03 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/636702795399102464/im-not-so-good-at-advice-can-i-interest-you-in
Slug: im-not-so-good-at-advice-can-i-interest-you-in
Reblog key: 3Ve39ebB
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/reddie-fangirl24/629913631832915968
Reblog name: reddie-fangirl24
Question: <p>"I'm not so good at advice, can I interest you in a sarcastic comment?"</p>
Answer: <p><b><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/MBOOnWOnrRVVek4kx2OQriA">@sapphos-ex-lover</a> and another anon’s requests are also in this piece. This is one of my Friend’s crossovers</b></p><p>“I’m not good at advice, but can I give you a sarcastic comment?” Beverly giggled as she and Richie were talking in the kitchen. Groaning, Richie had to keep his voice down. Why couldn’t they have a kitchen with walls that separated from the living room. Luckily, the other Losers were all engrossed in the football game to notice.</p><p>Leaning against the counter top as he helped Beverly pour snacks into bowls, Richie whispered. “Bev, could you help me, please?”</p><p>“Richie, I’m trying to but you have to talk to Eddie! If you need me help, that’s my advice,” she said to him truthfully.</p><p>“Do you know how hard that is?” Richie whacked himself upside the head. If chickening out for twenty-seven years was any clue, he really had no idea how to tell Eddie about his feelings. And the Losers were always together so it was tough to get Eddie alone to talk.</p><p>Feeling a hand on his shoulder, Richie opened his eyes to see Beverly’s encouraging smile. “Honey, you can do it.”</p><p>Richie smirked, raising his brow humorously. “You know this is coming from you, the girl who thought Bill Denbrough wrote her a poem when it was really Ben Hanscom.”</p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/reddie-fangirl24/629913631832915968">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie

Post id: 636423448807227392
Date: 2020-12-02 20:24:57 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/636423448807227392/i-wanna-guess-it-was-stan-who-said-the-line
Slug: i-wanna-guess-it-was-stan-who-said-the-line
Reblog key: 8nRNTYwn
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: <p>I wanna guess it was Stan who said the line</p>
Answer: <p>You would be correct! Stan says this line to Patty in the book! </p>
Tags: wsiw, Patty also says this line as well!, thanks for guessing!

Post id: 635956872952905728
Date: 2020-11-27 16:48:56 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/635956872952905728/trashstack-again-general-prompts-1-2-and
Slug: trashstack-again-general-prompts-1-2-and
Reblog key: 4GOpXa5A
Reblog url: https://nblesbianbenhanscom.tumblr.com/post/629910864735191040/trashstack-again-general-prompts-1-2-and
Reblog name: nblesbianbenhanscom
Question: <p>Trashstack (again) - General - prompts: 1, 2, and 3 if possible! If not all three, just go ahead and do 1 please and thank u Ollie I love u &#129402;&#129402;&#129402;</p>
Answer: <p>“It’s pouring rain. Why are you here?” + “I love you.” “Tell me that when you’re sober.” + “I love you.” “You shouldn’t.”</p><p>***</p><p>The rain is coming down so hard Richie can barely see. He is freezing and completely soaking wet. He pushes some hair out of his face, stumbles around a corner and almost trips, but manages to catch himself at the last minute. He takes a deep breath and looks around. Surely he has to be close.</p><p>And then he sees the building. Ben’s building.</p><p>Barely looking around, Richie stumbles into the street, and almost gets hit by a car. It honks as Richie yells and flips it the bird. He rights himself and keeps moving. When he gets to the otherside, he takes a breath before climbing the steps to the buzzer.</p><p>Holding his arms close to himself, Richie shivers as he tries to find Ben’s apartment number. He pushes the button.</p><p>Nothing.</p><p>He pushes again.</p><p>Still nothing.</p><p>Pushing again, he holds it down for a long time.</p><p>“What the fuck?” Ben’s voice cuts through.</p><p>“Ben. It’s me. Let me in.”</p><p>Silence.</p><p>“Ben. Please. I’m freezing my nuts off out here.”</p><p>“It’s pouring rain. Why are you here?” Ben asks.</p><p>“I want to talk to you. You left- You left before- Please.” Richie’s whiney and near tears and he fucking hates himself for it, but Ben had left him alone at the bar and Richie wants to make sure he’s ok, wants to talk to Ben more than he’s ever wanted to talk to anyone in his life.</p><p>“Please let me in, Ben.” He lets out a sob. “Please.”</p><h2><b><i><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26587990">Read It On ao3</a></i></b></h2>
Tags: trashtrack

Post id: 635876824029724672
Date: 2020-11-26 19:36:35 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/635876824029724672/you-posted-about-how-90s-miniseries-reddie-with-a
Slug: you-posted-about-how-90s-miniseries-reddie-with-a
Reblog key: 0O03kEFF
Reblog url: https://andillwriteyouatragedy.tumblr.com/post/629531564957679616/you-posted-about-how-90s-miniseries-reddie-with-a
Reblog name: andillwriteyouatragedy
Question: <p>you posted about how 90s miniseries reddie with a baby was exciting you so maybe you could use that as a prompt??</p>
Answer: <p>Eddie’s been a light sleeper for years. He credits it to his long-standing fear of his mother walking in, maybe, or maybe born of his experiences with the monsters that can live in the dark.</p><p>When a sharp cry pierces the dark, quiet silence of their house at two in the morning, he jerks bolt upright, heart pounding in his chest. He clutches his throat, then shoves his hand through his hair before he gets a grip. When he turns to look to Richie, to see if he’s awake and if he’s witnessed this, he doesn’t find him. He’s alone in their bed again.</p><p>Eddie flops backwards and buries his face in his pillow, just for a moment. He digs his forehead in before he drags himself up and out of bed, fumbling for his glasses on his nightstand in the dark.</p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://andillwriteyouatragedy.tumblr.com/post/629531564957679616/you-posted-about-how-90s-miniseries-reddie-with-a">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie

Post id: 635796799965347840
Date: 2020-11-25 22:24:38 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/635796799965347840/for-the-prompt-thingy-i-was-wondering-if-you
Slug: for-the-prompt-thingy-i-was-wondering-if-you
Reblog key: vVVvjaxs
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/post/629517419089674240/for-the-prompt-thingy-i-was-wondering-if-you
Reblog name: 
Question: <p>For the prompt thingy... I was wondering if you might be willing to do something with miniseries Reddie with Richie bottoming for Eddie for the first time? Idk I headcanon them both as switches but there is pretty much no miniseries!Richie bottoming ever and I have a need. Thank you already in advance. &#128591; I love all your writing so much.</p>
Answer: <p>Richie can hardly focus on dinner when Eddie’s just sitting there, looking how he does.</p><p>He’s just glad they didn’t go out for dinner tonight, because he doesn’t know how he’d have managed to get all the way back home without taking at least eighty percent of Eddie’s clothes off on the way. It’s about all he can take to just make it through to dessert.</p><p>“Do you know how handsome you look like this?” Richie asks. Eddie’s face goes pink, and he looks down at his dessert fork, tracing the tines along the edges of his plate.</p><p>“Richie,” Eddie admonishes him.</p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://andillwriteyouatragedy.tumblr.com/post/629451622422118400/for-the-prompt-thingy-i-was-wondering-if-you">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, nsfw

Post id: 635263795127844864
Date: 2020-11-20 01:12:45 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/635263795127844864/streddie-decorating-gingerbread-houses-together-at
Slug: streddie-decorating-gingerbread-houses-together-at
Reblog key: puDNuTrG
Reblog url: https://nblesbianbenhanscom.tumblr.com/post/628656560759095296/streddie-decorating-gingerbread-houses-together-at
Reblog name: nblesbianbenhanscom
Question: <p>Streddie decorating gingerbread houses together at Christmastime?</p>
Answer: <p>Richie is, of course, completely sloppy.. He’s eaten half his candy before Eddie gives him the frosting, and his roof has a suspicious hole where he may or may not have bitten it. He pretends to not understand how things like frosting or construction of small bakery based housing so that Stan and Eddie have to be close to him. He’s so much taller that he stands behind them, blanketing their backs with his stupid long arms fitting so neatly beside theirs. </p><p>The ruse fools no one but they all go along with it. Because when Richie laughs they feel that rumble in his chest against them, when he smiles his lips brush against the curve of their necks, when his long fingers hold theirs they feel like he’s anchored and settled.</p><p>Stan has all of the frostings arranged by color, already pre-portioned into piping bags. Despite Richie’s immediate demand that someone paint his dick with frosting and lick it off - which was unsanitary and could lead to a yeast infection, Stan informed him - he efficiently passed out bowls of candy and necessary supplies before starting on his own.</p><p>Richie and Eddie take turns moving Stan’s supplies slightly, mixing the color order up or stealing all of the red M&amp;Ms from his bowl when he went to get more marshmallows for snowmen. There was an adorable thing Stan did with his eyebrows when he was yelling at them for being immature and agents of chaos. Eddie even got daring on his second White Russian and kissed Stan deeply while Richie, giggling, stole all of his candy canes. Because hearing Stan laugh, hard, was like a revelation. Warmth in the middle of a winter storm, a fire that burned in the hearth and called them all home.</p><p>Eddie piped the frosting onto the gingerbread house with single-minded focus. His tongue poked out from between his teeth as he concentrated on making every line straight, every curve exactly as it should be. He’d even brought up pictures of gingerbread houses on his phone so he knew what the correct way to decorate would be.</p><p>Stan strikes first, lightly nudging Eddie so one line goes slightly askew. When Eddie starts to panic, trying to erase it, Stan comments lightly that he likes it better that way. Richie comes over and kisses Eddie’s neck while he works, nibbling on his ear and rumbling dirty things, which of course makes Eddie’s curves and swirls made so delicately tremble as he piped them out. But Richie grins and compliments every shaky line. Until Eddie saw all three of them in that house, not just some impersonal copy of a magazine photo.</p><p>Their hands together, fingers laced together so that it was hard to see whose was whose, they piped the last bit on their houses. To make them perfect.</p><p>R + E + S = &lt;3</p>
Tags: streddie

Post id: 635150432446070784
Date: 2020-11-18 19:10:54 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/635150432446070784/do-you-guys-know-this-fic-where-eddie-flirts-with
Slug: do-you-guys-know-this-fic-where-eddie-flirts-with
Reblog key: LliquVCV
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: <p>Do you guys know this fic where eddie flirts with this guy or something when he and Richie are out but he only does it cause he wants richie to get rough with him and Richie gets really upset and drives him home and then leaves. then he comes back to apologize but he walks in on eddie masturbating and then understands what eddie was trying to do and then they end up Doing the Do</p>
Answer: <p>Hey anon! We don’t- can any followers help out?? </p>
Tags: reddie, nsfw, fic finding, Anonymous

Post id: 635146359416225792
Date: 2020-11-18 18:06:10 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/635146359416225792/aww-beverly-marsh
Slug: aww-beverly-marsh
Reblog key: bVxC9tta
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: <p>Aww, Beverly Marsh &hearts;</p>
Answer: <p>Yesss, it was indeed Beverly who said the quote ♥️ Thanks for guessing! 😉</p>
Tags: wsiw

Post id: 635146345769992192
Date: 2020-11-18 18:05:57 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/635146345769992192/thats-bev
Slug: thats-bev
Reblog key: 6RtyN025
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: <p>Thats Bev</p>
Answer: <p>You’re right! That was Bev who said that quote! Thanks for playing! 🥰</p>
Tags: wsiw

Post id: 635146324333019136
Date: 2020-11-18 18:05:36 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/635146324333019136/bev-for-the-who-said-it-wednesdays
Slug: bev-for-the-who-said-it-wednesdays
Reblog key: jHuZ3O8Z
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: <p>Bev for the who said it Wednesdays</p>
Answer: <p>Yes, you’re correct! Young Bev said the quote! Thanks for guessing! 🥰</p>
Tags: wsiw

Post id: 634890821502746624
Date: 2020-11-15 22:24:30 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/634890821502746624/oooo-34-for-reddie-pls
Slug: oooo-34-for-reddie-pls
Reblog key: Glz19qvx
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/lightfiltersin/628191135845761024
Reblog name: lightfiltersin
Question: <p>Oooo 34 for Reddie pls!</p>
Answer: <p>“Hey wait no-” Eddie followed the waiter a few steps and grabbed two more small flutes of champagne off the tray, offering the waiter a small smile as he downed the first then second one. Fancy parties always meant small portions, something Eddie resented nearly as much as he resented the party itself. He was only here because his boss had insisted. He’d purchased a table and only told them after, saying that it would be good for Eddie to get out with his teammates. Maybe that was true but all his coworkers were with their partners and Eddie was left alone with sips of champagne and pretentious crackers. Not his ideal Saturday night. </p><p>Eddie turned, looking around the room again. Everyone here was dressed to the nines, wearing rented costumes and masks. He had had to stifle a chuckle when his boss showed up as a peacock. It was a bit too on the nose.</p><p>For his part, Eddie had picked the least embarrassing option. He was a lion and had spent much of the evening trying not to hit people with the mane. </p><p>“King of the jungle hm?” Someone asked behind him. Eddie turned, seeing a lanky man wearing a fitted gray and black suit, complete with a mask that disguised all his features. </p><p>“Did you lose little red riding hood?” He snapped, crueler than he intended. He may have had too many drinks and too little food.</p><p>“I’m more interested in men in tan suits than little girls with baskets.” The man said, stepping forward and offering his hand. “Care to dance?”</p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/628172840825405440/oooo-34-for-reddie-pls">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie

Post id: 634789660919529473
Date: 2020-11-14 19:36:35 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/634789660919529473/request-for-mike-and-bills-first-kiss-maybe
Slug: request-for-mike-and-bills-first-kiss-maybe
Reblog key: B7KJjgCL
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/ahopecomics/625992486271188992
Reblog name: ahopecomics
Question: <p>request for mike and bill&rsquo;s first kiss maybe? :)</p>
Answer: <p>okay SO! </p><p>mike has never kissed anybody his entire life, okay? he hasn’t gotten the chance. he’s sat out of every spin the bottle game, he picks truth only in truth or dare,  and he dates one girl his entire highschool career, in which he finds out that he isn’t exactly attracted to girls. </p><p>he’s scared for college. and it doesn’t help that his best friend, eddie, is across the country at a college with richie. he has bill, and that’s it. </p><p>bill devotes his college career to being a hopeless romantic. he meets this girl named audra phillips, and his life is completely changed. world turned upside down changed. but, he’s only ever kissed bev. he’s scared he’s not a good kisser. </p><p>he asks mike to help him.</p><p>mike, who has never been kissed but lies about the fact that he kissed his old girlfriend.</p><p>mike isn’t in a position to say no, so he agrees. he’s super nervous, but it’s only bill, right? bill couldn’t be a bad kisser. he always used chapstick, so that’s a plus. </p><p>when they actually do kiss though, mike almost doesn’t want to stop. bill’s got his hands on mike’s neck, and mike has his hands in bill’s hair. practice, right? </p><p>bill’s the one to pull away. he thanks mike for helping, and leaves for his date. but for the rest of the night, mike for the life of him cannot stop thinking about bill denbrough. </p>
Tags: hanbrough

Post id: 634539011610951680
Date: 2020-11-12 01:12:38 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/634539011610951680/reddie-43-please-i-want-angst
Slug: reddie-43-please-i-want-angst
Reblog key: dMgF1A9v
Reblog url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/627534763780112384/reddie-43-please-i-want-angst
Reblog name: tinyarmedtrex
Question: <p>Reddie + 43 please &#128591;&#127996; i want angst &#129330;&#127996;</p>
Answer: <div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="136" data-orig-width="520"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/fb2f360777a75c7f0d0ca9fb07b816db/6371be66f1c166cc-2f/s640x960/1f3eed22c2c32269c0f0d663798383811f666851.png" data-orig-height="136" data-orig-width="520" alt="image"/></figure></div><p><i>Reddie + falling in love with their best friend’s partner au </i></p><p>A loud knock on his dorm room door woke Richie up from his unplanned nap. Working overnights at the radio station had really fucked with his sleep schedule and he found himself napping whenever he could. At least he hadn’t slept through any classes. Yet. </p><p>Richie dragged himself to the door and opened it to the one person he nearly always wanted to see- except for now, when he was in his spongebob boxers and his hair was trying it’s best to mimic a bird’s nest. </p><p>“Did I wake you up?” Eddie asked, smiling at Richie’s outfit as he slid into the room. </p><p>“A little.” Richie quickly turned, hoping that his blush didn’t extend to his back, and got dressed. When he turned back Eddie was perched on his bed, looking very much like he belonged there. Richie purposefully did not sit next to him, instead grabbing a chair and moving it as far away from Eddie as he could. </p><p>“Richie I need to talk to you. You’re the only one who can help me.” Eddie said, leaning in, his big brown eyes catching Richie’s.</p><p>“Anything Eds.” He replied, finding himself leaning in too. Eddie was like a magnet, pulling Richie ever closer, into his space, like he silently wanted Richie to touch him, to mess up his hair or throw and arm around him. And Richie would have, gladly. When it came to Eddie Richie would have done anything, gone anywhere, for the other man. </p><p>“I need help planning a surprise birthday party for Stan!” </p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/627534763780112384/reddie-43-please-i-want-angst">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: <p>would you, maybe, perhaps, be willing to write something with insecure eddie in a relationship with richie? or vice versa, insecure richie who feels like he isn't enough for eddie/eddie deserves better, type of thing? my crops are dying and my cattle are starving &#128532; </p>
Answer: <p><b>Eddie:</b></p><p>It isn’t that Eddie had low self esteem.</p><p>Or, rather, it isn’t <i>just</i> because of the low self esteem.</p><p>It was seeing Richie on stage. Glorious. Fully in control. Bathed in light, animated, face glowing as he used his hands and body and voice to convey an exaggerated view of the stories he was telling. More than that, even, more than seeing Richie in his element, it was seeing him take an audience of strangers and make them <i>laugh</i>.</p><p>Richie had always been the funny one, of course. Eddie remembered (now he remembered, of course, but there were nearly three decades where the sound of laughter had made him ache and he never understood why) days spent in stitches, safe in the clubhouse, swinging in the hammock and nearly crying from laughing. Richie could always make <i>them</i> laugh. But to take hundreds, sometimes thousands, of strangers and hold them right in the palm of his hand? To guide them through stories and one liners and bring them into the light with him? To enchant and distract and entertain until Eddie’s ears were <i>ringing</i> with laughter? That wasn’t talent. That was magic.</p><p>Richie was magic.</p><p>And Eddie was&hellip; Eddie. A little (only a little, really, he felt he was very reasonable most of the time) neurotic about health and safety. Mostly the straight man for Richie’s puns, or flinging back insults to make sure Richie’s head didn’t expand so large it blocked the sun. He was just a man. Just a man who looked at insurance policies all day and spent hours in meetings thinking of anything and everything that might go wrong.</p><p>For some people, that would be enough, Eddie reckoned. A normal man would be enough. But not Richie. </p><p>You see, Richie is magic.</p><p>And Eddie&hellip; Eddie is the guy trying desperately to hide the fact he wasn’t good enough for him. Eddie is the one who holds his breath every night when Richie comes home just a little late, sure that if he’s not in the door the second the kitchen clock says six that Richie has snuck out the back window of their little lives and vanished. Eddie is the one who worships Richie and hides it under retorts and banter.</p><p>Because Richie is magic.</p><p>Eddie just hopes his next trick isn’t to disappear completely.</p><p>&mdash;&mdash;</p><p><b>Richie:</b></p><p>There were certain things that Richie knew for absolute certain.</p><p>One: Clowns were fucking terrifying as shit and should be outlawed immediately. Anyone seen applying greasepaint should be executed on sight. No explanation needed there.</p><p>Two: Every morning at five am, an alarm would chirp exactly three times before Eddie’s hand emerged from a mountain of blankets and slapped it off. Soon after, one half of their bed would be empty as Richie lay there, watching Eddie bustle about all business-like, getting ready for the day.</p><p>Three: He loved Eddie Kaspbrak. Again, no further explanation was, he felt, needed.</p><p>Four: One day, Eddie was going to look over at him, maybe from over the top of his paper as he ate his oatmeal in the morning, or maybe at night he’d open his eyes suddenly in the dark, and tell Richie he needed to go. That Eddie would <i>see</i> him, see all the broken pieces of Richie that he tried desperately to hold together, and tell Richie that it was over. </p><p>Richie wasn’t sure when this day would come. So every time Eddie looked at him, there was a little part of Richie that was terrified. Because this could be the one. The time when the rose-colored glasses the love of his life was wearing shattered and he actually realized who Richie was.</p><p>Richie was trash.</p><p>There was no reason to deny it. He’d been trash from the day he’d been born and he’d die trash, alone and forgotten in some shitty apartment, probably. Surrounded by cheese puffs because if he was gonna die, by god, it’d be in his underwear, eating cheese puffs.</p><p>So Richie horded little moments. Memories of the way Eddie laughed, the way his eye lit up when something good happened, how his lips felt, what he tasted like. How happy he was. How much he loved Eddie. Richie kept them all locked up in a special box in his mind, so that when the inevitable happened he’d at least have those.</p><p>Because Richie was trash. And Trashmouth Tozier never was gonna wind up with someone this handsome and beautiful, witty and wise, funny and soft and <i>perfect</i>. That wasn’t how the story ended.</p><p>Because the fifth thing Richie knew for certain, what he’d learned a long time ago, sitting by a grave and holding tight to Bill’s hand, watching his best friend fall apart and a tiny coffin being lowered into the cold earth, was that happy endings didn’t exist.</p>
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Question: <p>I 1000000% understand if you want to leave the cafe reddie fic as it is, and idk if anybody else has asked for it, but do you think there'll ever be a chance of a part 2 in the future? It was just god tier, it gave me whiplash my neck? In pain. Hotel? Trivago. Anyway, it was really good, I'm just a sucker for a happy ending and thought I'd chance my luck and ask. Ty for all the amazing content btw!!!</p>
Answer: <p>I mean, how can I say no to an ask like that? :P </p><p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/626987249617223680/richie-walked-into-a-small-cafe-pulling-his-hat">Read Part 1 here</a></p><p>The following day Richie found himself standing outside the Burnt Bean, though he wasn’t exactly sure why. At first Richie had thought that he wanted to confront Eddie, to make him fully explain himself. Then he thought that maybe he wanted Eddie to say everything out loud, to not hide his betrayal in a note. But he knew that wasn’t quite it either. Now, after three cigarettes from his emergency ‘<i>god you were supposed to quit two years ago’ </i>pack Richie really wasn’t sure what he was doing. He didn’t even know if Eddie was working. What he did know was that he was leaving town soon and he needed to see Eddie before he did. </p><p>Almost on queue the other man stepped out from the coffee shop, an adorable beanie pulled over his hair. It took him a second to notice Richie, he was too busy pulling on a pair of gloves and flipping his coat collar up. Richie knew the instant he was spotted. Eddie stopped in his tracks, his eyes growing wide. Richie swore he heard a quiet ‘fuck’. Then he watched as Eddie’s head whipped around, looking like he might just run away.  </p><p>That was when Richie decided to walk closer. </p><p>“If you called the cops, I didn’t actually do anything illegal. I didn’t take anything.” Eddie said, frowning at Richie. </p><p>“I didn’t call the cops.” </p><p>“Were you planning on getting me fired then? Want to tell my boss my plan to get back at me?”</p><p>Richie shook his head. </p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/627983508993982464/i-1000000-understand-if-you-want-to-leave-the">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: <p>This time is Eddie, Im sure!!</p>
Answer: <p>Yes, you’re correct! Adult miniseries Eddie said this quote! </p>
Tags: wsiw, thanks for guessing!
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Question: <p>wsiw - that&rsquo;s young eddie from the miniseries right?</p>
Answer: <p>You’re correct that miniseries Eddie said this, but it was actually <i>adult</i> Eddie who said this quote specifically! </p>
Tags: wsiw, young eddie said ‘this is battery acid you slime’, while adult eddie said ‘this is battery acid! now you disappear!’
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Question: <p>Sex on a counter/table/desk. But make it a pool table and mmmmmm trashstack? &#128064;</p>
Answer: <p>“<i>Jesus </i>Ben, how much money do you <i>have?” </i></p><p>Ben laughs but Richie is genuinely in awe. He’s been traveling since they reconnected, not the level Mike’s been doing it (Mike flew out to fucking Bill’s house, there’s no way Richie’s gonna do that&hellip;yet) but he’s been driving to the nearest Loser he can. He’s already overstayed his welcome with Stan and Patty (not really but Richie knows Stan’s patience is finite.) And Eddie’s been dealing with <i>his own </i>nonsense (his divorce has been hell and Richie’s a nuisance but not an asshole.) And, well, maybe Richie’s been playing favorites. Maybe he’s been visiting the Losers he’s attracted to so he can get the stupid feelings out of his system. </p><p>Sue him.</p><p>Except not really because he’s well off but not <i>that </i>well off. </p><p>And not as well off as Ben either apparently. </p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://stunt-lads.tumblr.com/post/627903563124834304/sex-on-a-countertabledesk-but-make-it-a-pool">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: <p>21 + trashstack? Please Ollie I will die for u</p>
Answer: <p>ecks, i am sorry you had to wait 27 mILLION YEARS for this, but.</p><p>also, richie kisses like the boyfriend in <a href="https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JoNeXThhiqs">but i’m a cheerleader</a></p><p>***</p><p>“Ok, Richie! Your turn!” Ben says. They are playing spin the bottle and Ben has just gotten done kissing some girl.</p><p>Smiling widely, Richie reaches for the bottle as a bunch of the girls get up giggling. They are at a high school party in someone’s basement, Richie can’t remember whose. He’s not even sure he was invited, but the Losers made him come.</p><p>Blushing furiously, Richie pushes his glasses up his nose. “Aww, come on guys. Where are you going?”</p><p>Frowning, Ben adds, “That’s really mean.” He’s glaring at each of the standing girls.</p><p>One of them giggles a little louder. “Everyone knows that Richie’s a bad kisser!” They all giggle again.</p><p>Sighing, Richie pushes the bottle away. He gets up and almost trips in his haste to get out of the room.</p><p><i>I’m a bad kisser?</i> He wonders to himself as he stomps up the stairs. Just as he gets to the top, Bev starts coming down.</p><p>“Hey, Richie!” Bev says brightly. Richie just mumbles something under his breath as he walks past. He knows it’s not fair to be angry at her just because she’s a girl, but he can’t help himself.</p><p>Ben finds him a little later in the backyard stretched out on a porch swing.</p><p>“Hey, you ok?” Ben asks.</p><p>Shrugging, Richie moves so Ben can sit down.</p><p>“I’m sorry about those girls,” Ben says.</p><p>“Not your fault I suck at everything.”</p><p>“Aww, Rich. You don’t suck at everything.”</p><p>“Do too.”</p><p>There is a pause.</p><p>“Why don’t you let me be a judge of your kissing abilities?” Ben asks.</p><p>Richie blinks at him. “Do what now?”</p><p>“Let me tell you if you’re a bad kisser.”</p><p>“Wha- Ha- How?”</p><p>“You kiss me,” Ben says like it’s the most obvious thing in the world.</p><p>Clearing his throat, Richie looks around. “Here?” They are alone in the backyard, but there’s no real privacy.</p><p>“Why not?” Ben asks.</p><p>Heart pounding wildly in his chest because <i>oh my God did Ben Hanscom just ask him to kiss him</i>? Ok, so it is for science, but still. Richie licks his lips.</p><p>“Ok,” Richie mumbles. He looks up at Ben who smiles so sweetly at him. They come together and share a small peck. When Ben doesn’t immediately retreat into the house, Richie moves in closer, sliding his tongue into Ben’s mouth. Before he can really get into it, Ben gags and pulls back.</p><p>Richie pulls away and sits with his hands in his lap, eyes filling with tears. He really is a loser. He’s bad at kissing girls, bad at kissing boys. He can’t do anything right. He is a true fuck up.</p><p>“Richie?” Ben says softly.</p><p>“Leave me alone.” Richie turns his back to Ben before Ben can see him cry.</p><p>“Richie, listen-” He touches Richie’s shoulder and Richie shrugs him off. Tears spill down his cheeks.</p><p>“Go away, Ben.”</p><p>“Richie, look at me.”</p><p>After a minute, Richie turns around. He keeps his eyes down as he croaks out, “What?”</p><p>“Oh, Richie.” Ben cups his face in his hands making Richie look at him. He brushes away some of Richie’s tears with his thumb.</p><p>“You don’t have to tell me I was bad. I know.”</p><p>“You were… enthusiastic,” Ben says gently, and Richie groans as he tries to tug away, but Ben doesn’t let go of him. “Look, Richie. It was just… a lot of tongue.”</p><p>“What?” Richie asks, relaxing a little. Maybe this isn’t the end of the world.</p><p>“You gotta ease into it,” Ben says. “Want me to show you?” Richie nods, and Ben pulls him closer.</p><p>They spend the rest of the party kissing in the backyard. When the others come to get them so they can leave, Ben and Richie spend several minutes babbling about nothing as they try to wipe their mouths and hide their hard ons without being <i>too</i> obvious.</p><p>A few days later, Richie and Ben meet up at the clubhouse for more ‘practice’ and that’s the day Richie gets his first hickey.</p>
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Question: <p>Chapter One Eddie and Stan are taking care of Richie's injuries after he gets into a fight with Bowers.</p>
Answer: <p>&ldquo;You should see the other guy.&rdquo; Richie beams a bloody toothed smile at the two boys standing over him in the alley behind the Aladdin Theater. Eddie and Stan share a tentative look before Eddie hands over his fannypack and carefully walks through the alley to find the shattered remains of Richie&rsquo;s glasses.</p><p>Stan sighs, crouching down as he opens the bag to pull out alcphol wipes, gauze, and a bandaid. The emergency operation on Ben Hanscom led Eddie to be more prepared for another incident, lucky for them. Lucky for Richie. &ldquo;We saw the other guy. Hold still.&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Did he look scared?&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Terrified.&rdquo; Eddie said, coming back and trying to pop one of the lenses back into the setting. When Stan shot Eddie a look for blatantly lying Eddie just shrugged and shook his head. Richie was already down, they needn&rsquo;t add insult to injury. </p><p>Stifling a sigh, Stan returns to the task, and wiping away dirt and blood from a cut on Richie&rsquo;s lip. The boy hisses and curses, pulling away. &ldquo;Ouch! Stanley!&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Stop being a baby.&rdquo; Stanley chides and pulles Richie back in to keep at it. He then wipes a cut on Richie&rsquo;s forehead, then one beside his eye that was beginning to swell. &ldquo;You can come to my house, I have ice.&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;What set Bowers off this time?&rdquo; Eddie asked, taping the glasses back together and handing them to Richie, who fixed them on his face and continued to smile like he wasn&rsquo;t beaten within an inch of his life.</p><p>That was Richie. Put on a smile, make a dumb joke, never let anyone know how hurt you really are. Or&hellip; how fucking thankful you are for the two boys you&rsquo;re secretly in love with to be patching you up out of the kindness of their hearts. &ldquo;I dunno, bad hair day? He was jealous mine doesn&rsquo;t look like it was fished out of backed up toilet.&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Richard.&rdquo; Stan sighs, arm wrapping around Richie&rsquo;s waist to help him stand. Eddie was on the other side of Richie, helping to support him as they walked toward home.</p><p>Richie might have complained&hellip; But this was probably the closest he&rsquo;d ever physically get to being held by the loves of his life, so he didn&rsquo;t. Too much.</p>
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Question: <p>Eddie is stressed trying to plan their wedding so Richie pulls him away from planning and tries to get him to relax. Probably for cuddles or a bath or a back rub or something. (I SWEAR I have a fucking kink for soft, domestic shit lmao)</p>
Answer: <p>Eddie refused to hire a planner. Because when he was married to myra, they had a planner and like, nothing he said was counted because he was the husband or something and therefore didn&rsquo;t know how to have a classy wedding so he was just ignored so Eddie just has a personal vendetta against wedding planners.</p><p>Which sucks because there&rsquo;s so much that goes into this and Eddie&rsquo;s anxiety is forcing him to have back up on back up on back up and he&rsquo;s starting to stress himself out effectively planning 4 different weddings in case something goes wrong with the other three. And it has to be perfect because Richie is perfect- okay, well, not perfect, but he makes Eddie feel better than anyone ever did in the history of ever. So it has to be a great wedding that Richie likes and his friends love and as long as Richie is happy and there, Eddie will like it right and maybe they should consider seasonal flowers instead of&ndash;</p><p>Richie jerks the chair away from the table with a hand on Eddie&rsquo;s shoulder to make sure he goes with it. Then he turns the chair around, away from the pile of papers and the wedding binder and the 159 tabs open for different floral shops. Richie sets his hands on his knees as he leans forward so he&rsquo;s eye level with Eddie. &ldquo;Hey. New season of Worst Cooks is on Hulu. Get away from the table, we&rsquo;re marathoning.&rdquo;</p><p>Eddie blinks, about to argue he doesn&rsquo;t have time but Richie grabs Eddie&rsquo;s hand and pulls him to his feet.</p><p>&ldquo;I ordered a pizza. Let&rsquo;s go judge people&rsquo;s bad food choices.&rdquo;</p>
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Question: <p>"I don't do hugs" Stozier</p>
Answer: <p>I&hellip; I had to change it a little. I. Am not sorry. </p><p>“I can’t do hugs.”</p><p>***</p><p>There is a soft knock on the door.</p><p>Richie doesn&rsquo;t move, doesn&rsquo;t breathe.</p><p>&ldquo;Richie, honey? Are you awake?&rdquo; It&rsquo;s Beverly. &ldquo;We need to talk.&rdquo;</p><p>But Richie doesn&rsquo;t want to talk, can&rsquo;t talk. He&rsquo;s still wearing the shirt with Eddie&rsquo;s blood on it, and he doesn&rsquo;t want to move.</p><p>&ldquo;It's…&rdquo; She hesitates. &ldquo;It&rsquo;s about Stan.&rdquo; A bubble forms in the pit of Richie&rsquo;s stomach and makes its way up his chest. &ldquo;He&rsquo;s alive.&rdquo;</p><p>Richie moves very slowly. He goes to the door and opens it a crack.</p><p>&ldquo;He&rsquo;s what?&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;He&rsquo;s alive. He&rsquo;s in the hospital but he's… He&rsquo;s alive, Richie.&rdquo; She tries to reach through the door for him, but he pulls away.</p><p>&ldquo;What hospital?&rdquo;</p><p>Within hours, Richie is on a flight to Atlanta despite the others trying to get him to wait so they could go together. Richie doesn’t want to spend one more minute in <i>fucking Maine</i> than he has to.</p><p>The others will be there soon enough. He doesn&rsquo;t even take his bag, just leaves his stuff trusting the others to bring it with them.</p><p>It&rsquo;s mid-afternoon when he gets to the hospital. It&rsquo;s busy with people rushing in and out. He asks for Stan&rsquo;s room and heads up to the elevator. He gets off and looks around. A woman he doesn&rsquo;t recognize comes over to him.</p><p>&ldquo;Richie?&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Yes?&rdquo; He pauses. &ldquo;Patty?&rdquo;</p><p>She nods. &ldquo;Stan&rsquo;s this way.&rdquo;</p><p>Silently, he follows her. He knows he should probably ask how she is, offer support and all that, but all he can see is Eddie floating above him. All he wants to see is Stan, the best friend he&rsquo;d forgotten.</p><p>When they get to Stan&rsquo;s room, they go in. Lying on the bed, Stan looks pale, and Richie nearly loses it. He lets out a small sob, and Patty bites her lip.</p><p>&ldquo;I&rsquo;ll be outside.&rdquo; She leaves without waiting for an answer.</p><p>Trying to push back another sob, Richie pulls his arms to his chest and walks over to the bed. They don&rsquo;t say anything for a moment.</p><p>“Stan. Eh- Eds-” Richie tries.</p><p>“I know,” Stan whispers. “I know.” He clears his throat. “I’m sorry I wasn’t there.”</p><p>Richie flops into the visitor’s chair and lets out the sobs he’d been holding in all morning. After getting himself a little more in control, he scoots closer but hesitates.</p><p>“I- I missed you, Stanny.”</p><p>“I missed you, too.”</p><p>“Are you- Are you ok?”</p><p>Stan shrugs. “They say I’m going to be ok.” He pauses. “I’m- I’m so sorry.”</p><p>“Nothing to be sorry for, Stanny,” Richie says. He leans forward. “It all happened so quick. There’s- There’s nothing-” He sobs again and leans forward. Stan slides his fingers through Richie’s hair, stroking gently. Richie scoots a little closer, arms out for a hug, and Stan flinches away.</p><p>“I can’t do hugs right now,” Stan whispers. Richie’s face crumbles, and he starts to pull away. “But… Can I hold your hands?”</p><p>Richie lets out a squeak and takes Stan’s hands in his. He kisses Stan’s knuckles gently. Stan leans over and kisses Richie’s hair and then pushes their foreheads together. Richie cries himself to sleep.</p><p>He wakes up hours later to Patty coming in. Richie doesn’t move. He’s still holding one of Stan’s hands, and the other is gently stroking Richie’s hair.</p><p>“The others are here in Atlanta,” Patty tells Stan. “They got a room for him. Should we wake him up?”</p><p>“No,” Stan says. “Let him sleep. He needs it.”</p><p>“Ok, love,” Patty says. “I’ll let them know.” She comes over and kisses Stan’s hair. “I love you.”</p><p>“Love you, too,” Stan says. When they are alone, Stan leans over and kisses Richie’s hair. “Love you, too.” Richie doesn’t say anything, just squeezes Stan’s hand and goes back to sleep.</p>
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Question: <p>2 + reddie? </p>
Answer: <p>“You love me like I deserve you.”</p><p>Thank you for the prompt! I’m sorry it took so long, but uh&hellip; it’s a whole ass fic! Lol.</p><p>Weep Little Lion Man&ndash; <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26020774"><b><i>on ao3</i></b></a></p><p>***</p><p>Eddie stumbles into his apartment, totally exhausted. All he wants to do is fall onto the couch and sleep for 27 years, but he can’t. Richie is staying with him and he’s going to want food.</p><p>“That you, spaghetti?” Richie calls. Eddie doesn’t even have enough energy to be annoyed at the stupid nickname.</p><p>“No, it’s the Zodiac killer, come to eat your guts,” Eddie calls back. Richie comes out of the bedroom and pulls Eddie into a hug.</p><p>“The Zodiac killer wasn’t a cannibal. You’re thinking of Hannibal Lecter,” Richie says. Eddie bites at Richie’s pec, and Richie winces, laughing. “How was your day, my love?”</p><p>“Ughhhhhhh!” Eddie groans. Richie kisses his hair.</p><p>“That good, huh?”</p><p>“I can’t wait for the divorce to be over,” Eddie says. “I want to live in LA and be with you all the time already.” They are in New York in a small ass apartment that Eddie is renting month to month. Richie is there for a few weeks having just gotten off tour.</p><p>“Soon, babes, soon.”</p><p>“Myra is such a bitch,” Eddie mumbles.</p><p>“I know, love, I know.”</p><p>“I just hate how she’s insisting on dragging this out,” Eddie mumbles. At first he’d offered to give her whatever she wanted, ready to move on. Myra had gotten mad, saying he would tell all their friends she’d taken advantage of him. Eddie offered to give her what she came with, and a small alimony check, but it wasn’t enough. Splitting everything was too much. It felt like nothing would be good enough, and Eddie is about 3 seconds away from dropping everything and just running.</p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://benhanscomisnotstraight.tumblr.com/post/627026585431736320/2-reddie">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: hi hope ur having a good day! can you pls write some stenbrough hc's or a fic about when bill first gives stan his baseball jersey to wear and stan is all flustered and excited??? <3 ur writing makes me so happy !
Answer: <p>“You cuh-c-can huh-have it if yuh-y-hou want.” Bill’s voice is quiet in the small space of his room, and Stan looks up from where he’s tracing the embroidery on his jersey. They’re in Bill’s small bedroom after the fifth game of his third season of baseball, supposedly doing homework, but really just sitting and talking, and Stan’s hand follows the sewn pattern of the patch that says 06 on it before he glances up and catches Bill’s eyes with his own.<br/></p><p>“Gee, really, Bill? Can I?” Stan’s voice is tempered with eagerness and excitement, and he unconsciously balls a fist into the material. </p><p>Bill nods, his messy, slightly sweaty hair pieces falling out of place and across his face. Stan reaches up and absently fixes them, smoothing a hand over his boyfriend’s red waves and letting his hand fall to cup Bill’s freckled cheek, before dropping it all together. Bill practically nuzzled into the touch at how rare and nice it was. “Yuh-yeah, I m-m-mean, untuh-hil the next guh-g-game,” he replies after a moment, before he moves away from Stan, who flops against the bed when Bill leaves his post as a support pillar, and starts unbuttoning his shirt to reveal his white long sleeved undertop, before tossing the shirt on top of Stan. The smaller boy scrambles up, taking the dirty shirt off of his head and inspecting it.<br/><br/></p><p>“Oh, GROSS,” Stan complains. “You put your dirty shirt on my head, that’s weird, Bill.”</p><p>Bill smiles at him in return, taking the shirt back delicately and starting to fold it. “Guh-huess you don’t w-wuh-want it th-then, do you?”</p><p>“No!” Stan reaches for the shirt, but Bill only holds it higher. “Give it!” Bill just laughs, backing up a bit, and soon enough Stan’s going en pointe just to reach the shirt. </p><p>He‘s still much too short, obviously, and Bill lowers the shirt to give back to his boyfriend before dropping it onto Stan’s fingertips and stepping backwards. “Thuh-th-there.” he grins at Stan’s indignant face. “Nuh-now you’ve got it.”</p><p>“I guess,” He huffs, folding it up and sliding it inside his backpack. Checking his watch, he blows a lock of hair out of his eye in a way that makes Bill’s heart flutter in a familiar way. “Aw, shoot, it’s closer to curfew than I thought. I gotta get home, Big Bill.” </p><p>He picks up his backpack, kissing Bill on the cheek absently before he starts heading out the door to his car.</p><p>And Bill flops back onto his bed, sighing a little and smiling at the feeling of Stan’s lips on his cheek. In a rare moment of weakness, he touches his hand to the spot where he was kissed. </p><p>The day had been great- he’d won the game, aced a quiz, gotten a kiss from Stan… Bill was a simple guy to please. There wasn’t much to it. </p><p>He’d find out the next day what a simple guy he was. </p><p>It really wasn’t all that good at first- Stan drove to school where Bill biked, they didn’t have the first few periods together- but come lunch break and Bill’s day got astronomically better. </p><p>The redhead was walking out of the mess hall with his vending-machine chips and soda in hand when he saw Stan sitting in his regular spot, waiting for Bill to come so they could find a spot to sit. They almost always sat on campus- they didn’t like the park much, anyways, but a bunch of the people they didn’t much need to be bothering with sat there. When Bill saw what Stan was wearing, though, he felt a wave of goosebumps</p><p>(shockflesh) </p><p>run up his arms. </p><p>Stan was in his uniform shirt. </p><p>Why was Bill surprised by this? He scolded himself. Obviously Stan was going to wear it, he gave it to him. Shirts were meant to be worn. </p><p>He guessed he just didn’t figure Stan would look so good in it.</p><p>It wasn’t the right size, that’s for sure. Not even close. The sleeves went down to his elbows and the bottom grazed the middle of his thigh, and it was like a tent on Stan’s tiny shoulders and chest and waist- everything, really. Stan was a tiny guy. It hung off of him like wet clothes on a line. </p><p>It certainly wasn’t anything like his usual fitted, slim-cut button ups with slacks or corduroy pants that were wonderfully complimentary of his figure, but it looked just as good as them over his khaki shorts. God, Bill thought, snorting a little, Stan always had looked so preppy in those shorts- he hadn’t worn them for years, not since</p><p>(since he almost died his face was so covered in blood you can still see the scars oh my god where are the scars now where did they go)</p><p>middle school, but you could hardly see them under the shirt. He wasn’t wearing a visible baseball undershirt, but he’d buttoned it up all the way so it barely hinted at collarbone. His hair matched the whole just-got-out-of-bed aesthetic, too, Bill though lovingly, longing to run his hands through the messy nest of curls on Stan’s head. It was obviously done with the intention of looking undone. It even looked tousled.  </p><p>“Hey, kuh-k-kid,” Bill greeted, taking Stan’s hand and helping him up, reciprocating the little smile Stan was giving him. </p><p>“Heya, Bill.” Stan looked down at himself, his curls flopping upside down with the rest of his head, and he glanced up at Bill, his smile growing into a mischievous grin. “Like my shirt?”</p><p>Bill frowned slightly. “Nuh-not your shuh-sh-shirt. It’s muh-m-m-hine.” He tugged at the hem. “You’re juh-just b-b-borrowing it.”</p><p>“Whatever you say Bill,” Stan replied, rolling his eyes affectionately. “But do you like it?”</p><p>The redhead looked down at the smaller boy, surveying him with surgical care he didn’t really need. “Yuh-yeah,” He said finally. “Thuh-there’s only wuh-wuh-one thing.”</p><p>“What is it? What’s wrong?”</p><p>“Ih-it s-s-says Denbrough on the buh-b-back, right?”</p><p>“Mhm.” </p><p>“And puh-people know weh-we’re kinda together, ruh-right?”</p><p>“Yeah, I guess…” Stan’s eyes darted around Bill’s face for a clue of what he meant, but Bill only smiled.</p><p>“Ih-it just looks a l-little like…” He trailed off. “Luh-like you sp-spuh-spent the night over and nuh-needed a chuh-change.” Bill walked on in silence, leaving Stan confused. </p><p>Stanley jogged up after him, not used to the speed, holding onto Bill’s shoulder and asking, “so? Who cares?” He kept walking on his tippy toes, forcing Bill down a little into a slouch as he talked. “I’ve slept over at your house before school before.”</p><p>“Y-y-yeah,” Bill practically hissed. “Buh-huh-hut not coming to scuh-scuh-school the day after in m-my cluh-hothes, Stah-hanley.”</p><p>The confused look on Stan’s face shifted, and his hands went to his trim waist and settled on his tips. “Oh,” he said with a grin. “So that’s what’s up with you.” He straightened the shirt and grabbed Bill’s hand, mussing up his hair with his free one, and kept walking.</p><p>“S-s-s-so…” Bill trailed off. The shorter boy looked up at him with a smirk. “So, yuh-you’re okay with th-th-that?”</p><p>“Mhm!” Stan’s curls bobbed as he nodded and he pressed a quick kiss onto Bill’s jaw- the only place he could reach from so far below. “I love it, actually. I know why you were staring now, at least.”</p><p>“I wuh-wasn’t st-st-staring,” Bill mumbled, looking away. “I was j-j-just… ah-admiring.”</p><p>“Admiring?”</p><p>“Ah-ah-admiring.”</p><p>“Hm.” Stan looked up at his boyfriend, tapping his chin as if wondering something, like a detective. Bill felt his heart leap a little at how cute Stan looked like that. “Admiring isn’t what it looked like.”</p><p>Sighing in frustration, Bill looked back at the thin brunnet. “Ih-it’s what it wuh-wuh-was,” he responded, squeezing Stan’s hand. “I swuh-swuh-swear</p><p>(swear to me youll all come back swear it i swear bill i do i love you i love you i love)</p><p>th-that’s all it w-w-was.” He was more earnest now, wanting to make it clear to Stanley he respected him and would never treat him like a pretty thing to look at and not to talk to, loved him enough to treat him with decency. </p><p>Stan chewed his lip, looking at Bill in thought, before breaking out in a new smile and bumping his hip playfully. </p><p>“It’s okay, Bill,” He said happily. “I’m glad you looked.”</p><p>And the way Stan’s hair gleamed in the late summer sun and his frame looked so dwarfed and lovely in his jacket (oh how Bill loved he could say it was his), Bill was glad he looked, too.</p>
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Question: <p>could u draw some more seth green richie pls &#128524;</p>
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1600" data-orig-width="1200"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/c3c43b6fb815e122d20aab9ada6e72c5/7c2ddf4ecdbafb9d-13/s640x960/ab71bd0247665051ac80a2fb1a35146543d0fa5c.png" data-orig-height="1600" data-orig-width="1200" alt="image"/></figure><p>yes ❤️  </p>
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Question: <p>Mason Jars and Stozier. &#9825;</p>
Answer: <p>Stanley enjoys having a neat kitchen. Everything in its place, cereal arranged by box color, spices done alphabetically. And all the flour, the sugar, even dry pasta are in mason jars. Richie is pretty sure there are a million of them in their kitchen, yet every time they go out it seems Stanley finds reason for one more. </p><p>Why? He likes knowing exactly what’s inside. No surprises. </p><p>Richie is basically a mess wherever he goes. He can’t ever figure out how to load the dishwasher correctly and he’s been banned from cooking after the Great Burned Pan Debacle. </p><p>He knows the kitchen is Stan’s happy place, though. And Richie wants to do something to show him how much he&hellip; loves him. He loves this guy who keeps their shirts hanging by color and season. Even Richie’s collection of lewd t-shirts. He loves that Stan always has a puzzle going and never starts with the corner pieces. That he folds the newspaper three times exactly before he puts it in the recycling. </p><p>Richie knows most of the time he’s just one more mess to organize. But he really does want to do something for Stan that makes his life better. </p><p>So one day when Stan comes home, there’s a newly built shelf right above the stove. The sun sparkles on the row of perfectly clean mason jars, their contents on proud display. </p>
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Question: <p>4. Steddie</p>
Answer: <p>Yawning widely, Stan opens his apartment door and almost slams it closed with him still outside. Sonia Kaspbrak is sitting on his couch. He steps in and closes the door behind him softly.</p><p>“Hello, Sonia,” Stan says evenly. He takes off his jacket and scarf as he toes out of his shoes.</p><p>“Don’t you knock?”</p><p>“Mom! You know I moved to Atlanta because Stan got work here! <i>And</i> that was almost three years ago,” Eddie calls from the kitchen. “Stan, can you come help me in the kitchen?” Stan walks through the apartment, bag still over his shoulder.</p><p>“Are you alright in there Eddie-bear? Do you need me to come help?” Sonia asks from her spot on the couch although she’s made no real attempt to get up.</p><p>“No, mom, we got it,” Eddie calls back. Stan enters the kitchen to find Eddie leaning against the counter, phone out.</p><p>“What-” Stan starts but Eddie just tugs him close, kissing him roughly. When they break apart, Eddie sighs and shoves his face into Stan’s chest. “Your day that good, huh?”</p><p>“She is so unbearable,” Eddie whispers back.</p><p>“Yeah… I really wish you’d told me your mother was in town,” Stan whispers.</p><p>“If I told you, you wouldn’t have come home.”</p><p>“Yes I would have.” Stan pauses. “Eventually.”</p><p>“You’re such an asshole,” Eddie whispers, giggling. He kisses Stan’s cheek. “Come on. Help me figure out dinner.” He laces his fingers through Stan’s tugging him to the fridge. Standing behind Eddie, Stan wraps his arms around Eddie’s waist and shoves his face into Eddie’s neck, kissing him gently, knowing it is going to be a <i>long</i> night.</p><p>He is already counting down the minutes to when it a respectable hour to kick Sonia out so he can fuck Eddie within an inch of his life.</p><p>***</p><p><b><i><a href="https://benhanscomisnotstraight.tumblr.com/post/626839758178484224/fanfic-prompt-list">send me more drabble prompts?</a></i></b></p>
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Question: <p>It was Mikey</p>
Answer: <p>Sorry, that&rsquo;s incorrect ☹ it was Stan who said it. But that&rsquo;s okay, you can always try again with this Wednesday quote 😊</p>
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Question: <p>richie said that to bill, right?</p>
Answer: <p>Correct 😊</p>
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Question: <p>reddie + 8 or 11?</p>
Answer: <p>“Forget it. You fucking suck.” + “If I die, I’m going to haunt your ass.”</p><p>***</p><p>Heart racing, Eddie huffs a little and clutches tightly to Richie’s hand. He doesn’t know how he agreed to do this, it is so fucking stupid, because he fucking hates heights. They are at the Grand Canyon on the Skywalk, and Eddie’s pretty sure he’s going to fucking puke.</p><p>“See, Eds, it’s fine,” Richie says, and Eddie swallows hard.</p><p>“Please, Richie. Let’s go back.”</p><p>Richie tugs him closer under his arm and walks to the edge. On the one hand, it feels a little safer because he can’t see the drop under their feet. On the other had, they are closer to the edge and in <i>actual</i> danger.</p><p>“We’re fine, baby,” Richie reassures him.</p><p>“If I die, I’m going to haunt your ass,” Eddie says. He closes his eyes and shoves his face into Richie’s shoulder.</p><p>“Spaghetti, you know if you die, I’d die too, because I’m not going to let you go,” Richie murmurs softly. Eddie whines, and they keep walking. Eddie keeps his eyes shut tight and his face shoved into Richie’s shoulder.</p><p>After a while, Richie kisses the top of Eddie’s head.</p><p>“It’s ok, baby. We’re back on solid ground,” Richie says.</p><p>“Oh, thank God,” Eddie says. He opens his eyes and almost pisses himself. Not only are they <i>not</i> on solid ground, they are in the middle of the walkway.</p><p>“Screw you, Richie Tozier!” Eddie yells. People turn to stare as Eddie pushes Richie away and clings to the rail. He slowly makes his way down the path.</p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://nblesbianbenhanscom.tumblr.com/post/626105875582566400/reddie-8-or-11">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: <p>how did the gift exchange go? &#128150; do you think you're gonna make another one at some point? i couldn't be part of the one you just did because of work, so i realy just want to know if it's a one time thing and also just how did it go in general &#128150;</p>
Answer: <p>Hi anon! Overall the exchange went well. We’re still waiting on some people to post but most have!</p><p>We may run a secret santa/ holiday gift exchange as long as there’s enough interest.</p><p>Thanks! </p>
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Question: <p>&ldquo;you&rsquo;re embarrassing me&rdquo; with reddie please&#129402; </p>
Answer: <p>RIP this anon. I’m so sorry this took so long. I hope you like it though. </p><p>Warnings: eddie getting pissy. I actually don’t think there’s swearing but just in case </p><p>My asks are open. </p><p>_</p><p>Richie and Eddie walked through campus town. They have a class together on Wednesdays and always got lunch together afterward. </p><p>“My Eddie Spaghetti is so lovely.” Richie had his arm swung around Eddie’s shoulders. “Cute, cute, cute.” </p><p>Eddie pushed the slender arm off of him. “Would you stop that? And don’t call me Eddie Spaghetti.” </p><p>His face furrowed into his signature scowl. The one that somehow only Richie managed to get out of him. </p><p>“Ah come on Eds. How else am I supposed to talk to ya? It’s not my fault you get all flustered.&ldquo;  </p><p>Eddie was ready to tell Richie off, but he started talking again. He grabbed the arm of some random pedestrian. </p><p>&quot;Excuse me, sir. Wouldn’t you say my Eddie Spaghetti is cute?” He pinched Eddie’s cheeks. </p><p>Eddie’s face went even redder. “Richie!” </p><p>The guy gave them a judgy look and walked away. But Richie, being persistent, grabbed the nest nearest person. </p><p>“Isn’t my Eds the cutest?” He pinched his cheek.</p><p>The man gave them an awkward yeah and ran off. Eddie swatted Richie’s hand. </p><p>“Stop it. You’re embarrassing me.” </p><p>“Come on Eds, everyone agrees with me.” He approached a girl. “Isn’t he cute?” </p><p>The girl looked him up and down. She was very pretty. Not exactly Eddie’s type though. She bit her lip before looking into his eyes. </p><p>“He sure is.” </p><p>At this point, you could practically feel the heat coming off of Eddie’s face. Richie’s eyes widened, clearly not expecting her reaction. </p><p>“Not for you.” </p><p>Richie grabbed Eddie’s hand and pulled him away. Eddie was pissed. As soon as someone shows him a little bit of interest he takes that away. Sure, he wasn’t interested but Richie didn’t know that. </p><p>“Why not?” Eddie finally said when Richie stopped them next to an empty table outside a small cafe. An umbrella shielded them from the sun. </p><p>“What?” </p><p>“I said, ‘why not?’. Why not for her?” </p><p>Richie sputtered for an answer. </p><p>“Why is it that whenever anybody gives me the slightest bit of attention you go and ruin it. What? You think I’m not good enough for them?” </p><p>“No, I-” </p><p>“I’m sick and tired of it. What? You think I’m too much of a baby for a girlfriend?” </p><p>“No.” Richie’s voice was small. </p><p>“Then what is it? What on earth could cause you to act like that? By all means, tell me.” </p><p>Eddie was fuming. People were staring. Richie was panicking. Normally he could always find the right words, but Eddie was mad at him and yelling at him and he didn’t know what to do. So, he did the first thing he thought of. He kissed him. It was nothing special. Just a short peck to get him to shut up. It worked. Eddie stared at him with a look he didn’t recognize. It wasn’t his normal glare and for the most part, it wasn’t shock. </p><p>Eddie held his hand in the air toward Richie’s face, contemplating his next decision. &lsquo;What the hell’ he thought. He grabbed Richie, pulling him in for a kiss, one that lasted longer than a peck. Both of his hands gripped the back of his neck, scared of him pulling away. Richie’s hands managed to grip Eddie’s hips. Eddie pulled them closer together, chest to chest, his elbows hitching around his neck. He was crying. The anger, the embarrassment, the love, the excitement, all being released. </p><p>The two broke away, resting their foreheads together. Eddie let out a shaky breath. It turned into a chuckle. Which caused Richie to chuckle. Which turned into both of them having a laughing fit. When they calmed down Richie placed a peck on Eddie’s lips. </p><p>“Isn’t my boyfriend cute?” He yelled to whoever could hear him. </p><p>“Boyfriend?” Eddie asked. </p><p>“Boyfriend.” He grinned. </p><p>He swung his arm around Eddie’s shoulders. And this time Eddie didn’t push it off.</p>
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Question: <p>Reddie moving into their first house and trying to figure out how the hell to put sheets on a king sized mattress because the poor boys have only had like twin/full size mattresses their whole lives </p>
Answer: <p>oh my god yeah 😭 </p><p>eddie moves in with richie in california and they have to get a bigger bed because despite having enough money to buy a hundred king sized beds, richie never opted to buy one because he lived alone until now and so much space left around him where he slept would have made him feel more lonely :(</p><p><strike>rachel answer an ask without going off on a small tangent every time challenge</strike></p><p>so they decide on a bed together and when they bring it home to set it up it goes about as well as you’d expect</p><p>they literally cant get the sheet on, every time they fit it over one corner, it comes off the other and they just can’t figure it out LMAO richie tries to tell eddie that they have to both hold two corners and fit them around the mattress at the same time but eddie complains that his arms are too short to be able to do that</p><p>(richie laughs, eddie pouts, richie kisses him until he’s laughing)</p><p>and because they can’t get the sheet on the bed, they don’t get around to putting anything else on it and end up spending that night squeezed together in richie’s smaller bed, it’s okay though they like to cuddle!!</p><p>the next day they call mike and bill and ask them to stop by richie and eddie’s house while they’re on their travels so that they can help richie and eddie make up their bed</p><p>and by ‘stop by’ they mean drive hours out of their way but mike and bill love them and it’s always great to see them so they do it anyway 😭</p>
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Question: <p>"childhood" for the one word prompt</p>
Answer: <p>(This is so so old but I finally had inspiration for it) </p><p>“Do I know you?” </p><p>Richie turned towards the confused voice, a sarcastic brush off already on his lips. But the man asking was gorgeous, a hunk and.. Cute.</p><p>‘<i>Cute cute cute</i>,’ His brain supplied, like that was a normal expression for him. The brush off died and instead Richie switched to flirting mode. He gave the guy a half grin, leaning towards him. </p><p>“Baby that’s a terrible pick up line.” Richie said, licking his bottom lip. “But it worked, lets get out of here.” </p><p>He started to stand but the man took a step back, shaking his head. “No, what? No. I’m serious. You look familiar.” </p><p>Richie frowned. Not exactly the reaction he wanted. </p><p>“Are you a fan of B-list rom coms or stand up?” He asked. He was famous enough that people recognized him but not quite famous enough that they knew why.</p><p>“No.” The man tilted his head, eyes narrowing as he scanned Richie’s face. “I feel like I know from a long time ago. From my childhood. But that’s insane because-”</p><p>“Yea, I don’t remember my childhood.” Richie interrupted, running a hand through his hair. “So that line won’t work on me.” </p><p>The man’s eyes grew as big as saucers. “Shit, really? Me either. That’s weird right? I’ve never met anyone else who doesn’t remember.” He spoke quickly and in a slightly hushed tone, like they’d stumbled on some big secret. </p><p>Richie looked the guy over, really looked at him. Big doe eyes, a few laugh lines around his mouth, cute, gelled blond hair that Richie desperately wanted to mess up. As he took the guy in something ran through Richie. A sense of longing, of missing someone so much that it hurt, of wanting someone so badly that you were physically ill over it. </p><p>“Well? Anything?” The guy asked hopefully, doing a little spin. </p><p>Richie had never felt like this before. It was like the air had been sucked out of his lungs, like he’d found something he didn’t even know was missing but god, now that he had it he couldn’t live without it. </p><p>It scared the shit out of him.</p><p>“Nope.” Richie said, popping his p and hoping the guy didn’t notice the tremor in his hands. “You must not have been very memorable.” </p><p>He visibly deflated. “Damn. Okay. Well.” The man pulled out his wallet and offered Richie a business card. “In case you remember later.” </p><p>Richie took the card, careful not to let their hands touch. </p><p><i>Eddie Kaspbrak, Senior Risk Analyst. </i></p><p>“Well baby if I have any risks that need analyzing-” Richie looked up by the guy had already left. Richie was alone again. </p>
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Question: <p>Do you guys know the fic where richie is Eddie&rsquo;s kid&rsquo;s babysitter and he tries to like. Seduce eddie </p>
Answer: <p>Hey Anon! None of us know about it. </p><p>Do any of the followers know this fic? </p>
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Question: <p>Cann I get uhhhhh, some jealous Eddie with a side of stan being done with his shit </p>
Answer: <p>“If you keep glaring like that you’re going to bore a hole in his head.” Stan commented, sliding next to Eddie.</p><p>“Good. Maybe Cindy will stop flirting with him then.” He replied, gripping the bench so hard it hurt. He knew this wasn’t logical behavior, that staring at Richie while he flirted with a cute girl wasn’t helping him, but he couldn’t tear his eyes away. </p><p>“They’ve been talking for nearly forty five minutes.” Eddie added.</p><p>“But whose counting?” Stan glanced at him, shaking his head. Eddie barely noticed, his attention was laser focused on Cindy’s hand and how it gentle knocked against Richie’s shoulder as he told a joke. </p><p>“In those forty five minutes how many times has Richie looked at you?” Stan asked. </p><p>Eddie tore his eyes away, looking at his curly haired friend. “I don’t know. A lot? Most of the time he’s been making rude hand gestures.” </p><p>Stan gave him the sigh he normally reserved for Richie. The one that said he wasn’t sure why he put up with them.</p><p>“What?” Eddie snapped. He hated that sigh. </p><p>“Richie is flirting with you.”</p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/625180094767480832/cann-i-get-uhhhhh-some-jealous-eddie-with-a-side">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: <p>stanley said it</p>
Answer: <p>Correct 😌 </p>
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Question: <p>Mike takes Eddie ice skating when he finds out Eddie&rsquo;s mom never let him learn &#128151;</p>
Answer: <blockquote class="npf_indented"><p><a href="https://transatlantyks.tumblr.com/ask">send me a ship + a prompt! 💗</a></p></blockquote><blockquote class="npf_indented"><p>* Mike uses they/them pronouns &amp; Eddie uses he/him. They’re trans kings just want to make that clear 🏳️‍🌈</p></blockquote><p>“You’ve <i>never</i> been ice skating?” Mike began, greeting Eddie’s unanticipated claim with surprise bordering on skepticism. Despite the yearly winter outings to the Derry ice skating rink with the Losers (during which Eddie’s absence was as palpable as the constant nip of the frost on their cheeks), it had never occurred to Mike that lack of skill might be the culprit behind Eddie’s pronounced absence. </p><p>“Uh,” Eddie paused, shifting his gaze towards Mike. “Yeah, I mean—why do you think I never went with you guys? It’s—my mom never let me,” he explained, with the type of pinched smile that was less amusement and more ironic resignation at his own situation. Mike—whose concentration was half-fixed on the new coating of paint the two of them had been applying to the old tractor in the Hanlon’s shed—considered Eddie’s answer for a millisecond before laughing.</p><p>“Your <i>mom</i> doesn’t let you do a lot of things. I don’t see that stopping you,” they started, gesturing towards Eddie with their free hand, as if to illustrate their point. </p><p>“That’s different.” </p><p>Mike laughed. “Oh, very. I wouldn’t let your mom catch you here, either. Fixing tractors, kissing boys …” they sighed. “Stealing … stealing those boys’ pistachios. I mean, you’ve really been rebelling out here.”</p><p>Eddie smiled good-naturedly and rolled his eyes. “Well,” he gave Mike that <i>come on</i> look, “— only <i>one</i> boy,” —this pulled a small smile out of Mike, and Eddie felt this a victory, — “as for the pistachios, I <i>thought</i> … that said boy had more pistachios hidden away somewhere. You know, as they usually do with the Goldfish crackers?”</p><p>“&hellip; Are you making a formal accusation, Kaspbrak?”</p><p>“My <i>point</i> is—” Eddie continued, smiling—(so, it <i>was</i> an accusation, one Mike did stash away for later)— “that I never went ice skating with you all because I don’t know how to. I didn’t want to make it boring for you.” </p><p>“Are you kidding me? It’ll take ten or fifteen minutes to teach you the basics, at most. It wouldn’t have bothered any of us,” Mike shook their head. It wasn’t necessarily unlike Eddie—all too used to tiptoeing around his mother—to occasionally think he might be a disturbance for something or another. “Well, let’s do this, then: ice skating tomorrow, just you and me. That way you can come with us on Friday when we all go.” </p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://cowboy-castiel-deactivated20211.tumblr.com/post/624845919513395200/mike-takes-eddie-ice-skating-when-he-finds-out">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: <p>Kaspbrough + 95?</p>
Answer: <p>95. “You’re cute when you’re all worried.”</p><p>***</p><p>Shoving his face into his hands, Bill sighs. He has no idea how he’s going to get this all done. There’s so much, too much editing, and he’s put it off to the very last minute because ‘stuff’ came up. He glances at the clock again. His editor is waiting, he can feel her hovering even though she is over a thousand miles away.</p><p>Bill looks up when he feels someone brush past him. He opens his eyes and looks at his boyfriend, Eddie as he reaches around Bill.</p><p>“Sorry, babes,” Eddie murmurs. “I just needed-” He holds out a book and Bill rolls his eyes.</p><p>“You need a thesaurus?”</p><p>Eddie glances at the book, and without missing a beat says, “Yeah, I have to figure out how many different ways I can tell you ‘dinner&rsquo;s getting cold.’”</p><p>Smirking, Bill pulls Eddie into his lap, kisses his neck.</p><p>“You’ve been in here for hours, Bill. Don’t you think you could use a break?”</p><p>Bill glances at the clock. “I have to get these edits out to Tabby before she rips my balls off.”</p><p>Huffing, Eddie brushes Bill’s hair back and kisses his forehead. “Is there anything I can do?”</p><p>“No, baby, but thank you.”</p><p>“I would bring your food in, but I know you won’t touch it.”</p><p>Bill smiles into Eddie’s shoulders. “You’re cute when you’re all worried.”</p><p>Brows furrowing, Eddie looks down at him. “I’m worried all the time.”</p><p>“I said what I said,” Bill says, and Eddie rolls his eyes. He kisses Bill’s cheekbone.</p><p>“I love you, you loser,” he says and gets up. “You have half an hour and then I’m turning off the power and internet.”</p><p>“Eds,” Bill tries, but Eddie is already gone, clearly not interested in anything more Bill has to say on the matter. Sighing again, Bill turns back to the computer and gets back to work.</p>
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Question: <p>For the meme thing, A2 and A3 with Kaspbrough?</p>
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="4000" data-orig-width="4000"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/d14512c1c4ad64a34ae1e6f9c0ad5b9c/8e7c4c89b51ea5df-6e/s640x960/9275f2803eff531697963cd29d218a80e79c99b2.jpg" data-orig-height="4000" data-orig-width="4000" alt="image"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="4000" data-orig-width="4000"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/5011762bca278b9ff82be29400e48255/8e7c4c89b51ea5df-7a/s640x960/4f42a5282fae4bfb122311ca9b7d5f9bb5c51f4f.jpg" data-orig-height="4000" data-orig-width="4000" alt="image"/></figure><p>I have to admit that they both looked cute, sadasdsad hope you like: D</p>
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Question: <p>could you maybe do a little hanslon fluffy thing? where they have a picnic at the farm or something? thanks, i love you so much guy ferrari!</p>
Answer: <p>Yes! I love them!</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/25475287">I also put it on ao3</a></p><p>&mdash;&mdash;</p><p>When Mike asked Ben out, he was definitely not expecting him to say yes. He was expecting a <i>thanks, but no thanks</i> or a <i>sorry, not interested</i>, or maybe even a <i>date? as friends?</i> But most of all he was not expecting a<i> yes, of course I’ll go out with you!</i> It was a surprise, but a welcome one. </p><p>He was nervous, for sure, he had never been on a date before, much less with the perfection that was Ben Hanscom. What was he supposed to wear? What if Ben didn’t like what he had planned? </p><p>He pushed those thoughts away, he had half an hour to walk back to the farmhouse, change, and meet Ben at the gates. He had set up a picnic for the two of them on the edge of the woods, where the sheep never went, and where they could hang out without being seen. Stan had helped him make the food, because Stan could actually cook. Stan had also talked him through a mini anxiety attack over impressing Ben and given him a pep talk.</p><p>“You got this, Mike, he said yes for a reason,” he told himself as he walked up the steps onto the porch. His grandpa was napping on his lounge chair inside. Things were normal, for once, if only his brain would get that <i>everything was normal</i> and there was <i>no need to panic</i>.</p><p>Thirty minutes had passed in a hurry and suddenly, he was standing by the gates, watching Ben pull up in his mother’s car. Watching the car had spiked his anxiety, but seeing the boy step out of it, beaming, made him feel much better.</p><p>“Mike! Hey!” his heart was beating out of his chest. <i>How can one person be so goddamn cute?</i></p><p>“Ben, you look nice,” and he did, but Ben always looked great.  </p><p>The pretty boy’s face turned pink and stumbled through a ‘thank you’ before asking what they were doing.</p><p>“Oh! Right! Come on, I’ll show you,” Mike grabbed his hand out of instinct, because that’s just how the losers have always been, but this was a date, would it be weird now? He almost let go, but then he felt a squeeze and knew it was okay.</p><p>Ben kept asking where they were going the whole walk to the woods, but Mike would not let him know until they got there. It was a surprise, after all.</p><p>When Ben saw the picnic blanket set up, he laughed. <i>Oh no, he doesn’t like it, you messed it up, good going Hanlon-</i> “Mike, you did this for me?”</p><p>“Uh yeah, of course I did,” Mike’s brain was short-circuiting. <i>Wow he’s so perfect</i>. Mike could listen to him laugh all day.</p><p>They were in the middle of their meal, talking about whatever came to mind, when Ben asked about what this made them. Mike froze for a second.</p><p>“Well, I thought it would be nice if you wanted to, yknow, if you want, bemyboyfriend?”</p><p>“Am I dreaming?”</p><p>“Not to my knowledge.”</p><p>“Yes, I will be your boyfriend, that’s all I’ve wanted since after that summer.”</p><p>“You’re not messing with me?”</p><p>“No, never.”</p><p>And in that moment, all the anxiety washed out of Mike’s body, because this was <i>real</i>, and Ben felt the same.</p>
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Question: <p>Hear me out: Reddie on a &ldquo;date&rdquo; to a fair (it&rsquo;s a date in eddies mind but richie is clueless) [i will die on the Richie being clueless on occasion hill if I have to ]</p>
Answer: <p>i see you AND i hear you, anon. 100%</p><p>tbh i HC richie is pretty oblivious when it comes to dating, dates and eddie’s blatantly obvious feelings for him LMAOO </p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://bitchar.tumblr.com/post/624418753892024320/hear-me-out-reddie-on-a-date-to-a-fair-its-a">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: GOD I LIOVE HOW U DRAW MIKE TOO.... PLS DRAW HIM MORE... better yet.... hanbrough ;)))
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="478" data-orig-width="511"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/3249e4710f870b20cf2b9cd1423b24de/tumblr_inline_pmxah4RDt21sp069n_540.png" data-orig-height="478" data-orig-width="511"/></figure><p>HANBROUGH YOU SAY?! Like my second OTP. (I have maybe 5. Not sure) BUT YES YES YES</p><p>Excuse my modern day Bill and his gauges and Sci-Fi alien obsession.<br/></p>
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Question: <p>billy from ch 2&#128573;</p>
Answer: <p>You are correct! 🥳 Bill said this line while talking to Audra in the beginning of It Chapter Two! </p>
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Question: <p>if you feel like it, please more disabled eddie content!! </p>
Answer: <p><i>based on <a href="https://reddiegays.tumblr.com/post/622310967958732800/richie-on-stage-i-love-my-husband-but-hes-a">this</a></i></p><p>After the Derry incident, Eddie struggled to adjust to the fact that he only had one arm. Not that he expected it to be easy. His life had been turned upside down but he refused to let the fucking clown beat him. IT was dead and he had won. So he picked himself up, divorced Myra, moved into Richie’s stunning Beverly Hills house and never looked back.</p><p>Richie was an amazing house mate. As soon as Eddie agreed to live with him, he’d had the whole place renovated to install safety features and aids for Eddie to use. He’d made a point to tell Richie it was too much, he didn’t have to do all of that for him and that he could manage just fine. Richie wouldn’t hear of it, insisting it was Eddie’s house too and he wanted him to be comfortable. The first time Eddie had seen the new assisted bath and handrail for the shower, he’d burst into tears, collapsing into Richie’s arms and sobbing.</p><p>Eddie had been the one to take their relationship to the next level. They were watching a movie on the sofa one evening, sitting close enough to be almost snuggling. They were halfway through one of their favourite childhood movies, The Goonies, when Eddie sighed heavily.</p><p>“What?” Richie said distractedly, obnoxiously chewing popcorn as he watched the screen. Eddie just shrugged, looking at his missing arm.</p><p>“That was my ‘jerking off’ arm.”</p><p>Richie chuckled, ruffling his friend’s hair with his butter-covered fingers, “don’t worry, Eds. Technology has advanced so much I’m sure they can get you a super cool robot arm with, like, speed settings and vibrations and shit.”</p><p>“Mmm,” Eddie hummed, glancing at Richie thoughtfully, “or you could do it for me,” Richie inhaled a near dangerous amount of popcorn, proceeding to choke unceremoniously. Eddie awkwardly patted his back, rolling his eyes, “if you don’t want to, you can just say.”</p><p>Eventually, with tears streaming from his eyes, Richie found his breath and managed to wheeze, “you want me to battle the purple-headed yoghurt slinger?”</p><p>&ldquo;Not if you’re gonna fucking call it that.”</p><p>Swallowing, Richie nodded slowly. And that was the beginning of a passionate, healthy and very loving courtship. Richie returned to writing for tv shows and comedy gigs, not wanting to begin a tour just yet. Eddie eventually returned to work, knowing he would have to face his colleagues many questions. He soon got tired of his vague ‘accident’ and began telling people many elaborate stories about how he lost his arm. His personal favourite had to be bear attack.</p><p>Richie proposed one quiet night in front of the TV. One of his old specials was playing in the background but Richie was too focused on watching Eddie carefully eat chips from the coffee table. He smirked and pushed them away from Eddie’s reach with his foot, collapsing into giggles when his short boyfriend glared at him.</p><p>“You’re a bitch,” Eddie grumbled, sitting up so he could grab the bag and pull it closer, “that’s right, pick on the disabled, you asshat,” when he settled back into Richie’s chest, he felt something poking into his back. He reached behind him blindly, finding a small box digging into him, “what the fuck?”</p><p>“Eds&hellip;” Richie softly whispered into his ear, kissing his neck as Eddie popped the lid, gasping at the beautiful engagement ring, “I love you. I love your sense of humour. I love how fucking strong you are. I love how hot you are. I love you so much. Will you marry me?”</p><p>Eddie nodded, too stunned to speak. Instead, he turned around and crawled into Richie’s lap, kissing him, pouring every ounce of his affection into the gesture. They married several months later, Eddie debuting his brand new prosthetic. Richie made a point to kiss his fake hand tenderly during their first dance, the two of them close to tears on the happiest day of their life.</p><p>Pranking random guests became Eddie’s new favourite pastime. The first time had been an accident. He was meeting Richie’s new team of writers for the pilot of his husband’s brand new comedy show. The supports for his prosthetic had come loose and his arm dropped to the floor in front of the team of young twenty-somethings. The look of utter horror on their faces seemed to give Eddie great joy and Richie could see the evil look in his eye, that he was hatching a plan. He was going to have fun with this. And he did.</p><p>Richie’s manager, Steve, happened to be paying a visit one night when Eddie was cooking dinner. The poor man watched as Eddie reached into the hot oven to remove the tray sans protection. Even Richie had a giggle at the look of pure terror on Steve’s face, clearly wondering what kind of man Richie had married. During dinner, Eddie told Steve he lost his arm in a freak wood chipper accident.</p><p>“My husband,” Richie affectionately began his bit to the enthusiastic crowd, looking off to the front row towards where he knew Eddie would be sitting, “when we got married, my husband told me if he didn’t like my jokes he wouldn’t clap for me. Well, he didn’t bring his prosthetic tonight so I guess I should just go home right now.”</p><p>He could just about make out Eddie’s middle finger in the crowd, his smile bright and brilliant. Richie would recognise that anywhere. That night, in the comfort of their hotel room, Richie and Eddie soaked in the spacious bath whilst the former fed the latter chocolate strawberries.</p><p>“You killed it tonight, baby,” Eddie mumbled, reaching up to feed Richie a strawberry, deliberately smearing the chocolate over his face and making them both giggle, “I’m real fucking proud of you. I love you.”</p><p>Richie wanted to cry he was so happy. He nuzzled Eddie’s damp hair, kissing his neck softly, “thanks, Eds. I love you, too.”</p>
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Question: Stanlon & soulmates 3!!
Answer: <p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/22332340">AO3 Link</a></p><p>Pairing: Stanlon</p><p>Sides: Reddie, Benverly, Bill and Audra</p><p>Rating: G</p><p>Warnings: None</p><p>Words: 780</p><p>Soulmates were often told as stories as nobody in Derry got the tattoos, marks or signs pointing them in the direction of their soulmates. The Losers didn’t believe in them as no one their age had shown any sign of getting their soulmates. People still dated who they thought was right, then they would break up and would repeat the cycle until they were left with 1 person.</p><p>As the Losers started to reach the age of 16, Richie and Eddie being the first two to turn 16, all of them were eager to see if maybe, just maybe, all those stories were true. As Richie turned 16, there was no mark on his skin or anything to tell him who his soulmate was.</p><p>A week later it was Eddie’s 16th, and as soon as Eddie walked up to their table, Richie and Eddie winced at the exact same time. A small tattoo, no bigger than a fingernail, appeared on both boys’ wrists. It was that moment that the Losers believed in soulmates.</p><p>However, as they all turned 16 one by one, no one showed any sign of getting theirs. They believed that Richie and Eddie’s were a flook, a rarity.</p><p>Two years later, however, when Ben and Bev turned 18 they felt the burn that Richie and Eddie had felt when they entered school, the morning of Bev’s 18th. Ben ended up with a ‘BM’ on his wrist and Bev had a ‘BH’ on hers.</p><p>Everyone knew that Richie &amp; Eddie and Ben &amp; Bev were all meant to be. So it made sense that they were each other’s Soulmates. It would’ve been ridiculous if they weren’t, each couple was destined to be together.</p><p>But that meant that Bill, Mike and Stan still awaited theirs.</p><p>The three waited long into college life, all the way until Bill got his, Audra, 1 year after they all graduated. But Mike and Stan still had nothing. They both thought that they either don’t have one or they haven’t met them yet.</p><p>Nobody could understand why, or it could’ve been that maybe they just didn’t believe. But the 4 of the Losers that had the marks, said that the 3 that didn’t have the mark showed true thrill for all. It’s what the Losers did, support each other and not dismiss anyone on any account unless they’re bullies. They treated everyone the same way that they hoped to be treated.</p><p>That’s just how they were; kind, compassionate. Mike, Stan and Bill, all supported the others not caring whether or not they had a mark.</p><p>*</p><p>Flash forward 5 years when they’re all 27, they’re at Richie and Eddie’s wedding. “Beautiful service, didn’t you think?” Mike asked Stan.</p><p>“Yeah, yeah it was. I hope that one day I have a beautiful service like that,” Stan stated; a little awestruck. The two walked arm in arm, as a joke, into the reception (the function room of a nice hotel). The function room was decorated in fancy floral arrangements and yellow &amp; light blue streamers and chiffon material.</p><p>And as the two men walked in, they pulled their hands away rapidly as each began to burn. Black marks tainted their skin and sure enough, Stan looked down to see ‘MH” etched over the middle of his wrist, just above his small bird tattoo.</p><p>“Oh my,” Stan whispered.</p><p>“We - us - I?” Mike couldn’t get any words out but Stan knew what to do, he took the other man’s face in his hands and forcefully kissed him. Their lips moulded together. The passion &amp; love that they have since felt for each other since the two became friends, came out.<br/>Stan abruptly pulled away, “We should probably stop, don’t want to steal the thunder of the others,” Stan said.</p><p>“You’re right,” Mike replied breathlessly.</p><p>The couple walked to their table, taking their respective seats. Stan took his seat beside Richie’s spot and Mike two down from Eddie’s. “Please, please hold my hand, and make me whole,” Mike said dramatically as he held out his hand out for his soulmate to take. Stan laughed and placed his hand in Mike’s, letting their fingers intertwine.</p><p>Beverly, Richie, Eddie, Ben, Bill and Audra all walked up to their spots at the table but Mike and Stan were too lovestruck to even see that their friends had arrived. All 6 of them, smiled and took their places. Bev nudged Stan and he quickly stopped looking at Mike and focussed on Richie and Eddie. But Stanley couldn’t help but feel Mike’s thumb caressing his knuckles and his free hand placed firmly on his thigh.</p><p>Stan didn’t pay attention to anyone but Mike for the entire night.</p>
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Question: Ooh, could you write stanlon w hanzier friendship?
Answer: <p>“Mike this will be fun, I promise.” Richie said, linking his arm around Mike’s. </p>
<p>Mike looked at his friend, his expression highly skeptical. “How?” </p>
<p>Richie laughed, shaking his head. “Because afterwards we can get drunk and talk about everyone we met. Now come on.” Richie started to pull him along, opening the door for both of them. </p>
<p>“People are going to think we’re together.” Mike commented, looking around the space. There were a dozen small tables set up, each with a slip of paper and a pen. He saw a timer at the front and a big sign that declared, ‘Welcome to Speed Dating!’ None of it helped his unease about the whole situation. </p>
<p>“Lucky me.” Richie replied, pinching Mike’s cheek. “You could do better though.” <br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/190757828927/ooh-could-you-write-stanlon-w-hanzier-friendship" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: <p>Stozier + 4 or 5 whichever you&rsquo;re feeling!</p>
Answer: <p>4. a kiss where is hurt.</p><p><br/></p><p>&ldquo;FUCK!&rdquo; </p><p>That&rsquo;s what Stan heard from the kitchen when he came come from class.</p><p>&ldquo;Richie? You good?&rdquo; He calls out, taking off his jackets and setting down his backpack.</p><p>&ldquo;I&rsquo;m fine! Don&rsquo;t worry!&rdquo; Richie yells from the kitchen, &ldquo;Just- just don&rsquo;t come in here!&rdquo;</p><p>Stans eyebrows furrow, &ldquo;The hell?&rdquo; He mutters to himself. </p><p>He goes against Richie&rsquo;s wishes and enters the kitchen. He spots a knife in the floor, cut up carrots on the counter, and Richie with his hand under the sink.</p><p>&ldquo;Did you cut yourself on the knife again?&rdquo; Stan chuckles, going over to see the damage.</p><p>&ldquo;No! I mean- yes! But that stupid knife is&hellip; it&rsquo;s&hellip; it&rsquo;s stupid!&rdquo; Richie argues against the knife.</p><p>Stan rolls his eyes and moves Richie out of the way, &ldquo;Let me see.&rdquo; Richie holds his hand out and there in his palm is a cut that is currently gushing blood.</p><p>Stan sighs, &ldquo;Keep it under the water. I&rsquo;ll get something to wrap it up with.&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;My hero!&rdquo; Richie calls, as Stan goes to their bathroom, searching through the cabinets. He finds some wraps and small alcohol wipes and grabs them, returning to the kitchen.</p><p>Richie still has his hand under the faucet when Stan returns. He resumes his place next to Richie and takes his hand, drying it off carefully and opening the alcohol wipe. </p><p>When he puts it on the cut, Richie pulls his hand back and hisses, &ldquo;Fuck, Staniel! That hurts!&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;I know, but it won&rsquo;t hurt soon. I gotta clean it.&rdquo; Stan says, putting the wipe back on the cut.</p><p>After a few noises of protests, the cut is cleaned and Stan is wrapping the bandage around Richie&rsquo;s hand. He secures it and pats Richie&rsquo;s hand.</p><p>&ldquo;Is that better?&rdquo; He asks Richie, who is currently pouting.</p><p>&ldquo;No&hellip;. kiss it please?&rdquo; Richie asks with a grin.</p><p>Stan rolls his eyes and sigh, but obliges. He lifts Richie hand to his lips and presses a gentle kiss to his palm.</p><p>Richie smiles, &ldquo;Thank you, baby.&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Yeah, yeah, whatever you big doof.&rdquo; Stan nudges Richie.</p><p>&ldquo;You&rsquo;re big goof.&rdquo; Richie corrects.</p><p>&ldquo;Yes, my big goof who isn&rsquo;t allowed to make dinner anymore.&rdquo; Stan scolds, picking up the knife and cleaning it off.</p><p>&ldquo;Hey! That&rsquo;s only the third time this week!&rdquo;</p>
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Question: Stanlon & 22
Answer: <p>Anything for you, my twin!</p>
<p><i>…in a rush of adrenaline </i><b><br/></b></p>
<p>Stan laid on the floor, his shoulder aching from the blow even though he knew Mike hadn’t hit nearly as hard as he could have. The mat in the ring smelled like disinfectant and it made Stan slightly nauseous, his gloved hands moving to cover his face with a sigh.</p>
<p>“Come on, Stan. You need to get back up.”</p>
<p>A nasty come back was on his tongue, but he never wanted to be mean to Mike so he just swallowed it and shook his head. “No, I’m okay. I think I’d rather die.”</p>
<p>He heard Mike’s shoes walk towards him on the mat and when he moved his glove away from his face, Mike was kneeling over him with the softest smile on his face. Asking Mike to teach him to fight was probably the dumbest thing he’d ever done, why would anyone want their crush to see them get knocked on their ass multiple times.</p>
<p>But Mike had insisted after the incident at the firm and Stan had not had the heart to refuse.</p>
<p>“Well, I’d rather you live. So get up, Uris.”</p> <p><a href="https://xandertheundead.tumblr.com/post/191002581925/stanlon-22" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Stanlon makeup sex?
Answer: <p>A knock on the door startled Mike out of his reading reverie. “I don’t need any cleaning service.” He called, barely glancing up from his book. </p>
<p>“It’s me.”</p>
<p>Now he looked up, staring at the door and sure he’d misheard. He put down the book and walked over to the door, opening it slowly. </p>
<p>On the other side was Stan, his boyfriend whom he hadn’t seen or talked to for three days. The longest three days of his life. Even seeing him now filled Mike with a longing, a desire to gather Stan in his arms and hold him. </p>
<p>“Hi.” Mike said, realizing that he was staring. </p>
<p>A slight smile appeared on Stan’s face. “Hi, would you let me in?”</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/611149186620162048/stanlon-makeup-sex" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: <p>Hi idk if this is the right place to send this but I&rsquo;m fairly certain Richie said the line, about It being here before anyone. Either to the Losers or in his head, or more specifically to Mike. But it was Richie.</p>
Answer: <p>Aw, you were close! It was actually <i>Mike</i> specifically talking to <i>Richie</i> and the rest of the losers after they both got out of the smokehole! </p>
Tags: wsiw, itfandomprompts, thanks for guessing you almost got it!
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Question: Are you accepting Stanlon prompts? We could all use some Stan riding Mike in our lives and I think you’re the one to do it. Please? You write the best smut!
Answer: <p>Aw! Thank you so much and I sure can!!</p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>Mike Hanlon was the poster child for the perfect man.</p>
<p>Hell, when Stan had first met him he thought that the whole thing had to be an act.</p>
<p>The perfect smile, the soft low voice, the constant kindness, animal lover, volunteers in his free time with the farm, could grow anything and make an amazing dinner out of it.</p>
<p>Sometimes Stan was still shocked that he, sour face with an equally sour attitude, was able to make Mike his. Be on the receiving end of that beautiful smile every morning and every night before they went to bed. It was honestly surreal sometimes when Stan would think about it.</p>
<p>Though being and now living with Mike had shown Stan that Mike wasn’t all together perfect. He had flaws, he swore when he stubbed his toe, he sang <i>badly</i> in the shower and he always put way too much mustard on his sandwiches. </p>
<p>But Stan’s favorite non-perfect thing about Mike was when they were in bed and Mike let him mess him up.</p> <p><a href="https://xandertheundead.tumblr.com/post/612002721193754624/are-you-accepting-stanlon-prompts-we-could-all" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: <p>Ooh, stanlon &amp; 40!!</p>
Answer: <p>Stanton: things you said when you met my parents </p><p><br/></p><p>They meet in their twenties at a library. Stan is in grad school and mike is a librarian. Well a librarians son. </p><p><br/></p><p>So anyway, Stan still lives with his parents and they invite him over for dinner. And his mom makes heaps and heaps of food and mike is just a charming Little fucker. </p><p><br/></p><p>“Yes Mrs.Uris, just add a few spices and lemon juice and it’ll taste homemade.” </p><p><br/></p><p>“I have an IQ of 120 which is why I try my hardest to help out those who struggle. Like Stan here.”</p><p><br/></p><p>“Oh my Stan-ny boy didn’t even know how to look up a book before he met you.” </p><p><br/></p><p>Stan blushes. </p><p><br/></p><p>“I hope you take good care of my stan-y poo.”</p><p><br/></p><p>“Oh yes, Stan-y poo and I get along just perfectly.”</p><p><br/></p><p>“I’m not college smart, I’m like, a human google version of smart.” </p><p><br/></p><p>“That’s still smarter than the average person.”</p><p><br/></p><p>“Oh well yeah.”</p>
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Question: <p>#9 and reddie for the ask !! -jay</p>
Answer: <p>A kiss…in public</p><p>(jay ily even tho u bully me)</p><p><br/></p><p>Richie sighed. There was no flour.</p><p><br/></p><p>This is the sixth day that Walmart hasn&rsquo;t had any flour. All he wanted to do was make bread with Eddie but no! People had to panic buy! Who the hell buys flour during a pandemic?!</p><p><br/></p><p>&ldquo;We do.&rdquo; Eddie said, coming up behind him.</p><p><br/></p><p>&ldquo;Did I say that out loud?&rdquo; Richie asked, embarrassed.</p><p><br/></p><p>&ldquo;Oh yeah.&rdquo; Eddie laughed. &ldquo;Guess we&rsquo;ll just have to wait again.&rdquo; </p><p><br/></p><p>&ldquo;Maybe we can make some other kind of bread.&rdquo; Richie said, suggestfully. He wiggled his eyebrows and wrapped his arms around Eddies waist, pulling him away from their cart.</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie scoffed as flicked Richie&rsquo;s forehead, &ldquo;You horndog.&rdquo;</p><p><br/></p><p>&ldquo;Only for you, Ed&rsquo;s.&rdquo; Richie leaned down and kissed Eddie.</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie laughed into the kiss but spotted a small child in a cart behind Richie, just staring at them. He coughed awkwardly and patted Richie&rsquo;s cheek, &ldquo;Good talk&rdquo;</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie took the cart and continued down the isle. &ldquo;Hey! That&rsquo;s so unfair!&rdquo; Richie whined, following after Eddie.</p>
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Question: I wish you would write a fic where Stanlon and their daughter have a tea party.
Answer: <p>“Poppa NO! You can’t sit there!” Elizabeth screeched as Mike started to sit down. <br/></p><p>He moved quickly, nearly stumbling over the small table and holding his hands up. “Okay, okay, why not?” </p><p>“That’s where Missus Cupcake is!” The small girl gestured like it was obvious and Mike nodded sagely, turning to the empty chair.<br/></p><p>“Apologies for almost sitting on you.” He looked around, seeing that the other chairs were full of stuffed animals and dolls. “Where should poppa and dad sit then?”<br/></p><p>“Here!” She pointed to a spot next to her and Mike smiled, sitting crossed legged and kissing the top of her head. <br/></p><p>“And me?” Stan asked a second later, emerging from the house with a plate full of mini scones.<br/></p><p>“Right here babe.” Mike tapped his thigh, making Stan roll his eyes.<br/></p><p>“You can’t be serious. You’ll be complaining about your leg hurting in five minutes.”<br/></p><p>Mike shook his head. “I won’t, come on all the other spots are occupied.”</p><p>“Dad hurry up!” Elizabeth insisted, starting to pour the tea Mike had made.<br/></p><p>Stan gave Mike one last look then gave in, putting the plate down and sitting in his husband’s lap. Mike’s hands wrapped around his slim waist as Elizabeth poured the tea. Mike reached behind him to the dress up bin and handed Stan a hat. </p><p>“You gave me the floppiest one.” Stan muttered, putting the bright pink hat on.</p><p>“That’s what you get for being late.” Mike said, kissing Stan’s cheek as he tied the hat on, both of them turning back to their daughter as she started explaining the internal politics of her stuff animals, pointing to each of them and pretending to talk behind her hand. <br/></p><p>About ten minutes in Mike leaned in, whispering in Stan’s ear, “Okay you need to move, this hurts.” </p><p>Stan laughed, shaking his head. “Okay old man.” He shifted off, moving to the space next to Mike as their daughter easily fell into his lap, barely pausing to take a breath as she continued her speech. </p>
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Question: <p>For an It request, some domestic Stanlon would be really nice!</p>
Answer: <p><b>Thank you so much for this request. It really helped to calm me down and channel some sweet positive energy. This is probably one of the purest, sweetest fluffiest fic I’ve ever written. Enjoy my lovelies </b></p><p><b>If you have a request feel free to send one to my inbox</b></p><p><b>Patreon: <a href="https://victorydoll.tumblr.com/">https://victorydoll.tumblr.com/</a></b></p><p>It was a lovely early summer morning. Stan had just come back from his early morning birdwatching; he would always go in the mornings as with the added silence the birds were more active and vibrant. It was his favourite part of the morning for Stan. It calmed him. Today was his one-year anniversary with Mike. They we’re very in love and comfortable together but there was still a lot of magic and exploration to be had in their relationship. When they we’re together all they could focus on was each other; everything else became a blur. They would be turning 18 soon and both we’re making plans to leave Derry together. They knew the dangers of being a same sex couple in 90’s Derry, which is why they stuck to locations where there was less people around.</p><p>The couple had made plans to meet up and spend the day just with each other; going somewhere where they won’t be bothered by others. Stan made his way to the Hanlon farm; the gentle morning breeze making his sandy curls bounce and dance as he moved, he smiled slightly thinking about spending all day with Mike. Looking at Mike always filled him with butterflies, but he didn’t know why until he was a few years older. Those same butterflies intensified when Mike kissed him for the first time. He remembered the kiss clearly.</p><p>At a house party at Bill’s a year ago, Stan had become overwhelmed and had to step outside for a moment for some fresh air. Mike came to find him and sat down on the grass next to him. Mike didn’t say anything at first, they just shared the same silence. ‘How are you doing?’ Mike asked him after a moment. ‘I’m okay just a little overwhelmed’. Mike nodded. They spoke for a while; feelings bleed through from both of them with a little help that the confidence gave from minor intoxication. He remembered Mike closing in and very gently pressing his lips against his. It was delicate and gentle. Mikes strong farmer hands laced through Stan’s soft curls. Stan’s heart was thumping out of his chest. It was the best night of his life.</p><p>Stan pulled up to the Hanlon farm on his bike. He placed his bike delicately on a nearby fence and went on the search for Mike. He found Mike feeding the chickens, from a brown satchel. He was talking to them as he fed them. Mike was always the gentle farm boy he always struggled when the animals had to be killed for food. After every death of an animal he would grow a flower in their name. He told Stan that he did it so that their souls could life on. It was one of the things that made Stan melt and one of the many endearing qualities of Mike’s.</p><p>He walked up to Mike as quietly as possible so he could watch him work for a small while longer. ‘Hey farmer boy’ Stan greeted a smile on his face and a light blush scattered on his cheeks. Mike glanced up at his boyfriend ‘Hey Dove. Give me a minute and we’ll go get the picnic’. Stan’s was surprised. ‘A picnic?’ Mike smiled leaning on the fence. ‘Yea, I wanted to do something special for our one-year anniversary. I prepared it early this morning. I thought it would be nice in case we get hungry on our stroll’. Stan sweared that Mike was an actual angel sent from heaven. ‘Oh, that’s really nice. Thank you’. Stan wanted to kiss him, but they weren’t quite safe to do so yet, so he just blushed and followed Mike’s lead as he led them both into the kitchen. </p><p>On the kitchen counter was a wicker basket with a red checkerd blanket next to it. Mike opened up the basket. ‘I hope you like what I’ve packed, if you don’t like anything, I can always change it’. Stan took a look into the basket. In it contained some fresh fruit, a few sandwiches made with freshly baked bread each with different fillings, a few bags of chips and some freshly baked cookies. ‘I was baking a lot this week’ Mike smiled, and Stan was in awe. ‘It smells really good. I can’t believe the effort you put into all of this’. ‘Anything for you my darling’. Mike was itching to wrap his arms around Stan’s waist and he so badly wanted to kiss him on the cheek. He checked around for his family and took the risk to do just that. It was brief but both enjoyed and treasured the moment. </p><p>They made their way from the farm and into the woods. Stan was leading; he had found a beautiful meadow one morning; whilst he was out birdwatching, and he really wanted to show Mike all of the pretty wildlife that inhabited there. Sometimes during the journey, they spoke about things like school, and gossip between the losers. Other times they just enjoyed each other’s company in silence. Their hands touched as they walked and eventually their hands interlocked. They walked across the bridge that led to the entrance to the meadow. Taking a moment to lean on the bridge edge and look at the how the sun beams reflecting on the water’s surface, making the water glisten. It almost looked magical. Stan rested his head on Mikes shoulder and Mike kissed the top of his head. </p><p>They made their way into the meadow; where a variety of colourful flowers greeted them, such as roses, daises, tulips, orchids as well as many more along with fat and fuzzy bumble bees perched on a few of those flowers making content buzzing noises. There was a white ash tree at the far side of the meadow that provided a patch of shade and a darker scattering of silky grass. They set up their picnic there as the sun reached it’s highest point in the sky. Mike laid down the blanket and they began eating; sharing a few sweet kisses every now and again. </p><p>Stan wanted to say those three sweet little words and he felt like this was the time to say them. Stan leaned over and brushed off a few cookie crumbs from Mikes lips. He smiled at him and they made eye contact. Stan’s hand rested gently on Mike’s cheek ‘I love you’ Stan said clearly and sweetly. He felt a small bubbling of anxiety that quickly melted away when Mike grinned from ear to ear ‘I love you too Dove’ they leaned in for a very long loving kiss.</p><p>The rest of the afternoon was spent making daisy chains together. Mike wasn’t the best at it but tried anyway. They made daisy flower crowns and bracelets and laid it on each other’s head and wrist. When the sun decreased in intensity. They laid out amongst the flowers and talked about the different cloud formations. Some looked like flowers and others looked like animals and others looked like nothing in particular. They stayed out until dusk where Mike walked Stan back home sharing one final sweet kiss and a promise to do this again sometime soon. </p>
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Question: ‘ did you hang up on me just now? ’  + stanlon!
Answer: <p>hey remember when you sent me this ask a year and a half ago??? <a href="https://tmblr.co/mwTqNNedN4_b7n3POyzXTww">@lukeccrain</a> haha i’m so sorry<br/><br/>.<br/><br/></p><p>young losers set in the present day !!</p><p>not entirely sure how long this should be<br/><br/></p><p>“did you hang up on me just now?” + stanlon :)<br/></p><p>….</p><p>It wasn’t often that you found Stanley Uris actually talking to someone on a device used for that exact purpose. </p><p>Richie swore up and down that he was an old man in a teenager’s body. Constantly asking the other losers to help him send pictures and open apps.</p><p>Mike thought it was so cute, though. He loved the little face Stan made when he was trying to focus on the small words and swipe through his apps. <br/></p><p>“You should call him,” Richie told Stan one time when they were sitting in the blonde boy’s room. He was referring to his boyfriend of course. But he mostly just wanted to watch Stanley try to figure it out himself. <br/><br/>“Okay…” He said, slowly but surely fumbling through the apps on his phone and winding up in the right place to make the call. <br/></p><p>It didn’t take long for Mike to pick up, his voice on the other side of the line sounding very excited and proud for his <i>not </i>tech-savvy boyfriend. “Did you actually do that by yourself?” He asked, Stan could hear his smile through the phone. <br/></p><p>“Yeah,” Stan said, proud of himself despite Richie laughing at him from across the room. <br/></p><p>“You’re so cute,” Mike said, “Now you can teach <i>me</i> how to do it.”<br/></p><p>“Hey! Don’t make fun-” Stan was cut off by the low beeping sound indicating that their call was disconnected. He scoffed in frustration, immediately picking it back up when Mike’s face popped up on his screen again. <br/></p><p>“Did you hang up on me just now, Mike?” Stan asked, offended. “Did you seriously just hang up on me?”<br/></p><p>“Are you kidding, Stan? You hung up on me.” Mike said. He couldn’t hide his laughter. <br/></p><p>“Don’t make fun of me!” Stan said. <br/></p><p>“You hit the button with your cheek, idiot,” Richie’s voice rang from Stan’s bed. He was talking to Eddie now.<br/></p><p>“Ohh,” Stan said, suddenly apologetic. <br/></p><p>“Ohhh,” Mike mimicked playfully.<br/></p>
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Question: <p>stanlon + 14 or 25?</p>
Answer: <p><a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/185047746609/25-stanlon">I’ve actually already done 25 for stanlon </a>so here’s 14: Lab Partners</p><p>Mike examined the terrarium he constructed over the weekend, examining every leaf of every fern and watering the polka dot plants that had begun to sprout. The large aquarium turned terrarium smelled like a dense forest, making Mike recall memories of his early childhood. </p><p>“Oh my gosh it looks great!” Mike turned, seeing a smiling Stanley behind him. </p><p>“You think so? It better, my Momma was on my <i>ass</i> about this.” They shared a laugh, both extremely familiar with Jessica’s adoration for botanicals. </p><p>“I bet she’s proud.” Stan hummed, hoisting a wooden crate onto the table. Drilled into the pine were holes, large enough for air, but small enough for looking. The large thing left a pause in the air, hanging like apples in a tree. </p><p>“Is that&hellip;” Mike started, staring at the crate. Stan nodded. “My dad helped me pick it up this morning. You would not <i>believe</i> the argument I had to get into with my study hall teacher over him.” They both snorted. “Ready?” Mike nodded. </p><p>Slowly, Stan opened the lid of the crate, the wood making a loud creaking noise that echoed off the fluorescent lights and linoleum floor. Eyes turned to the crate, waiting. Mike peered into the wood, seeing wide yellow eyes meet his own. A tiny croak came from the lizard.</p><p>“I love him.” Mike beamed, watching Stan carefully take the creature out and place him in his new home. They both watched happily as the reptile crept through the plants to the cool rocks. “Have you picked out a name?” Mike asked, turning to Stan, who shrugged. </p><p>“You know I’m more of a bird person myself.” </p><p>“Stan, birds are reptiles.” </p><p>“That is beside the point.” Stan huffed, knowing that if he said anything to retort his lab partner they’d be arguing for hours. “I thought you would like to do the honors.” </p><p>Mike hummed, watching the small lizard lounging next to the tiny pond. “How about&hellip; Robin?” Stan smiled, nodding in agreement.</p><p>“This does nothing for your reptile-bird argument though.” Uris warned. Mike put his hands up in surrender. </p><p>“Whatever you say.” </p>
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Question: <p>Stanlon, please?</p>
Answer: <p>“Listen, I don’t think we’ll get in trouble for this.” Mike speaks slowly, eyeing Stan up and down. “But if we’re doing this, I need you to know there’s no going back.”</p><p>Stan swallows harshly, holding the cat closer to his chest. Mike is pretty sure he never saw him so determined before. “We’re doing this.” He says calmly. </p><p>“Okay.” Mike whispers. “We’re doing this.”</p><p>Stan looks into Mike’s eyes for reassurance, nodding firmly. “Okay.” He blinks. “<i>How</i> are we doing this exactly?”</p><p>Mike bites his lip. “I think we should just&hellip; act normal.”</p><p>“Cool. I can do that.” Stan whispers. He looks down at the brown cat, petting his ears until he begins to purr. “He’s ours now.”</p><p>They slowly make their way out of the abandoned yard, avoiding the windows of the old house. It had been two weeks since it’s owner - an old, evil-looking man with a sharp crutch and a careless behavior had left. But they weren’t taking any risks. “Sawyer,” Stan whispers. “Get in.” The kitten immediately does as he’s told, swiftly stepping into Stan’s backpack. </p><p>“Sawyer?” Mike frowns. </p><p>Stan looks at him defensively, leaving the backpack mostly open and carefully slipping his arms through the straps. “What? It’s a good name. He answers to it already.”</p><p>Mike shrugs with a small smile, hopping on his bike. Stan is fast to take his place in the back, trying his best to look completely ordinary as they make their way out of the man’s house, ignoring the neighbors’ curious glances. </p><p>It’s a quick ride to Bill’s house, and they sigh in relief when the garage door begins to slip open right at the moment they arrive. They rush inside, making sure the door is completely shut before retrieving Sawyer out of the backpack.</p><p>“Is it done? Did it work?!” Eddie whispers eagerly, Richie on his heels with a matching excited and curious look.</p><p>“Of c-course it did. R-right?” Bill asks. </p><p>“Yeah,” Stan grins, carefully taking the small cat into his arms. Sawyer purrs, rubbing his head against Stan’s chest. </p><p>“Oh my god, he’s adorable!” Bev beams.</p><p>“Yeah,” Mike sighs, putting his arm around Stan’s shoulders. He looks at him contently and Stan smiles in return, leaning into Mike as their friends begin to take their turns holding the kitten. “He is.”</p>
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Question: <p>wsiw: i remember reading this in the book but i cant say surely who it was i believe it was Bill?</p>
Answer: <p>Unfortunately no, it wasn&rsquo;t Bill. It was Ben 😔 but continue to read that book because so many more quotes will be coming from there 😄</p>
Tags: wsiw, itfandomprompts, eddieomyspaghettio
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Question: <p>For the who said it wednesday: it was ben hanscom! at the beginning, when he was at the bar.</p>
Answer: <p>You are correct! 😄 nothing like a drink before going to your death, am I right? 😏</p>
Tags: wsiw, itfandomprompts, eyes-wandering
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Question: <p>WSIW: Book Ben?</p>
Answer: <p>Correct 😊</p>
Tags: wsiw, itfandomprompts, anonymous
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Question: <p>Is the Wednesday thing Ben? (I know you won't answer until next time, this is just my guess!)</p>
Answer: <p>Yes it is! You are correct, my friend! 😄</p>
Tags: wsiw, itfandomprompts, anonymous
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Question: <p>Pretty sure Ben said it</p>
Answer: <p>And that is correct 😊</p>
Tags: wsiw, itfandomprompts, derpyanimatesstuff
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Question: <p>For the WSIW It&rsquo;s book Ben right??? :D</p>
Answer: <p>That&rsquo;s right 😆</p>
Tags: wsiw, itfandomprompts, anonymous
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Question: <p>book ben for the quote ?</p>
Answer: <p>You are correct 😊</p>
Tags: wsiw, itfandomprompts, transrich
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Question: <p>for the wsiw: ben in the book</p>
Answer: <p>Correct 😄</p>
Tags: wsiw, itfandomprompts, poseidonquiversbeforethem
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Question: <p>for WSIW - ben from the book?</p>
Answer: <p>Correct! It was Ben 😊</p>
Tags: wsiw, itfandomprompts, blondekasp
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Question: <p>2017 Eddie Kaspbrak for your WSIW. </p>
Answer: <p>Correct! 😄</p>
Tags: wsiw, itfandomprompts, november hydrangea
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Question: <p>for the wsiw it&rsquo;s eddie! i could probably say all his lines the same speed as him. catch me rappin&#128514;</p>
Answer: <p>Correct! Would love to see that honestly 😂😂</p>
Tags: wsiw, itfandomprompts, eddieomyspaghettio
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Question: <p>For this week's quote: Eddie in the 2017 movie. Talkin about Ben's injury!</p>
Answer: <p>*in our Pennywise&rsquo;s voice* Kee-rect! 😊</p><p><br/></p>
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Question: <p>Eddie Kaspbrak in It Chapter 1 (2017)</p>
Answer: <p>You&rsquo;re correct! 😌</p>
Tags: wsiw, itfandomprompts, anonymous
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Question: <p>Eddie-It 2017 for the Wednesday Question</p>
Answer: <p>Correct 😄</p>
Tags: wsiw, itfandomprompts, lgbtqmads
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Question: <p>Eddie from it chapter 1</p>
Answer: <p>That&rsquo;s correct 🥳🥳</p>
Tags: wsiw, itfandomprompts, 3tothe1

Post id: 627195256252809216
Date: 2020-08-22 23:46:47 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/627195256252809216/gm-could-you-do-hanbrough-cuddles-hcs-pls-if
Slug: gm-could-you-do-hanbrough-cuddles-hcs-pls-if
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Question: <p>Gm!!! could you do Hanbrough cuddles hcs pls if it&rsquo;s alright &#10084;&#65039;&#129402;&#129392;</p>
Answer: <p>Yes I love Hanbrough cuddles! Here’s just some general cuddle head-canons, enjoy :)</p><p><a class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more" href="https://antisociallilbrat.tumblr.com/post/620505623060168704/gm-could-you-do-hanbrough-cuddles-hcs-pls-if">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: <p>Who said it Wednesday: Stan's head in IT 1990</p>
Answer: <p>Sorry, that is incorrect! ☹ the correct answer was Pennywise the Dancing Clown from the 1990s miniseries! You still had the right movie in mind though, so yay 😊</p>
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Question: <p>ok au where eddies dealing with his sexuality and his mother&rsquo;s overbearing and repressing and &ldquo;don&rsquo;t touch the other boys and their germs&rdquo; stuff,  so he goes to a sex shop and maybe buys something, doesn&rsquo;t like it, comes back maybe a week later and grabs something else, this continues and sex shop worker richie&rsquo;s like &ldquo;damn he&rsquo;s kinky&rdquo; but really he&rsquo;s trying to find out what he&rsquo;s into and richie helps </p>
Answer: <p>WHO ARE YOU; I WANT TO KNOW YOUR LOCATION??!?!?!!</p><p>This. Is. Brilliant!!</p><p>Like home for the summer after his first year at college, Eddie has been staring at boys all year long. Only, not just boys. One boy in particular. This stupid guy with unruly hair, tapped together glasses, and ripped jeans. They had a required gen ed class together and Eddie would sometimes find himself glancing over at this lanky ass dipshit who couldn’t stop talking, never took notes, but somehow always got his tests back with High A’s.</p><p>Going home for summer, he knew he’d miss his mystery genius wrapped in terrible shirt patterns, and sitting alone in his room one night he&hellip; He just has a thought. He didn’t mean to have a thought, but he had it. Thinking about being in class a little too early and the smart dipshit is there probably actually studying because there’s no way he’s just naturally smart, but when he sees Eddie, he gets up and crowds him in against the door so he an lock it. Eddie is hot and flushed and hard and he quickly shakes off that thought because oh no.</p><p>Only&hellip; These thoughts get worse. And the more he tries to <i>not</i> think of them the more he gets them until finally he’s frustrated enough that he looks up the nearest sex shop and then has to convince himself out of torching his computer because oh god if his mother ever found out, he’d be dead and buried in the back yard.</p><p>Bill gives Eddie a ride because he’s not going to tell anyone, he’ll probably forget about the outing by the next day, and Eddie walks, hands wringing nervously. Straight people go to sex shops, just because he’s walking in doesn’t mean he’s gay. Doesn’t mean people <i>know</i> he’s gay. If he was gay, which he wasn’t&hellip;</p><p>Anyway, he walks in and who the fuck is the attendant behind the counter? Genius dipshit. He has a name tag on that says Richie, and a few pins that are unsavory and lewd and Eddie immediately turns beat red and he tries to walk around and hide behind shelves but all that does is force Richie to look up because wait was this guy trying to shoplift? So he calls across the store (it’s not a very big store, Richie can see basically every inch of it, and where he couldn’t there were mirrors.“If you’re that desperate, I’ll give you the employee discount.”</p><p>“I’m not desperate!” Eddie retorts, and has to stand on his toes to poke his head over the already low shelves. Richie’s eyes immediately light up and he grins this grin that both enrages Eddie and shoots a line of heat straight to his dick. “Of course you fucking work at a sex shop, you fucking pervert.”</p><p>“A jobs a job, you’re the one shopping here.”</p><p>Eddie’s ears are red now and his arms are crossed so tight across his chest it’s like he’s trying to suffocate himself out of this embarrassing situation. He makes to leave, and Richie’s smile falls.</p><p>“Hey! Hey, I’m sorry. I was kidding. There’s nothing wrong with sex, it’s perfectly healthy if practiced safely. Do you need any help?”</p><p>“Please stop talking to me.” Eddie hides his face in hands and wishes the ground would swallow him whole.</p><p>Richie leaves him alone, and Eddie just grabs something, fucking anything. It’s a bullet vibrator that he has no fucking clue what he’s going to do with, like can a guy even <i>use</i> this? Whatever. He buys it and leaves and has no plan to come back.</p><p>Only that night he fantasizes about Richie and this tiny ass vibrator isn’t doing much. <i>Fuck him</i>, he has to go back to the shop.</p>
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Question: <p>The answer to the guess the quote is Richie from IT chapter one&#9996;&#127995;</p>
Answer: <p>You are correct 😄</p>
Tags: WSIW, richie toizer, itfandomprompts, correct
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Question: <p>Who said it wednesday - Richie Tozier</p>
Answer: <p>Correct 😄</p>
Tags: WSIW, itfandomprompts, richie tozier, correct
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Question: <p>Hello! Is it okay if I write for your prompts instead of draw (terrible at it) and send a link to my writing? Or I might post it to Tumblr. </p>
Answer: <p>Yes of course! You can create whatever you’d like! </p><p>We’d prefer to be tagged on tumblr so we can reblog it but if you send a link we’ll post that as well. </p><p>Thanks! </p>
Tags: prompts, november-hydrangea
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Question: <p>which fanfics are those favorite quotes from? </p>
Answer: <p>Hi:)</p><p>The first one is from The Years Go By Like Days</p><p class="npf_link" data-npf='{"type":"link","url":"https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Farchiveofourown.org%2Fworks%2F13593369&amp;t=NTRlOTUzYmQ3YWMyMmY4MTA1MTM3YjVkNDlhY2UyOWViYzIyMTI4ZSxlOWM0NDgzMzdjYzk1ZGQyOTEzZmRlMTg1MzhhZDgyNTFkMmI1MTQ5&amp;ts=1596488427","display_url":"https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Farchiveofourown.org%2Fworks%2F13593369&amp;t=NTRlOTUzYmQ3YWMyMmY4MTA1MTM3YjVkNDlhY2UyOWViYzIyMTI4ZSxlOWM0NDgzMzdjYzk1ZGQyOTEzZmRlMTg1MzhhZDgyNTFkMmI1MTQ5&amp;ts=1596488427","title":"\n        the years go by like days - georgiestauffenberg - IT (2017) [Archive of Our Own]\n    ","description":"An Archive of Our Own, a project of the\n    Organization for Transformative Works","site_name":"archiveofourown.org"}'><a href="https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Farchiveofourown.org%2Fworks%2F13593369&amp;t=NTRlOTUzYmQ3YWMyMmY4MTA1MTM3YjVkNDlhY2UyOWViYzIyMTI4ZSxlOWM0NDgzMzdjYzk1ZGQyOTEzZmRlMTg1MzhhZDgyNTFkMmI1MTQ5&amp;ts=1596488427" target="_blank">
        the years go by like days - georgiestauffenberg - IT (2017) [Archive of Our Own]
    </a></p><p>And the second is from the first installment in f the Greater Fool Series by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/MtgF6z5aOCPSQii7tnApncQ">@yallreddieforthis</a> !</p><p class="npf_link" data-npf="{&quot;type&quot;:&quot;link&quot;,&quot;url&quot;:&quot;https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Farchiveofourown.org%2Fworks%2F12397323&amp;t=MTNiMGRlNDhhOTk1YTIzYWFkMDAyNzQwNDlkNTc2MTUyMmFmZGViZixjYTFmYzI1MmQ0MDQyY2M5ZDc5ODRlNDNhMTk5ZTIyMjg2MzI1YTNk&amp;ts=1596488530&quot;,&quot;display_url&quot;:&quot;https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Farchiveofourown.org%2Fworks%2F12397323&amp;t=MTNiMGRlNDhhOTk1YTIzYWFkMDAyNzQwNDlkNTc2MTUyMmFmZGViZixjYTFmYzI1MmQ0MDQyY2M5ZDc5ODRlNDNhMTk5ZTIyMjg2MzI1YTNk&amp;ts=1596488530&quot;,&quot;title&quot;:&quot;\n        I Can't Believe It's Not Richie - mischiefmanager - IT (2017) [Archive of Our Own]\n    &quot;,&quot;description&quot;:&quot;An Archive of Our Own, a project of the\n    Organization for Transformative Works&quot;,&quot;site_name&quot;:&quot;archiveofourown.org&quot;}"><a href="https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Farchiveofourown.org%2Fworks%2F12397323&amp;t=MTNiMGRlNDhhOTk1YTIzYWFkMDAyNzQwNDlkNTc2MTUyMmFmZGViZixjYTFmYzI1MmQ0MDQyY2M5ZDc5ODRlNDNhMTk5ZTIyMjg2MzI1YTNk&amp;ts=1596488530" target="_blank">
        I Can&rsquo;t Believe It&rsquo;s Not Richie - mischiefmanager - IT (2017) [Archive of Our Own]
    </a></p><p>Happy reading!</p>
Tags: thanks for the ask
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Question: <p>I&rsquo;m in need of angst today, have you got anything that will give me all the feels? &#128522;</p>
Answer: <p>Hmmmm I thought about this for a long time and cycled through a lot of potential ideas, but I think I&rsquo;ve settled on the most angst I believe u can handle 🙂</p><p>Sonia goes a little overboard in her attempts to protect her son, graduating from sugar pills and HydrOx to real medications, things she gets her hands on through lying and manipulation and trips to the doctor where she keeps one hand on the back of Eddie&rsquo;s neck so he doesn&rsquo;t &ldquo;forget&rdquo; what he&rsquo;s been told to say. She tries to protect him from everything and everyone else but fails to protect him from her own self.</p><p>She keeps pushing and pushing, inching into the territory of dangerous behaviour, drugging him up with all kinds of shit to keep him sedate and meek. Crying and telling him how cruel and terrible he is when he tries to resist. Sometimes hurting him if he fights back.</p><p>Eddie chooses not to tell the other Losers, maybe because he doesn&rsquo;t want to admit there&rsquo;s anything wrong with the way his mother is treating him (she loves him, she says she does, so she wouldn&rsquo;t do anything truly bad to him, just tell the occasional white lie to protect him, right?) and maybe because&hellip; wouldn&rsquo;t that be embarrassing to admit? He knows his friends can tell something is wrong but he doesn’t want to say outright that he’s been complicit in all of this, so if they ever ask he just says he’s tired or he isn’t feeling well or he’s having a bad day (if he’s being honest, every day is a bad day).</p><p>So you can imagine their surprise when he doesn’t show up to hang out with them several days in a row, and isn’t at school on Monday, and won’t answer any phone calls, and no one will come to the door when the Losers come knocking. They go so far as sneaking up into his room through the window, but find nothing: bed made, everything in its place, no sign of Eddie.</p><p>Only for Richie to head home, dejected and a little heartbroken (why would Eddie ever hide from them like this?) to find his mother crying at the kitchen island and his dad trying to console her, and when he asks what’s wrong she just cries harder, and tells him she’s so sorry, she’s so so sorry, trying to pull him into a hug. Richie’s only confused until his dad presses a newspaper into his hands, opened to the obituaries page, and he doesn’t even have to read any further to <i>know.</i></p>
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Question: <p>PLEASE talk to me abt Reddie's blood kink &#128557;&#128557; i rarely see that kink ever omg</p>
Answer: <p>More blood!!</p><p>God which things haven’t I talked about at this point? Lol</p><p>Richie absolutely 100% bites Eddie’s lip so hard it bleeds and then sucks the blood right from the cut. Sometimes he’ll even make himself bleed and make Eddie lick it off him, or if he’s got Eddie tied up/underneath him, he’ll cut somewhere on his hand or arm nice and deep and make Eddie keep his mouth open while blood drips onto his tongue.</p><p>He’ll also use their blood (ideally mixed together) to write his initials all over Eddie’s body, and prevent him from cleaning it off for as long as possible. One day he’s going to snap and just carve his initials right onto the curve of his hip, right where he can put his hand over it while he’s holding him still so he can fuck him (Eddie gets very squirmy when he’s overstimulated, and he’s often overstimulated). He carves <i>R.T.</i> on Eddie and then alternates between licking the blood that’s welling up there and eating him out, which results in blood smeared all over Eddie’s ass and thighs and staining Richie’s lips, cheeks, and chin, and when he finally does fuck him and comes inside, the come that leaks out is tinged pink because he worked so much blood into Eddie’s ass with his tongue. </p>
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Question: <p>Hey! Do you know of any events going on in the fandom right now that are inclusive of people under eighteen? I&rsquo;m seventeen and I want to take part in an event but the only ones I can find are 18+, any help would be appreciated! </p>
Answer: <p>Hi! I don&rsquo;t but I&rsquo;m hoping someone else will!</p><p>Anyone know any all age inclusive fandom events? </p>
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Question: <p>Hey! Do you know of any events going on in the fandom right now that are inclusive of people under eighteen? I&rsquo;m seventeen and I want to take part in an event but the only ones I can find are 18+, any help would be appreciated! </p>
Answer: <p>Hi! I don&rsquo;t but I&rsquo;m hoping someone else will!</p><p>Anyone know any all age inclusive fandom events? </p>
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Question: <p>monthly prompts would be really fun!! and maybe featuring more unknown artists and writers to help them get their work seen? </p>
Answer: <p>Yes! That was what I was thinking- maybe a form for people to fill out with the favorite work they’ve created and a few ‘about the artist/writer’ questions. Help get some recognition to lesser known content creators!</p><p>Thanks Anon!</p><p><i>This blog is expanding! If you have ideas for what you’d like to see please send us a message! </i></p>
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Question: <p>I need to see some protective Eddie! Fics are always about Richie being protective, but I want to see it the other way!</p>
Answer: <p><i><b>~ Eddie attends a formal event with Richie and begins to get jealous. ~</b></i></p><p><i><b>Ed</b></i>die hated formal occasions. He hated small talk, he hated wearing itchy suits, he hated the fancy finger food he struggled to eat, and he hated the fancy cocktails with stupid names he had to pretend to like because the bar didn’t serve normal drinks.  Richie would constantly drag Eddie to these charity events where Richie had to show his face to show his support. Richie would always say “baby, I promise it will only be an hour and we can leave,” but every single time, without fail, Richie would get caught talking to some Hollywood bigwig. Eddie would wander into the corner, sulking and waiting patiently, like he had done tonight. </p><p>Eddie had gotten bored from the general chit chat of the night, so he leant up by the bar waiting patiently for his drink to be made. Eddie scanned the crowd trying to look for his tall fiance. Eventually, Eddie found him due to him being a head taller than most of the other people. He was so animated when he talked and Eddie half-smiled at the sight of Richie manically waving his hands around as he told a story. People laughed around him as he spoke. Eddie turned as his drink was passed to him by the bartender. Eddie stared down at the drink then back up at the bartender. </p><p>“I asked for a gin and tonic,” Eddie said.</p><p>“This is a gin and tonic,” the bartender said back before turning to go serve someone else. Eddie looked down at the old fashioned glass which contained a pink gin of some sort and glitter sprinkled around the rim and swirling amongst the ice and grapefruit garnish. Eddie looked at it and sighed before reluctantly picking it up and taking a sip from the straw sticking out of it. The sweetness made him wince and he sighed again as he leaned back against the bar. Eddie’s eyes looked at Richie from across the room, who was now talking to another man. Eddie’s eyebrows raised when he saw the man casually put his hand on Richie’s elbow, and laugh along at Richie’s joke. Eddie sipped his drink watching Richie talk to the man, feeling a glare fall on his face. A wave of anger started to grow inside of him. The man leaned into Richie more as he laughed, letting his hand travel down Richie’s chest. </p><p>“Oh fuck no,” Eddie muttered, beginning to walk through the crowd of people, letting people move out the way of him and stare at Eddie. But Eddie was seeing red, he didn’t care what people thought of him. Most of Richie’s peers didn’t like that Richie proposed to a ‘<i>nobody</i>’. Most of Hollywood people married each other.  Eddie finally got to Richie and stood next to the two men and they kept laughing. They finished off laughing at Eddie staring up at Richie still scowling. </p><p>“Oh,” Richie still said laughing, “hey Ed’s.” Richie glanced down at Eddie’s drink, “Whatcha got there?” </p><p>“Apparently a gin and tonic,” Eddie mumbled, sipping it. Richie laughed as Eddie winced again at the taste of the drink. “What <i>you </i>got <i>there</i>.” Eddie sarcastically replied. </p><p>“What are you on about?” Richie asked, and Eddie glanced towards the man across from Richie waiting with a smile on his face. Richie caught on quickly  “Oh, Eddie this is Damian.” Richie said gesturing towards the handsome man across from him. Damien was dark-haired, blue eyes and tanned skin. Pretty much an absolute dreamboat.</p><p>“Hey,” the man said and Eddie sarcastically smiled and raised his eyebrows as he turned to look at Damien. Richie started speaking again, </p><p>“Damien this is my boyfriend-”</p><p>“Fiance.” Eddie interrupted. </p><p>“Sorry, fiance, happened recently.” Richie quickly said. Eddie looked down at the ring around his finger and smiled up at Richie then back to Damien. The small band had a couple of diamonds on and it glistened in the ballroom lights. Eddie tapped his ring against his glass, letting the tapping noise beat with the music. The noise made Damien’s eyes go to the ring.</p><p>“Oh lovely, congratulations,” Damien said as he sipped his drink. Eddie could see that Damien was disappointed and Eddie loved it. Eddie put his arm around Richie. “I never thought someone could tie you down, Richie.” Damien laughed and so did Richie, making Eddie tightening his grip onto Richie. </p><p>“What’s that supposed to mean?” Eddie asked, making Damien give an embarrassed laugh.</p><p>“I’ll catch up with you guys later?” Damien quickly said and smiled at them both for turning to stroll away. </p><p>“Bye!” Richie called after him sarcastically and tutted. Richie pushed Eddie in front of him, making Eddie stumble over his footing.</p><p>“What the fuck, Richie.” Eddie moaned, looking up at Richie.</p><p>“Is there a reason you&rsquo;re being a brat?” Richie said quietly.</p><p>“No, I’m not.” Eddie mumbled and Richie raised his eyebrows. Eddie rolled his eyes, and Richie pulled him in closer. </p><p>“Babe, I love you, but you’re being a little bitch,” Richie whispered. </p><p>“I don’t like seeing these people all over you,” Eddie moaned as he put a hand on Richie’s chest, letting himself smooth Richie’s tie-down. Richie gave a breathy laugh. Richie leant down and kissed Eddie on the cheek. </p><p>“You know,” Richie murmured, looking around them to see if anyone was listening, “I kind of like you all wound up.” Eddie gave Richie a quick shove on the shoulder and went to sip his drink again. “Maybe I should let men hit on me more.” </p><p>“If you don’t shut the fuck up right now I am going to leave your ass here.” Eddie groaned and Richie chuckled, but deep down he kind of liked the fact that other men found Richie attractive. Richie let his hand go up towards Eddie’s face and stroke his cheek. Eddie tipped his head into Richie’s hand and smiled, letting his anger soften up at Richie’s smile. The majority of his life he would’ve hated this, a room full of people probably glancing at the PDA, but Eddie didn’t care. He was in love, and part of being in love with Richie was putting up with all the stupid events and all the shitty people they both had to put up with. </p><p> “You know that I would rather be alone with you, not here,” Richie muttered,  and Eddie believed him. </p><p>“I know,” Eddie sighed. Eddie leant up and kissed Richie gently, and Richie smiled into the kiss. Eddie stayed on his tiptoes to whisper in his ear, “maybe if we leave in the next hour, I’ll let you show me how much you don’t want to be here.” Eddie collapsed back onto his feet and sip his drink again. Richie blushed and awkwardly laughed, looking down at his feet, shuffling them around. Eddie loved how embarrassed Richie still got when Eddie was forward. </p><p>“Sounds good,” Richie laughed, “now can you walk around with me talking to people I don’t care about? Be my eye candy for the evening?”</p><p>“I’m offended and complimented all at once,” Eddie laughed while threading his arm into Richie’s. </p><p>“That’s my boy,” Richie muttered, as they began to walk to a group of people, Eddie sipping his drink, thinking he might actually be starting to like it.</p>
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Question: <p>This might sound kinda weird, but how about a Reddie fic where Richie&rsquo;s there for Eddie (after they&rsquo;ve started dating) while Eddie gets his wisdom teeth removed and is all loopy on the medicine (and/or maybe the other way around too lol)</p>
Answer: <p>It&rsquo;s three in the afternoon when Richie pulls Eddie through the apartment door and past the living room, their arms weirdly looped around each other as Eddie gave half his weight to Richie, still weak from the anesthesia. Richie manages to make it into the bedroom and right to the end of their bed before his arms give out and Eddie sits back on the mattress with a rather pronounced thunk. As Richie leans down to inspect him, Eddie reaches out and grabs for Richie&rsquo;s face. Richie pulls away.</p><p>&ldquo;Quit,&rdquo; he murmurs, snorting. &ldquo;I&rsquo;m not kissing you with blood and gauze in your mouth.&rdquo; </p><p>Eddie, who&rsquo;d been more drowsy and less talkative most of the ride home, now blinks at Richie with wide-awake eyes. &ldquo;I&rsquo;d kiss <i>you</i>,&rdquo; he says matter-of-factly.</p><p>&ldquo;Oh, I see.&rdquo; Richie turns to their dresser drawers to grab a couple of t-shirts with less drool on them. &ldquo;Gather &lsquo;round, y'all,&rdquo; he says to an empty room. &ldquo;Eds&rsquo; got jokes!&rdquo; </p><p>&ldquo;I mean it,&rdquo; Eddie scowls, and maybe he really does, but Richie can&rsquo;t think about that right now. He&rsquo;s tired from waking up early, and tired from driving, and tired from trying to put himself in Eddie&rsquo;s head in order to take care of him the way Eddie might otherwise take care of himself.</p><p>Eddie&rsquo;s head is an <i>exhausting</i> space. Richie doesn&rsquo;t understand how Eddie isn&rsquo;t sleeping 24/7. </p><p>He hands Eddie the t-shirt he grabbed for him—something old and worn from Derry—and Eddie seems to frown at it as Richie changes into his own. </p><p>&ldquo;Can I have one of yours?&rdquo; he asks. Richie&rsquo;s glasses twist painfully on his face as he pulls his head through his shirt and he adjusts them before giving Eddie a curious look. Eddie shrugs. &ldquo;To compensate for the two gaping holes I have in my mouth,&rdquo; he explains. &ldquo;And the fact that you won&rsquo;t kiss me.&rdquo; </p><p>&ldquo;Oh my god.&rdquo; Richie rolls his eyes, even as he turns back to find him one of his own shirts. &ldquo;Just wait til the pain kicks in.&rdquo; </p><p>Eddie is already stripped down to his boxers by the time Richie finds him something wear. He takes the oversized t-shirt gratefully this time, and tucks himself into bed after putting it on. Richie&rsquo;s about to head out to get some water when Eddie grabs his wrist and holds him back.</p><p>&ldquo;Wait,&rdquo; he says softly. &ldquo;I think I&rsquo;m missing something.&rdquo;</p><p>Richie falters a little bit, but manages a laugh. He brings Eddie&rsquo;s hand up to his mouth and kisses it. &ldquo;Like your wisdom teeth, maybe?&rdquo;  </p><p>&ldquo;Oh,&rdquo; Eddie smiles, cheeks pinking. &ldquo;Maybe so.&rdquo; </p>
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Question: <p>I saw you&rsquo;re taking requests and was wondering if I could request some mike/bill bill specific hurt/comfort &#128557;</p>
Answer: <p><b>This is a long one loves, Thank you for the request.</b></p><p><b>My inbox is always open for fic prompts and ideas lovelies &lt;3</b></p><p><b>Patreon: </b><a href="https://victorydoll.tumblr.com/">https://victorydoll.tumblr.com/</a></p><p>Coming back from the battle with Pennywise had given Bill a brand-new perspective on life. His opinion had changed about a few things and one of the major changes was how he felt about his wife Audra. His marriage with Audra was crumbling before he left. When he returned home there was no warm welcome back. The problem was that Audra was a workaholic. It used to be a trait that Bill used to admire in her, but it had become a problem for him. They didn’t talk anymore. They were barley intimate and whenever Bill brought it up Audra would become very defensive; They don’t talk much anymore. Their marriage was no longer a marriage, just two strangers sharing one house.</p><p>He opened the door and places his luggage by the stairs. Audra was in the dining room her eyes glued to her laptop and talking on the phone. Bill didn’t bother telling her that he was back home instead made his way into the kitchen to pour himself a whiskey or maybe two, or three maybe he would drink the whole night. He made his way to his own office, where a stack of letters we’re waiting for him. ‘<b><i>Huh at least she had the decency to leave my mail on my desk’ </i></b>He thought bitterly.</p><p>He decided to leave the mail for now choosing instead to sit at his desk and start writing. He needed to channel what he was feeling into something productive. His phone began ringing on his desk. It was Mike, who told him of the letter from Stan. Bill didn’t believe that Stan was ever weak. He didn’t think that of any one of his friends was weak at all. He made the choice to keep Stan’s letter somewhere safe. He misses him, He wondered what he was like in his adult years; he wished he got to see him. </p><p>He spent some time speaking to Mike after that. His warm voice a welcome comfort from the cold, empty shell of his home. ‘I love you man’ Mike added as he signed off. ‘I love you too’ Bill added. Those words resonated with him for a while. Mike told him he was off to Florida. Bill had the sudden urge to run away with him, but it wasn’t as easy as that. </p><p>The rest of the day was a blur of eating, drinking and unintelligible writing. Audra only left the dining room to grab some leftovers and to go to the bathroom. She didn’t acknowledge Bill until she came up to bed. ‘Oh, hi honey. I didn’t hear you come in’ Audra slipped into Bed next to him and kissed him quickly on the cheek. Bill sighed. ‘I got back earlier. You we’re too busy working to notice’. Audra rolled her eyes ‘I’m working you know this. Can I make it up to you?’ She began kissing his neck; but Bill turned his back to her ‘I’m too tired from my trip’. Audra shrugged and a few moments later she was fast asleep.</p><p>The couple struggled to be intimate for a while now. When they did it was never good, Audra always felt too distant to be fully into it. It was like all the passion has gone. Bill closed his eyes and sleep took over. He dreamt of Mike. holding mike, feeling mike, kissing mike, having passionate sex with Mike.</p><p>Bill’s alarm woke him up. He sat up with a morning boner and tears falling from his cheeks. He was so overwhelmed with emotions and he could just remember the hazy bliss that his dream provided. His fingers traced his lips and he could almost feel Mike’s on his. </p><p>Bill and Mike spoke every day after that. They talked about Mike’s new house, how the other Losers we’re doing as well as other this. There was always this playful atmosphere between them. Hearing Mikes voice became the best part of Bill’s day and spending time with Mike took over his dreams. </p><p>Bill returned from town; Audra had sent him on a convoluted shopping trip. He was out for the rest of the morning. When he returned; he expected to see Audra in the dining room, but she wasn’t there. He frowned but dismissed it for now and decided to put the shopping away. It was as he was putting the bags on the counter when he heard giggling and chatting from upstairs. Bill was confused Audra didn’t tell him she was having guests over.</p><p>Bill made his way upstairs and the giggling was also accompanied by moans. Bill frowned but as soon as he realised what was going on, he got mad. He barged into their shared bedroom to see his wife in the arms of another man in the middle of sex. He didn’t recognize the man from the back but when he turned around to face Bill. It was one of Audra’s co stars from the previous film they worked on a year back. Bill’s mouth was wide open, but words weren’t coming out. He felt betrayed; he knew that their marriage was crumbling but to cheat on him. That crossed a fucking line. ‘Bill!’ Audra yelled pulling down her dress. Bill left the room; he needed to get away.</p><p>‘Bill wait. Can we talk about this’. Audra yelled after him. Bill stood still on the stairs hands gripping the banister and anger flowing through him. ‘How long?’ Bill said steadily not facing his wife. Audra didn’t answer. Bill turned ‘How fucking long Audra!’ ‘A year’ Audra replied looking down at the floor. Bill was seething ‘A year! Not even after I left for Derry. I thought I was to blame for our marriage crumbling but you we’re seeing him behind my back. Not once did I go back on my vows. I stayed loyal to you even though things we’re hard. You weren’t at all interested in working on our marriage were you. Well now I’m going to make it easier for you I’m fucking leaving. You’ll be hearing from my lawyer. Fuck you Audra!’. Bill descended down the rest of the stairs. Audra was trying to talk to him as he packed a bag, but he wasn’t interested in anything that she had to say.</p><p>He left and went straight to his car. He placed his hands on the steering wheel and for a moment just stared into the distance. His phone is what brought him out of his trance as Mikes name flashed up on his phone. ‘Hey Mike’ Bill spoke with a slight tremble. ‘Is everything okay Bill? You seem off’. Bill tried to keep it together as he spoke but there was something about how comforting and gentle Mike’s voice was that just broke him. Immediately Bill’s eyes flooded with tears. </p><p>‘She cheated on me Mike’. ‘What! What happened?’ ‘I found her in bed with one of her co-stars. She’s been having an affair…She says it’s been going on for a year… How could I have not known that this was happening under my roof…I feel so stupid. I thought it was my fault that our marriage was falling apart but it was her all along’. Bill was really crying now. He needed Mike to hold him and take him away from it all and keep hm safe.</p><p>‘Hey listen to me. You couldn’t have known. Some people are really good at hiding things like that. Nothing is your fault. Where are you now?’ ‘I’m in my car. I told her I was leaving her and packed a few things. I need to contact my lawyer and file for a divorce but I’m so stressed. I have nowhere to go. I’ve lost a home and a wife in one day. God Mike, I don’t know what to do’. </p><p>‘Okay. I’m booking a flight. I’m coming down to LA I can be with you by the morning. You don’t need to go through this alone. Do you have money for a hotel for the night? I can send you some if not’. <i>‘<b>Mike is willing to drop everything to be with me’. </b></i>‘You don’t have to! You probably have your own problems, then to be dealing with a mess like me. I have money. I’ll go and look for a hotel’ Bill blubbered still crying. ‘Listen to me. You are not a mess. No way am I leaving you alone to deal with this I’m coming whether you like it or not’. Bill decided not to argue. Hearing Mike’s voice made him feel safe but having him around would make him feel at home. Something Bill hasn’t felt since the losers reunion.</p><p>The next morning Bill and Mike met up at the airport. Bill flung his arms around Mike and broke down in floods of tears. Mike didn’t need to say anything just held him in his arms until Bill had calmed down. The next few days where a whirlwind. Bill filed for divorce and started the process of disconnecting his life from Audra. Mike didn’t leave his side the whole time. Mike was a great contrast to the drama. Mike surprised him with little treats, taking him out to the movies or sometimes they would just lay cuddled up to each other chatting the night away. </p><p>A few months had passed, and the divorce was near it’s end. Something new had blossomed between the duo. Spending soo much time together in one hotel room, sharing one bed was the perfect recipe for something romantic to bloom. Those little trips would turn into dates, and late-night chats turned into lazy kisses and passionate love making with hands intertwined and sometimes even a few tears shared. </p><p>Mike woke up Bill with gentle kisses on his back. Bill smiled and fluttered his eyes open ‘Mmm morning baby’ Bill said sleepily. Mike wrapped his arms around Bill ‘Morning sunshine. How did you sleep’. Bill turned to face him and kissed Mike lazily on the lips ‘Mmm good. I dreamt of you’ Mike smiled letting their foreheads press together ‘Oh yea wanna tell me what it was about’. Mike asked tracing his fingertips on Bills back. Bill blushed and looked down. ‘I’m kidding you don’t have to. I was going to ask you something’ ‘Oh what?’ ‘How would you feel about moving to Florida and living with me’. Bill’s eyes widened ‘You mean it? I don’t wanna intrude’ Mike smiled ‘Intruding on what? My heart? Seriously Bill. I could not think of anything that would make me happier’. Bill tackled him with kisses.</p><p>A week later Bill and Mike got on a plane to Florida. As the plane left off Bill rested his head on Mike’s shoulder. He had time to reflect on this past few months of his life. He was grateful for his return to Derry; it gave the perspective of seeing his sham of a marriage for what it really was. Now he was in the arms of someone it felt right to be with a soulmate even. Someone who would keep him safe, make him feel loved and wanted. </p><p><b><i>‘I’m finally home’.</i></b></p>
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Question: i don't know if you take requests, but whenever you get the chance may you please draw my sunshine boy stanley <3
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1200" data-orig-width="1200"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/ce78a65dcb29ebf81e4dc3d38d65375b/tumblr_inline_p4x8zg54ht1v1v11g_1280.jpg" data-orig-height="1200" data-orig-width="1200"/></figure><p>noodle boy 🍜☀️</p>
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Question: 🎵
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="1314" data-orig-height="1070" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/75c0e233e011420ec5cc3f81942f717e/b23db883a1b21a0a-41/s640x960/ef1d2d25984a780923944b2be2577f4870d78be2.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="1314" data-orig-height="1070"/></figure><p>Song doodles! fallingforyou - The 1975</p>
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Question: 112 and 99 for smut prompts
Answer: <p>Have an old smut prompt that I finally finished last night!</p>
<p><b>“What are you doing in my bed?!” &amp; “I know they’re just stuffed animals but doesn’t it feel weird? It’ like they’re watching us.”</b></p>
<h2><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/20884724/chapters/56704864">Read on AO3</a></h2>
<p><i>NSFW</i></p>
<p>“Eds? Eddie! Eduardo, are you home?“ </p>
<p>Eddie groaned into his pillow, annoyed at being pulled from sleep by Richie’s loud voice. He was about to yell back at him to <i>shut the fuck up</i> so he could keep sleeping when he realized something was wrong. </p>
<p>If only his sleepy brain could remember what⎯ </p>
<p>“Come on Eds, where is my welcome home party?”</p>
<p>Oh, right.</p>
<p>Richie wasn’t supposed to be home at all. </p>
<p>Not until tomorrow anyway when he was due to return from visiting his grandparents. He wasn’t supposed to be home<i> right now</i>, when he could see Eddie sleeping in <i>his </i>room, in <i>his </i>bed and wearing one of <i>his </i>sweaters because Eddie was a pathetic loser who missed his best friend slash roommate slash guy he had been in love with for years and who had trouble sleeping without being able to hear Richie snoring loudly through the thin walls of their apartment.</p>
<p>“What the fuck is he doing here?” Eddie muttered, suddenly feeling wide awake. He was trying to free himself from the blankets and flee to his room when the door swung open. </p>
<p>Richie froze in the doorway probably thinking for a moment that he had just walked into Eddie’s room instead of his own.</p>
<p>When he realized that wasn’t the case, he beamed at Eddie. “There you are! I thought you weren’t home, which would’ve fucking sucked because I only got an earlier flight to hang out with you, and wait⎯ <b>what are you doing in my bed?!</b>” Richie said, all in one breath. He cocked his head to the side, studying Eddie. “And is that my hoodie?”</p> <p><a href="https://jem-carstairs-is-perfection.tumblr.com/post/615342775300456448/112-and-99-for-smut-prompts" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Spare eddie hcs? Pls Migz, spare eddie hcs? I miss you writing the boy!
Answer: <p>i am SO sorry i am like a week and a half late to this, please forgive me 🥺lets talk about eddie</p><ul><li>i think he gets really good at being bad. not… bad per say, but he gets really good at things like sneaking out and standing up to sonia. after the hospital incident, it’s like he’s tugged at a loose thread on his shirt and it’s starting to unravel, you know? they say bravery is addicting…</li><li>after he gets home from the hospital he bikes to the grocery store and picks up a carton of peanut butter. when he gets home, he pops the lid of his epipen and shoves a giant spoonful of jif brand into his mouth and squeezes his eyes closed while he chewed and waited for his throat to close up. but… it didn’t. also, peanut butter is <i>way</i> slimier than he’d imagined. </li><li>eddie memorized the way the stairs creaked. if he stepped to close to the banister on the fifth and seventh step, he’d wake his mom. after being caught once, eddie started practicing during the day; sonia had only barely accepted the shaky <i>i’m thirsty</i> excuse he’d given, bathrobe just barely covering his windbreaker. now, he could get downstairs and out the back door in under thirty seconds with professional ease and barely the sound of a mouse’s yawn.</li><li>bev’s always the first to jump into the quarry, until she isn’t. richie and eddie are standing at the edge arguing about which of them was the real winner of loogie when stan said, scraping dirt out from under his nail, <i>the real winner would jump off right now</i>. eddie turned, gave himself a few steps, and then launched himself into the water before bev had even tugged off her dress. </li><li><i>beat <b>that</b>, richie</i></li><li>eddie learns to sneak out so he can hang out with the losers after dark, of course. that’s what he tells himself, because it’s true - and it is. the thing is, the more and more he successfully sneaks out, the more and more it becomes just him and richie and bill, roaming the barrens for dead bodies (<i>not funny richie</i>) or maybe the cure to eddie’s virginity (<i>beep BEEP richie</i>). and then, after awhile, it’s just eddie and richie most of the time. </li><li>(if you ask ben, or bev, or mike, or stan, or the entire town of derry, maybe, that’s how it <i>always</i> is.)</li><li>and then, eddie learns a lot of things really fast. peanut butter is slimy (and he’s <i>not</i> allergic), there’s twelve steps on his staircase and all but one creak somewhere, and… he might be a little in love with richie. probably not, though - it’s just richie, right? richie’s eyes have always been this green, his laugh has always been this high-pitched, and his smile has always made eddie’s hand itch for his inhaler. </li><li>fuck. <i>shit</i>. </li><li>eddie quits being brave cold turkey. it feels like a logical decision.</li><li>eddie’s heart doesn’t get on board though, you know? it still wraps its hands around his rib cage and rattles them like cell bars, demanding to pop out of his chest at any moment. one time, eddie watched richie wipe spaghetti sauce off his chin with the back of his hand - and then lick it off the back of his hand. eddie was fully prepared to vomit, but also that familiar rattle rattle clunked behind his lungs. it’s called nuance</li><li>so maybe eddie’s in love with richie. it’s fine. it’s cool. maybe one day he’ll remember how to be brave; maybe one day richie and him will be standing at the top of the quarry at midnight, each of them trying to hock a bigger loogie, and after they both wipe the spit from their mouths and richie’s stopped laughing about eddie’s hitting the rock instead of the water, they’ll look at each other. maybe then eddie will tell him. </li><li>(he will. it just takes awhile. richie never sees it coming, but the rest of the losers have nearly lost their patience.)</li><li>so yeah i guess this is a really roundabout way to say eddie figures out he really likes peanut butter, despite the way it sticks to the roof of his mouth. he does, however, like the feeling of richie’s hand in his way, way more. </li></ul>
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Question: Okay I have a prompt boo boo 😂😂 Richie convinces his bestest friend in the whole world (Eddie of course) to sneak out on their college campus for a night swim.. which turns into skinny dipping.. which leads into other things 👀
Answer: <p>This got SO LONG. I love your prompts, they’re all brilliant <br/></p>
<p><b>NSFW </b><br/></p>
<p>“Eds! Eds Eds Eds Eds Eds-”</p>
<p>“What the fuck.” Eddie woke up to persistent knocking and his name being annoyingly repeated over and over. He rolled to the side of his bed, groaning when he saw that it was 3am. </p>
<p>Rubbing his eyes he stood, going to his door and opening it. On the other side was Richie, who, annoyingly, didn’t look tired at all.</p>
<p>“Eduardo! My favorite musketeer!” Richie grinned at him and Eddie glared back.</p>
<p>“What are you doing here?” He asked, leaning against the door frame and yawning widely. </p>
<p>“Couldn’t sleep. Thought maybe you couldn’t either.” Richie replied, slipping into Eddie’s room.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/615399989737373697/okay-i-have-a-prompt-boo-boo-richie-convinces" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: For the request, I'd love to see something Reddie with the starter "cold"
Answer: <p><b><a href="https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Fko-fi.com%2Fmariellesabbag&amp;t=MzJmYzc3ZDQ0NzU1YTgwYzQ4M2FjNDNjMWY0MDE1ZjBmYTI4ZTYyMyw5OGQ4NDk0Nzg4MjYxYjY3Zjc2ZDY4ODFiODM2NWVmNzA2OTQzMTcy">Support me on my Ko-Fi!</a>  </b></p>
<p>Wrapping his arms tightly around Eddie, the frigid temperature only dropped to an excruciatingly colder degree. Thinking that there was beaver lurking in the cave, that noise was only Eddie’s teeth chattering. He shivered hard, breath panting out of him like a dog. And his lips were blue.</p>
<p>“Come on, Eds, you c-can’t let the cold win!” Richie shivered, kissing his head. He had given up some of his own warm clothing for Eddie’s sake. Moments ago, he thought about giving him his own gloves just to put over Eddie’s already gloved hands. Eddie was right. He did spoil him. If Richie wanted to lose his hands then he had to look after himself.</p>
<p>Eddie slowly turned to look up at him. Even his eyes looked cold. “D-Do you think they’re g-g-going to find us?” He was so cold that he was starting to sound like Bill.</p>
<p>“I’m sure they are,” Richie told him, hugging him tighter. The icicles that hovered over them looked so sharp. Richie was known for being loud, but he didn’t so much as want to cry out for help if he was going to be harmed.</p>
<p>Richie heard a sniffle. Eddie’s breath shook, crying out a whimper.</p>
<p>“Hey, none of that! Listen to me, you’re only going to freeze the tears!” Richie told him, wiping his eyes which hadn’t even sprouted a tear yet.</p>
<p>“So stupid!” Eddie’s voice cracked. His voice was giving way to the cold. If it wasn’t for the tiny section of cleared snow at the top of the cave, they would be in total darkness. Richie never liked the dark. Last night was one of the toughest nights any of them could ever go through. Both were surprised that they didn’t freeze to death.</p> <p><a href="https://reddie-fangirl24.tumblr.com/post/615409754034126848/for-the-request-id-love-to-see-something-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: <p>Sleep (a Reddie fanfic)</p>
Answer: <p><b><a href="https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Fko-fi.com%2Fmariellesabbag&amp;t=MzJmYzc3ZDQ0NzU1YTgwYzQ4M2FjNDNjMWY0MDE1ZjBmYTI4ZTYyMyw5OGQ4NDk0Nzg4MjYxYjY3Zjc2ZDY4ODFiODM2NWVmNzA2OTQzMTcy">Support me on my Ko-Fi!</a>  </b></p>
<p>Richie awoke when he heard the door to their bedroom shut. Turning over, he saw that it was two in the morning. Eddie had thick black spots under his eyes as he dragged his feet to the bed, bumping his foot against the drawer.</p>
<p>“Oh, I’m sorry, did I wake you, Richie?” Eddie immediately apologized to his husband. He didn’t climb into bed. Instead, he dug through his nightstand table. He looked so withered. </p>
<p>“Let me answer to one of their calls next time,” Richie proposed, kicking off the covers. </p>
<p>When he climbed into bed, Eddie threw the covers back over Richie. Even with the lights out, Richie could still see the baby book that Eddie had. </p>
<p>“Come on, Eds, you have to put this away! We’re doing everything we can!”</p>
<p>Eddie ripped through the pages, shaking his head. “No, there has to be a reason why Chloe’s been crying! Georgie doesn’t cry all the time as Chloe does. There has to be an answer - a reason!”</p>
<p>Richie tried to take the book away from him, briefly acting out the time where he was trying to take his inhaler from him in the sewers. They could just imagine the example they were going to set for their children once they were old enough to understand. Finally, Richie took the book from him, and then made the bu-eyed man look at him. </p>
<p>“Listen, we have no idea what we’re doing and that’s okay. My parents had no clue what to do! But this -” He indicated to the ‘How to Raise a Baby’ book. “This is your mother!”</p> <p><a href="https://reddie-fangirl24.tumblr.com/post/615499978603970560/p-sleep-a-reddie-fanfic-p" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: <p>2 b or 2c with hanbrough? &#129402;</p>
Answer: <p>i went with 2b but its just a pretty quick one so its not perfect but i  had a lot of fun drawing this (despite the lack of good references oof) thank you so much anon you rekindled my love for those two idiots</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1221" data-orig-width="2048"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/56b3405539b6768cb8b35cce82ef3f58/52528750796adf23-5e/s640x960/17bcff8cbb6d0765338cedf992a2a9aa4c5dfeb2.jpg" data-orig-height="1221" data-orig-width="2048"/></figure>
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Question: Hanbrough with dirty talk pls
Answer: <p><b>NSFW AHEAD <strike>ONLY TWO MONTHS LATE</strike></b></p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>Mike was approximately two and a half knuckles deep inside his boyfriend when he said perhaps the most startling thing he’d ever heard from another human being. Ever.<br/></p>
<p>“C’mon Mikey, hurry up and shove your big, fat cock into my tight asshole.”</p>
<p>Immediately, Mike stopped all of his ministrations, his eyes going comically wide. He stilled the fingers he had previously been stretching Bill open with and briefly, yet honestly, debated pulling his fingers out all together. Nothing on the face of the entire Earth could be as big of a mood killer as those uncharacteristic words leaving his boyfriend’s mouth. </p>
<p>He bit back a shudder and looked down at him, “Please, do not ever say that again.”</p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/190565248990/hanbrough-with-dirty-talk-pls" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Reblog name: dykemunson
Question: <p>Spare nsfw Hanbrough headcanons? &#129402; </p>
Answer: <p>their sex is SO vanilla at first. it’s all slow and a little uncoordinated at first because neither of them really know what they’re doing, and they both just kind of laugh through it and say shit like “oh this is weird what the hell” and “mikey are you <i>sure</i> that’s not too much lube?”</p><p>once they finally settle in and figure out how the hell to have sex and make it feel really good, bill finds out he has a praise kink. he’s fucking mike and mike says “so good, bill, you’re doing so well” and bill’s whole face gets hot, his hips picking up speed and mike just laughs all breathless like “oh you like that? you like knowing you make me feel good?” and bill is like “sh-shut up” but his skin is all flushed and he clearly loves it.</p>
Tags: hanbrough, nsfw
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Question: are you still doing the trope thing?? secretly married losers, dealer's choice!
Answer: <p>honestly? hanbrough</p><p>with all the drama around benverly and reddie with these huge pining disasters, i feel like they’d be super quiet about their relationship. like i think they’re also not huge, dramatically romantic people in the first place, they’re just quiet and sort of gentle about it, so it’s a situation where they never tell the losers they’re together, they just, like, live together and spend a lot of time together and all the losers <i>suspect</i> </p><p>and at some point the losers decide that they need to be gotten together for real and try to set them up into admitting their feelings because it’s been FOREVER, GUYS and they’re both just like “oh yeah we got married a while ago. we didn’t invite you guys because you’d just set our apartment on fire during an argument about the best flavor of starbursts so we felt you hadn’t really earned it that week but we took really nice pictures if you wanna see them” and it’s instantly <i>pandemonium</i></p>
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Question: <p>I saw you&rsquo;re taking requests and was wondering if I could request some mike/bill bill specific hurt/comfort &#128557;</p>
Answer: <p><b>This is a long one loves, Thank you for the request.</b></p><p><b>My inbox is always open for fic prompts and ideas lovelies &lt;3</b></p><p><b>Patreon: </b><a href="https://victorydoll.tumblr.com/">https://victorydoll.tumblr.com/</a></p><p>Coming back from the battle with Pennywise had given Bill a brand-new perspective on life. His opinion had changed about a few things and one of the major changes was how he felt about his wife Audra. His marriage with Audra was crumbling before he left. When he returned home there was no warm welcome back. The problem was that Audra was a workaholic. It used to be a trait that Bill used to admire in her, but it had become a problem for him. They didn’t talk anymore. They were barley intimate and whenever Bill brought it up Audra would become very defensive; They don’t talk much anymore. Their marriage was no longer a marriage, just two strangers sharing one house.</p><p>He opened the door and places his luggage by the stairs. Audra was in the dining room her eyes glued to her laptop and talking on the phone. Bill didn’t bother telling her that he was back home instead made his way into the kitchen to pour himself a whiskey or maybe two, or three maybe he would drink the whole night. He made his way to his own office, where a stack of letters we’re waiting for him. ‘<b><i>Huh at least she had the decency to leave my mail on my desk’ </i></b>He thought bitterly.</p><p>He decided to leave the mail for now choosing instead to sit at his desk and start writing. He needed to channel what he was feeling into something productive. His phone began ringing on his desk. It was Mike, who told him of the letter from Stan. Bill didn’t believe that Stan was ever weak. He didn’t think that of any one of his friends was weak at all. He made the choice to keep Stan’s letter somewhere safe. He misses him, He wondered what he was like in his adult years; he wished he got to see him. </p><p>He spent some time speaking to Mike after that. His warm voice a welcome comfort from the cold, empty shell of his home. ‘I love you man’ Mike added as he signed off. ‘I love you too’ Bill added. Those words resonated with him for a while. Mike told him he was off to Florida. Bill had the sudden urge to run away with him, but it wasn’t as easy as that. </p><p>The rest of the day was a blur of eating, drinking and unintelligible writing. Audra only left the dining room to grab some leftovers and to go to the bathroom. She didn’t acknowledge Bill until she came up to bed. ‘Oh, hi honey. I didn’t hear you come in’ Audra slipped into Bed next to him and kissed him quickly on the cheek. Bill sighed. ‘I got back earlier. You we’re too busy working to notice’. Audra rolled her eyes ‘I’m working you know this. Can I make it up to you?’ She began kissing his neck; but Bill turned his back to her ‘I’m too tired from my trip’. Audra shrugged and a few moments later she was fast asleep.</p><p>The couple struggled to be intimate for a while now. When they did it was never good, Audra always felt too distant to be fully into it. It was like all the passion has gone. Bill closed his eyes and sleep took over. He dreamt of Mike. holding mike, feeling mike, kissing mike, having passionate sex with Mike.</p><p>Bill’s alarm woke him up. He sat up with a morning boner and tears falling from his cheeks. He was so overwhelmed with emotions and he could just remember the hazy bliss that his dream provided. His fingers traced his lips and he could almost feel Mike’s on his. </p><p>Bill and Mike spoke every day after that. They talked about Mike’s new house, how the other Losers we’re doing as well as other this. There was always this playful atmosphere between them. Hearing Mikes voice became the best part of Bill’s day and spending time with Mike took over his dreams. </p><p>Bill returned from town; Audra had sent him on a convoluted shopping trip. He was out for the rest of the morning. When he returned; he expected to see Audra in the dining room, but she wasn’t there. He frowned but dismissed it for now and decided to put the shopping away. It was as he was putting the bags on the counter when he heard giggling and chatting from upstairs. Bill was confused Audra didn’t tell him she was having guests over.</p><p>Bill made his way upstairs and the giggling was also accompanied by moans. Bill frowned but as soon as he realised what was going on, he got mad. He barged into their shared bedroom to see his wife in the arms of another man in the middle of sex. He didn’t recognize the man from the back but when he turned around to face Bill. It was one of Audra’s co stars from the previous film they worked on a year back. Bill’s mouth was wide open, but words weren’t coming out. He felt betrayed; he knew that their marriage was crumbling but to cheat on him. That crossed a fucking line. ‘Bill!’ Audra yelled pulling down her dress. Bill left the room; he needed to get away.</p><p>‘Bill wait. Can we talk about this’. Audra yelled after him. Bill stood still on the stairs hands gripping the banister and anger flowing through him. ‘How long?’ Bill said steadily not facing his wife. Audra didn’t answer. Bill turned ‘How fucking long Audra!’ ‘A year’ Audra replied looking down at the floor. Bill was seething ‘A year! Not even after I left for Derry. I thought I was to blame for our marriage crumbling but you we’re seeing him behind my back. Not once did I go back on my vows. I stayed loyal to you even though things we’re hard. You weren’t at all interested in working on our marriage were you. Well now I’m going to make it easier for you I’m fucking leaving. You’ll be hearing from my lawyer. Fuck you Audra!’. Bill descended down the rest of the stairs. Audra was trying to talk to him as he packed a bag, but he wasn’t interested in anything that she had to say.</p><p>He left and went straight to his car. He placed his hands on the steering wheel and for a moment just stared into the distance. His phone is what brought him out of his trance as Mikes name flashed up on his phone. ‘Hey Mike’ Bill spoke with a slight tremble. ‘Is everything okay Bill? You seem off’. Bill tried to keep it together as he spoke but there was something about how comforting and gentle Mike’s voice was that just broke him. Immediately Bill’s eyes flooded with tears. </p><p>‘She cheated on me Mike’. ‘What! What happened?’ ‘I found her in bed with one of her co-stars. She’s been having an affair…She says it’s been going on for a year… How could I have not known that this was happening under my roof…I feel so stupid. I thought it was my fault that our marriage was falling apart but it was her all along’. Bill was really crying now. He needed Mike to hold him and take him away from it all and keep hm safe.</p><p>‘Hey listen to me. You couldn’t have known. Some people are really good at hiding things like that. Nothing is your fault. Where are you now?’ ‘I’m in my car. I told her I was leaving her and packed a few things. I need to contact my lawyer and file for a divorce but I’m so stressed. I have nowhere to go. I’ve lost a home and a wife in one day. God Mike, I don’t know what to do’. </p><p>‘Okay. I’m booking a flight. I’m coming down to LA I can be with you by the morning. You don’t need to go through this alone. Do you have money for a hotel for the night? I can send you some if not’. <i>‘<b>Mike is willing to drop everything to be with me’. </b></i>‘You don’t have to! You probably have your own problems, then to be dealing with a mess like me. I have money. I’ll go and look for a hotel’ Bill blubbered still crying. ‘Listen to me. You are not a mess. No way am I leaving you alone to deal with this I’m coming whether you like it or not’. Bill decided not to argue. Hearing Mike’s voice made him feel safe but having him around would make him feel at home. Something Bill hasn’t felt since the losers reunion.</p><p>The next morning Bill and Mike met up at the airport. Bill flung his arms around Mike and broke down in floods of tears. Mike didn’t need to say anything just held him in his arms until Bill had calmed down. The next few days where a whirlwind. Bill filed for divorce and started the process of disconnecting his life from Audra. Mike didn’t leave his side the whole time. Mike was a great contrast to the drama. Mike surprised him with little treats, taking him out to the movies or sometimes they would just lay cuddled up to each other chatting the night away. </p><p>A few months had passed, and the divorce was near it’s end. Something new had blossomed between the duo. Spending soo much time together in one hotel room, sharing one bed was the perfect recipe for something romantic to bloom. Those little trips would turn into dates, and late-night chats turned into lazy kisses and passionate love making with hands intertwined and sometimes even a few tears shared. </p><p>Mike woke up Bill with gentle kisses on his back. Bill smiled and fluttered his eyes open ‘Mmm morning baby’ Bill said sleepily. Mike wrapped his arms around Bill ‘Morning sunshine. How did you sleep’. Bill turned to face him and kissed Mike lazily on the lips ‘Mmm good. I dreamt of you’ Mike smiled letting their foreheads press together ‘Oh yea wanna tell me what it was about’. Mike asked tracing his fingertips on Bills back. Bill blushed and looked down. ‘I’m kidding you don’t have to. I was going to ask you something’ ‘Oh what?’ ‘How would you feel about moving to Florida and living with me’. Bill’s eyes widened ‘You mean it? I don’t wanna intrude’ Mike smiled ‘Intruding on what? My heart? Seriously Bill. I could not think of anything that would make me happier’. Bill tackled him with kisses.</p><p>A week later Bill and Mike got on a plane to Florida. As the plane left off Bill rested his head on Mike’s shoulder. He had time to reflect on this past few months of his life. He was grateful for his return to Derry; it gave the perspective of seeing his sham of a marriage for what it really was. Now he was in the arms of someone it felt right to be with a soulmate even. Someone who would keep him safe, make him feel loved and wanted. </p><p><b><i>‘I’m finally home’.</i></b></p>
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Reblog key: e5cpt0DF
Reblog url: https://whatidoisxsecret.tumblr.com/post/613653271106748416/okokokok-so-heres-a-thought-stenbrough
Reblog name: whatidoisxsecret
Question: okokokok so.... here’s a thought... stenbrough spiderman au... thank u
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="2709" data-orig-height="3095" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/d06d4880af92f32b63a98f1b1e6dfc83/tumblr_inline_p4a4jzY1tQ1tl33sd_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="2709" data-orig-height="3095"/></figure><p>IM SO HERE FOR IT</p>
Tags: stenbrough
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Reblog key: kTbvqkqY
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Reblog name: transkasp
Question: 20. “Bubble baths are my favorite.” - either Reddie, Stanscom, or Kasplon
Answer: <p><b>My baby wanted me to write some fluff from a prompt list he sent me so here goes! </b><b>My prompts are still closed but this is a special one off. </b></p><p><b>I decided to go with Kasplon. Enjoy!</b></p><p>************************</p><p>When Mike and Eddie had decided to move in together, they had spent months searching for the perfect apartment. After many letdowns, they’d finally gone to an apartment viewing that ticked off almost every single one of their boxes. Except one. There was no bathtub.</p><p>For most people, a lack of bathtub wouldn’t be a deal breaker, but Eddie<i> loved</i> his baths. Especially bubble baths. They were his way of de-stressing, a way that showers never quite seemed to accomplish.</p><p>But it had almost been a year since their search had begun, and the apartment was perfect apart from that one drawback. So Eddie signed the lease, and with it, signed away his soapy comfort for a comfort of a more intimate kind.</p><p>But Mike, the dutiful boyfriend that he was, had taken notice of Eddie’s disappointment. Which is why when he’d booked a hotel room for their weekend visit to New York, he’d made sure to get a room with a giant bathroom, and therefore a giant bathtub along with it.</p><p><br/></p><p>“Don’t walk me into a wall, I’m already sore enough.” Eddie warned as Mike lead him through the door to their room with his hands firmly covering Eddie’s eyes.</p><p>“Come on, give me some credit, I’m more careful than that! I’m not Richie.”</p><p>Eddie snorted, acknowledging that their friend was definitely the type to walk someone into a wall while trying to lead them somewhere.</p><p>Mike steered Eddie into the bathroom, which was conveniently right beside the entrance to their room, and kissed the top of Eddie’s head before uncovering his eyes.</p><p>“Mikey! Awwweee!” Eddie cooed, excitement bubbling up through his words.  “You know <b>bubble baths are my favorite</b>!” Eddie squealed, eyes shining as he admired the beautiful claw foot bathtub that was filled nearly to the brim with water hot enough to see steam coming off of it. The room smelled like Eucalyptus and the slightly green tinted bubbles confirmed it was from the bottle of bubble bath soap sitting on the counter.</p><p>“You set this all up for me?” Eddie asked dreamily, tearing his eyes away from the bath for long enough to look up into shimmering brown ones.</p><p>“Of course. I figured you’d be tired after your workout, and I know having no bathtub at home has really bummed you out.”</p><p>“You are the dreamiest boyfriend in the world.” Eddie leaned up on his tiptoes and pressed his lips to Mike’s in a chaste peck, before pulling back and hastily beginning to strip.</p><p>“Well well, If I had known I’d get a show I would have done this ages ago.” Mike teased, pulling Eddie’s bare torso against his chest and placing smooches against his reddening cheeks.</p><p>“You already have enough brownie points you don’t have to sugar me up any more.” Eddie pushed back against Mike playfully. “Now get undressed and join me in this bath.”</p><p>“You don’t have to tell me twice.” Mike joined in unclothing himself, eagerly slipping in behind Eddie as his boyfriend settled into the warm water.</p><p>“Thank you for this, really. I needed it.” Eddie mumbled, resting his head against Mike’s chest and closing his eyes.</p><p>“You deserve it.” Mike wrapped his arms around Eddie’s waist and kissed his shoulder, closing his own eyes after a moment of admiring Eddie resting so peacefully.</p>
Tags: kasplon

Post id: 616414204040200192
Date: 2020-04-25 23:46:34 GMT
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Question: Deadlights but it's flipped ? Eddie's caught in them and Richie's stabbed ? I can't find anything like this !
Answer: <p><b>NOTE: Thank you so much for this request! I always wanted to flip the perspectives in this scene. Enjoy!</b></p>
<p>Finding his courage, Eddie threw a rock at the clown with spider legs who was right about to capture Mike in its deadlights. “H-Hey fuckface!” Eddie called out. Shooting its frightening monstrous face towards him, and releasing Mike throwing him painfully against a rock, Eddie was about to run off and hide from how inside this idea was. Where was Richie anyway? He just dropped his flashlight, right? What, was it going to take him a year to pick it up?</p>
<p>“You don’t scare me, pukeface!” Eddie screamed, picking up the fence post this time. “You’re just a pomeranian, bitch!” Stupid comeback, but he’d accept it. “Take this, motherfu-”</p>
<p>Pennywise was one step ahead of him, shooting its powerful deadlights at Eddie. Immediately Eddie’s whole body went limp, his eyes turning into the back of his head, not in control of anything. The fence post dropped to his feet. Gasping, Mike watched helplessly from where he was as Eddie was lifted off his feet, floating in the air, hypnotized by the bright ray of the deadlights. </p>
<p>Oh no, this was not good! Bill’s heart swam in a sea of darkness, which he literally already had. How could he have yelled at Eddie earlier? Was it helpless to save him? Could they do anything?</p>
<p>Finally, making his way back to the entrance of the tunnel, Richie gasped. Avoiding looking into the deadlights, Richie saw his best friend, the love his life since he was thirteen, dangling in the air, completely helpless to fight off those deadlights.</p>
<p>No, the clown wasn’t going to take him! On the ground was the fence post that Beverly had given to Eddie right before they entered the dark tunnels. Picking it up and then taking a long hard look at the clown’s deformed mouth filled with more sharp teeth than any animal he had ever seen, Richie scowled. No, he was not going to have another taken away from him. That clown ruined his life and his chance for love. </p> <p><a href="https://reddie-fangirl24.tumblr.com/post/190917117295/deadlights-but-its-flipped-eddies-caught-in" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie

Post id: 616208449358954496
Date: 2020-04-23 17:16:11 GMT
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Reblog name: hyruling
Question: me vs picking only one prompt [screams] anyways 23 + reddie because of reasons
Answer: <p>23. Just pretend to be my date.</p><blockquote><p>“Not a clue. No one wants to ride the Tozier Train. Hey, Bill’s going stag, maybe he would—”</p><p>“Richie, <i>no</i>,” Eddie says, using the gate key Richie gave him to let himself into Richie’s swanky gated complex. He swings into a parking spot without bothering to straighten up. “I just parked, buzz me in.” </p><p>He hears Richie shuffle around to do so as he climbs out of the car. “You didn’t have to come over.”</p><p>“Yeah, I did. You’re going to ruin your fucking carpet, I’ve told you.” </p><p>“Whatever. I’ll get hardwood. Why can’t I ask Bill?” </p><p>Eddie swallows and stumbles on a step; he just barely catches himself before he tumbles down the stairs. He rights himself and manages to reach the landing without falling on his face. “Because— he’s basically a celebrity too. That’s just. It’s already weird enough to people that you two even know each other, pretending to be romantically involved is just opening up a whole can of worms. I’m outside.”</p><p>“‘Romantically involved’, when did you start writing for The Sun, Eds,” Richie teases with a chuckle, just as Eddie reaches the final turn down Richie’s hallway. “That doesn’t really… I mean, people know we were friends when we were kids, so—”</p><p>“Just pretend to be my date,” Eddie says, and—</p><p>And nearly throws his phone into the fucking wall. </p></blockquote><p><i><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/22811830/chapters/54515410">read on ao3</a></b></i></p>
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Question: “Please don’t cry” “Do you even still love me?” Oh please amelia, give me the angst 🖤
Answer: <p>Oh, you know I love the angst :)</p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>Eddie didn’t know why he was down here, why he’d bothered to make the trek to the dungeons. Nothing he saw was going to change the situation, nothing Richie said could fix what he’d done. </p>
<p>Murder. Killing someone they’d bother sworn to protect. </p>
<p>But still, even with the blood still on his coat, Eddie continued to place one foot in front of the other, only stopping once he was standing in front of the small cell. </p>
<p>“Didn’t expect to see you here.” Richie said, not even bothering lifting his head from the cot. Eddie hated that Richie seemed to have been expecting him. He hadn’t even decided to come until recently but it seemed like Richie had been waiting for him, like he’d known that Eddie couldn’t stay away.</p>
<p>Eddie pushed those feelings down, instead looking over Richie.  The other man looked awful, cut and bruised, dried blood under his cheek. Eddie reminded himself that that was what he deserved, it was what happened to traitors, but it didn’t make him feel any less like crying. </p>
<p>“I could say the same about you.” <br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/190934175137/please-dont-cry-do-you-even-still-love-me-oh" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Mike+5 for the colour pallet meme mayhaps? 🥺
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="3300" data-orig-width="3300"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/1bb0d6496af538e22512c43d73486873/443ff64dcae3570f-d0/s540x810/f0d4b1f4fb73c907bbfdf7ca17bb22b2bda2bd56.png" data-orig-height="3300" data-orig-width="3300" data-media-key="1bb0d6496af538e22512c43d73486873:443ff64dcae3570f-d0"/></figure><p>mike + 5,, all urs to view <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mnmFqzWgXo28sUYQvVnSR2Q">@mauvesockss</a></p>
Tags: mike hanlon
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Slug: eddie-6
Reblog key: qnfnO9iC
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Reblog name: andaleduardo
Question: eddie + 6? :))
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="2416" data-orig-width="1653"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/58b336434c0010cd2f922acc339ba81a/549d5d8e28d08cd6-65/s2048x3072/7f3482090400deb1bc0cedbf241b1b434c596a9c.png" data-orig-height="2416" data-orig-width="1653" data-media-key="58b336434c0010cd2f922acc339ba81a:549d5d8e28d08cd6-65"/></figure><p>eddie + 6!!! i just drew him happy so now he’s crying,,, poor baby,,, <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mlUDsLJ3sL1hQRF24q2tw3Q">@flamingcheetoess</a> </p>
Tags: eddie kaspbrak
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Question: eddie + 16 for the palette thing?
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="2566" data-orig-height="3248" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/00b4ff8b3cc2275c8927244911d769d8/6a7ea6ddbdf228a0-72/s540x810/b455fb9b011db2bafda7d4e334f20955ade55280.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="2566" data-orig-height="3248" data-media-key="00b4ff8b3cc2275c8927244911d769d8:6a7ea6ddbdf228a0-72"/></figure><p>*to the tune of anything for u beyonce* anything for u nay! <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mFeOpwugqg-xvMOMgx_-lew">@reddie-core</a></p>
Tags: eddie kaspbrak
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Question: mike!!!! 6 mayhaps?
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="3000" data-orig-width="3000"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/84fa4ad240e56d5de416bf686210a011/3b7d61335294dc76-f1/s540x810/5bcb44019fef07be33a882417e127085c877cef4.png" data-orig-height="3000" data-orig-width="3000" data-media-key="84fa4ad240e56d5de416bf686210a011:3b7d61335294dc76-f1"/></figure><p>HIM!</p><p><b><a href="https://thotfuss.tumblr.com/post/190847738267">[send me these</a>!]</b></p>
Tags: mike hanlon
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Question: hanzier, if you want???
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1005" data-orig-width="1231"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/7a27b5bfd5a7df00c728050750284d39/tumblr_inline_p55ntngJEf1qkfyz1_540.jpg" data-orig-height="1005" data-orig-width="1231"/></figure><p>some sassy hanzier comin right upppppp</p>
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Slug: any-idea-what-happened-to-this-post
Reblog key: edCWS88o
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Question: <p>Any idea what happened to this post? post/614499335479164928 or who the poster was?</p>
Answer: <p>No idea, sorry! It looks like they may have deleted their account. <br/></p>
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Question: Chilling on a cold night in a dark room lit only by the soft, warm light of a lamp listening to a song + the ship of your choice
Answer: <p>Bill takes awhile to figure out that Mike’s singing. It isn’t entirely out of the ordinary; Mike sings all the time. Bill loves it, never points it out, just listens. </p><p>It’s taken him a long time to figure out that it’s always the <i>same </i>song, though. </p><p>There’s not really any other sound in the room, now, just Bill’s breathing and Mike’s quiet singing. He doesn’t even know he’s doing it, Bill thinks- or, at least, doesn’t know Bill can hear him. </p><p>It’s dim, in their bedroom- <i>their</i> bedroom, now, properly. Mike had stayed in the guest room when he’d first moved in, but they’d long since given up the pretense that he wasn’t staying long term, or that he’d be sleeping anywhere but here. Bill’s glad it’s not entirely dark, but also glad it’s not brighter than it is. Otherwise, he’s not sure that he’d be brave enough to speak up. </p><p>“I know that song,” he says. “But, I’m not sure I know what it’s called.” <br/></p><p>“Hm?” Mike seems startled from his thoughts. “What song?” <br/></p><p>“The one you’re always singing.” Bill hums a few bars, off key. “What is it?” <br/></p><p>“Uh.” Bill can’t really see whether or not Mike’s flustered, but, he can assume from his tone. “That’s- Righteous Brother. Unchained Melody?” <br/></p><p>“It’s pretty,” Bill says. “You must like it a lot.” <br/></p><p>“I guess I do,” Mike says, shrugging a bit. He shifts, wraps his arms around Bill’s waist, and Bill turns and burrows into his chest. “it’s a nice song.” <br/></p><p>“What’s so special about it?” Bill’s not sure why he’s pressing, but, he does. It matters to him, the same way ever little thing he’s learned or rediscovered over the past few months of living together matters: because it’s Mike, and Mike matters. <br/></p><p>“It’s- about loving someone,” Mike starts, slowly, deliberately, obviously choosing his words. “And… losing them, for a long time. Being apart, but still loving them. Still hoping they love you- <i>will </i>love you, when they see you again.” There’s a beat, a hitched inhale and long exhale, and then he adds: “It reminds me of you.”<br/></p><p>Bill feels raw. He pulls back a bit, so he could look at Mike- not <i>see</i> him, really, in the dim light, but <i>look</i>. “You know I do, right?” he asks. “Love you. I love you.” </p><p>Mike hums, and kisses him, and Bill can feel the smile more than see it. “I do,” he promises. “I know.” </p><p>“Good.” Bill settles again, and is quiet for a moment, before he asks: “Can you sing it again?” <br/></p><p>Mike laughs, and presses another kiss to his cheek. “Of course I can.” </p><p>And, he does. </p>
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Question: Hanbrough with dirty talk pls
Answer: <p><b>NSFW AHEAD <strike>ONLY TWO MONTHS LATE</strike></b></p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>Mike was approximately two and a half knuckles deep inside his boyfriend when he said perhaps the most startling thing he’d ever heard from another human being. Ever.<br/></p>
<p>“C’mon Mikey, hurry up and shove your big, fat cock into my tight asshole.”</p>
<p>Immediately, Mike stopped all of his ministrations, his eyes going comically wide. He stilled the fingers he had previously been stretching Bill open with and briefly, yet honestly, debated pulling his fingers out all together. Nothing on the face of the entire Earth could be as big of a mood killer as those uncharacteristic words leaving his boyfriend’s mouth. </p>
<p>He bit back a shudder and looked down at him, “Please, do not ever say that again.”</p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/190565248990/hanbrough-with-dirty-talk-pls" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Please please please please please please please can we get more hitman AU but make it smutty??? 👀👀👀
Answer: <p>Well, of course!</p>
<p>“That had better be your gun in your pants.” </p>
<p>Eddie growled lowly, the stiff whalebone corset forcing his back straight as him and Richie squeezed themselves into the Hilton’s tiny service elevator. One of them would have fit fine, but him, combined with his god damn giraffe of a husband absolutely did not.</p>
<p>The mission had been easy enough, a crooked politician who had a weakness for call boys, especially the young ones with no body hair. Barf. They had decided that Eddie would do the job since there was no way Richie could pass for early twenties without the use of heavy make-up and a lot of shaving. Shaving his own body wasn’t so bad and he only clogged the drain twice, it was the god damn outfit that Richie told him the guy wanted.</p>
<p>Said outfit was starting to really annoy him, the black lace corset the worst of it, but the nude nylons were also starting to ride up his ass while the lace black underwear did absolutely nothing to help. The black heels were…he just hated this whole outfit. He frowned when Richie grinned at him, black curls slicked back, but his contacts were a deep hazel color and his bellhop outfit somehow made him look younger and older at the same time. Richie’s long legs were bent as much as they could, his black shoe covered feet wedged into two of the corners of the box and Eddie sat facing him seated right in Richie’s lap, trying his best to lean back against Richie’s thighs in this fucking death trap called an outfit.</p>
<p>“Can you blame me?” Richie whispered, neither of them knowing if security was done searching or not but they weren’t going to risk it yet. “I just watched my sexy ass husband break a guys neck with one twist while wearing something that holy mama like is something I’ve only dreamed about.”</p>
<p>“You’re fucking kidding me.”</p> <p><a href="https://xandertheundead.tumblr.com/post/190654004625/please-please-please-please-please-please-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: 48 + reddie? c:
Answer: <p>I know I said you needed to be patient but I loved this so much I kept sneaking away at work to write it in the bathroom. Hope you enjoy!</p><p><i><b>…out of habit</b></i></p><p>Routine is good for the soul, they say. It’s a little bit cliché, but Eddie finds comfort in the routine that he has set up. Every day he gets up and goes to school, he goes to his classes and sit in the same seat no matter what. At 1:30, he goes to lunch. He sits at the same round table with the same six people every single day. The only real variety he throws in there is whatever he gets for lunch. Most of the time it’s a ham and cheese sandwich and an apple, courtesy of Sonya. Sometimes it’s a pizza that one of the other losers￼ saved up couch coins to buy for him. On really, really good days he gets an ice cream, also usually paid for with couch coins.</p><p>Routine, however, can come with its faults. There are somethings in life he probably shouldn’t get used to. Like the way Richie’s lips feel when they’re pressed against his under the shadows of the bleachers after hours. Safely tucked away from prying eyes.￼￼￼￼ He also shouldn’t get used to￼ The heavy weight of Richie’s hand in his while they’re watching movies in the loft of the Tozier home.￼ Maggie and Wentworth aren’t so bad, they don’t ask questions. And Eddie is grateful, because he knows that no matter how hard they try they aren’t very slick. </p><p>Which is why they have no touching rule at school. </p><p>It works out for the most part. They have a system. There’s always at least one other loser between them at all times. When they walk to their first class, Stan walks between them. On their way to gym, Bev takes his place. At lunch, they sit all the way on the other side of the table from each other. Eddie says it’s for a maximum-security, but really it’s just an excuse to start Richie for the entire time without being too noticeable.￼￼￼￼￼ </p><p>Today, however, nobody seems to have respect for the whole ‘routine is good for the soul’ bullshit. ￼￼￼ his bus was approximately 15 minutes late, which meant he was late to his first class. His teacher asked him to stay late so he could catch up on The first few minutes of class. And <i>that</i> made him late to his second class. ￼￼￼And, well, you get the point. </p><p>All of that bullshit basically ended up being a butterfly effect that landed Eddie where he is right now: sitting next to Richie Tozier at lunch. He was late, so his usual spot was taken. Doesn’t anyone respect unspoken assigned seats? </p><p>It isn’t really a problem. Not at first, anyway. It’s actually kind of nice. </p><p>Instead of staring at Richie for 45 minutes, Eddie gets to brush his arm up against Richie just to see how he’ll react. They play a little bit of footsie, too. It’s fun, and he doesn’t think they’re being too obvious. No one seems to notice, anyway￼￼￼. </p><p>At least, not until Richie stands up to throw his tray out. </p><p>￼And kisses Eddie directly on the lips as he ￼goes to leave. </p><p>The world practically stands still.</p><p>“Uh,” Bev gapes, eyes flicking between both Eddie and Richie. “What was that?”</p><p>Eddie can’t speak. It feels like his entire tongue has swelled in his mouth. There’s not even an inch of space for it to move. If he tired talking it would just be a muffled series of <i>bluhs</i>. </p><p>Richie, thank God, can still talk. </p><p>“What was what?”</p><p>Well, maybe not thank god. Someone save us is probably more accurate. </p><p>“What do you mean <i>‘what’s what?’</i>” Bill says. His voice sounds pitchy. Is it pitchy? Is he freaking out? Oh god, they’re all freaking out. Ben’s eyes are the size of dinner plates and Mike’s food is falling out of his mouth. </p><p>“You just kissed Eddie,” Stan says, as if to clarify Bill’s question. Stan looks like the only one who’s composed. His chocolate milk rests next to his hand as he stares at the scene unfolding in front of him. It’s even, neutral. Eddie silently thanks him for holding his reaction in. It’s the only thing saving him from melting into the linoleum. ￼</p><p>“I always kiss people goodbye,” Richie says, doubling down on his nonchalance. </p><p>Eddie has never wanted to smack him more. </p><p>“Uh, no you don’t?” Mike says. </p><p>“Well, I’ve always meant to.” Richie only hesitates for a second before he walks to the other side of Eddie and kisses Bev right on the lips. No one has time to be shocked as Richie makes his way down the line. Ben’s next, then Bill, then Mike. Stan gets a tender kiss to the cheek but Eddie’s pretty sure that’s because Stan mike kill Richie if he kisses him on the lips. </p><p>Once he’s done, Richie says, “There we go. Now all’s right in the world,” before casually making his way to the trash cans. </p><p>“That,” Ben starts, then stops, obviously at a loss for words. </p><p>Bev finishes for him. “Was weird as hell.”</p><p>“Richie’s always weird,” Stan says. His eyes stay trained on Eddie as he picks up his milk and takes a long, slow sip. </p><p>Fuck. He’s never breaking routine again. </p>
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Question: Hey Amelia, I was wondering if you could write an adult Reddie fluff fic. Don’t care what it’s about, maybe about Eddie’s ‘allergies’ or ‘asthma’ and Richie does something cute or whatever. I just love your writing, thanks ❤️
Answer: <p>Eeee sorry this took a while but hopefully the fluff makes up for it :P It’s probably a little different than you expected but I think you’ll like it. </p>
<p><br/></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>Richie probably should have suspected this. If he was a smarter man he would have. But in his post- Derrywise (trademarked, thank you very much) life Richie had decided to stop overthinking things and just act. He hadn’t been thinking when he confessed his feelings to Eddie while the man laid immobile in the hospital, telling him in one long breath that he was utterly in love with him and that it was fine that Eddie didn’t feel the same but Richie just needed him to fucking know because he’d loved him for decades and fuck, that clown had nearly taken all of them out and well shit if he didn’t say it now when was he ever going to? </p>
<p>Yea, that had worked out okay. Eddie had only looked shocked for a minute before he demanded that Richie fucking man up and kiss him. </p>
<p>That had been nearly a year ago. A year of change, stress and more happiness than either of them knew what to do with. Eddie had had a relatively speedy divorce- it seemed that Myra didn’t really want to be with him either, thank fuck- then he’d moved in with Richie. Things were good, great even. They had even gotten a fucking dog they were so domestic. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/190665680362/hey-amelia-i-was-wondering-if-you-could-write-an" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: 2017 reddie(mostly Eddie) freaking out over Richie's broken glasses and Eddie being his temporary guide boy
Answer: <p>“My glasses! Where are my glasses?” Richie starts saying in a desperate tone as he searches for them on the floor. “Shit, why do I have to be so idiot?”</p><p>“What happened?” he hears out of a sudden. Everything’s blurry, but he recognizes Eddie’s voice immediately. </p><p>“Rich, what happened?”</p><p>“Hockstetter took my glasses off and thew them to the floor, and now I can’t find them” he huffs, trying not to cry out of frustration. He doesn’t like being seen crying, and he specially doesn’t want Eddie to watch him like this.</p><p>“What? What did he do that for?”</p><p>“Because he’s an idiot. Can’t believe we are almost 17 and those assholes still mess with us” </p><p>“Found them.” Eddie says. “Have a bad notice though, Rich…they are broken.”</p><p>Richie can gather a blur in front of his face. He figures it’s Eddie handing him in his specks, so he just grabs them and puts them on. They really are broken.</p><p>“Fuck, this is almost the same as not having anything. I can’t see shit.” He grunts.</p><p>“Okay, you can’t get home like this. This is a disaster!” Eddie starts freaking out. “You could get hit by a car, or you could fall, or you could slam yourself against a tree!”</p><p>“Thanks, Eddie, that does make me feel better.”</p><p>“But I mean it! It’s is known that accidents like this happen all the time and it is much worse if you can’t see!”</p><p>“Well, maybe you can walk me home?” Richie asks. “Please?”</p><p>“Do you want me to walk you home?”</p><p>“Yeah, why not…”</p><p>“Okay, BUT WE’LL GO SUPER SLOW, OKAY?”</p><p>Richie smiles. He can’t see his face but he can imagine his expression. “Yeah, okay…”</p><p>Eddie grabs him super softly by the arm, and Richie maybe, just maybe, melts a little bit inside because Eddie fights him all the time but when it comes to these things he is always so delicate and takes so much care of everybody.</p><p>They don’t really speak on their way home. He doesn’t know exactly where they are either, but he knows Eddie knows the way and he trusts him. </p><p>“Okay, we’re are here” Eddie says.</p><p>“Really?”</p><p>“Yes, do you have the key?”</p><p>“I do, yes”</p><p>“Okay, close your eyes”</p><p>“What do you want me to close the eyes for?” </p><p>“Richie, do it”</p><p>“I can’t see, Eddie, it’s the same thing either way.”</p><p>“JUST DO IT, RICHIE” </p><p>Richie smirks</p><p>“Okay” he does as told, and a second later he feels Eddie’s mouth pressing on his own. Richie gasps against him. Eddie’s lips are soft and delicate, and he feels he could die because he has been dying to kiss him for so long, and he never thought this was what their first kiss going to be like, but he loves it so he just kisses him back.</p>
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Question: Under the stars and missing each other for reddie...only if you want to💗
Answer: <p><b><i>omg this is probably half a year late but here we go!!</i></b></p><p>The first time Eddie decided to leave for the bright lights of the big city, it was a rainy Tuesday afternoon in January and he was drunk on a fermenting promise to himself that never came true. He was nineteen years old, old enough to know better but young enough that reckless decisions could still be dismissed as the recklessness of a youth not yet over. When he’d told the others he was going to leave, the phone crackling wildly under the strain of their seven way phone call, they’d whooped loudly, cheering a victory that he hadn’t won yet.</p><p>“<i>I knew this would be the year you left, Eds! I could feel it in my dick”</i></p><p>Fucking gross.</p><p>After he’d chewed Richie out for being crude, he’d remained silent for a very long time, listening to the others babble excitedly about how great emancipation felt, how the air had never tasted sweeter than the day they’d left Derry and never looked back. He’d planned to leave, he’d always <i>meant </i>to leave, got as far as having his bags packed on no less than four separate occasions over the last six months, but something held him back, an invisible red tether that cut deep welts into his heart, and it tightened viciously every time he so much as thought about shutting the creaky old door behind him for the last time. </p><p>His mother tugged on the tether, and reminded Eddie that his wings had been clipped a long time ago.</p><p>When Richie left Derry, nearly two years ago, Eddie hadn’t cried. Not in public, not so that Richie could see it. Richie had cried, great heaving sobs that choked his voice and dampened the soft jersey of Eddie’s favourite sweater. He’d cried on Eddie’s shoulder for a long, long time, but Eddie’s eyes remained firmly, petulantly dry. They’d remained dry when Richie had told him that, out of all the Losers, out of all the people he’d ever met and even the people he hadn’t, his Eds was his favourite. They’d remained dry when he’d watched Richie shove his guitars and the half-broken metal box full of old mixtapes into his half-broken old car that wheezed almost as much as Eddie did. They’d remained dry as he watched Richie drive mouse-slow out of the drive way, hollering out of the window, “<i>I’ll never forget you, Eds! Not ever! I’ll always remember you and those fucking shorts!” </i></p><p>The shorts remained folded away in the back of his wardrobe, unworn.</p><p>Eddie didn’t leave.</p><p>The second time Eddie decided to leave for the bright lights of the big city, he was twenty-four years old, and working full-time at the pharmacy that he’d spent so many wasted hours in over the years, queueing up dutifully, waiting for the prescription to be filled, always jittering on the spot. He’d hop from foot to foot, wondering whether these pills would stop the throbbing in his heart and the mocking voice in his head, “<i>you’re cracked you’re damaged you’re ruined”. </i>So many years and so many sugar pills, enough to make his stomach churn and his teeth itch. The pharmacy was much the same, aisles of dandruff shampoo and cough syrup, and he spent his days drumming his fingers on the counter, each pound of each pad against the dull white surface a declaration, a plea. </p><p>“<i>You’re never going to leave if you don’t do it now. Rip the band-aid off, Eds, and stop being such a fucking pussy.”</i></p><p>Richie was right, in that very frustrating way that Richie was always, <i>always, </i>right, especially when it came to Eddie and his pathological tendency to self-sabotage himself into oblivion. Rather than grasp his life in both hands, a fragile little thing that needed nurturing, Eddie instead condemned it to a solemn existence of self-hatred and apathy, all the while staring at the little white sugar pills that he’d taken for so long, lined up neatly in piss-coloured plastic bottles on the shelves of the pharmacy. </p><p>He packs his bag with all the gusto he can manage that evening, shoving t-shirts and pressed chinos into an old rucksack with wild abandon, until he stops. He stops, and he stares at the bag, really <i>stares </i>at it, and he realises it’s wrong. He hasn’t packed his favourite books, the movie ticket stubs he’d saved from when Richie took him to see the new Star Wars and Eddie had complained bitterly about how boring it was, how stupid the entire thing was, and he’d annoyed Richie so much that Richie had dragged him out by the arm and they’d gone for burgers instead. There was no room for his favourite shoes, the sweater with the holes in it that Bev had leant him when he was cold and then given to him because the purple made the green in his eyes shine brightly, a freshly cut lawn on a summer morning. </p><p>Eddie emptied the contents of the bag onto the floor, and stepped over it. Tomorrow, he assured himself, tomorrow he’d leave. Tomorrow. </p><p>Eddie didn’t leave.</p><p>The third time Eddie decided to leave for the bright lights of the big city, he was thirty-three years old and he couldn’t remember why California called his name so loudly, why its sirens call echoed across the country, beckoning, seducing him with its call. California, a nihilistic melting pot of overworked and underpaid wage slaves who bowed to the corporate bell and submitted themselves to the scrutinising eye of the Silicon Valley start-ups. Surely there was nothing for Eddie there, a pharmacist with two degrees under his belt but no actual understanding of how the world works beyond the safe confines of his small town existence. Highways, supermarkets with more than ten aisles, electric cars, <i>save the turtles, </i>sandals in winter, and heatstroke in summer, sweat on your upper lip and tan lines on your knees. California. </p><p>His phone rang. </p><p>“Hello?”</p><p>“Is this Eds? Eds Kaspbrak?”</p><p>“<i>Don’t call me that. </i>Who is this?”</p><p>“Uh, it’s Richie?” </p><p>A question, not a statement, as if the caller is asking, ‘<i>is it okay that this is Richie?’ </i></p><p>“Richie? Richie who?”</p><p>“I thought you’d say that.”</p><p>A pause that stretches like tar, sticky and black.</p><p>“Oh <i>Shit!”</i></p><p>Eddie remembered. He remembered a tangled mop of dark brown hair, he remembered bucked teeth and freckles that skate across skin like sand in the wind, he remembered the lisp, and the gangly limbs that hung awkwardly, gorilla limbs that were too long, too grabby, too energetic. </p><p>“Richie <i>fucking</i> Tozier”</p><p>“The one and only! Gonna be honest, Eds, I was sort of hoping you wouldn’t pick up, that some housewife would answer all, ‘<i>he doesn’t live here anymore’, </i>but … here you are”</p><p>“Here I am.”</p><p>“Still there.”</p><p>“Still here,” Eddie confirmed, and his gut trembled with the sort of embarrassment that hangs low and heavy in the air like smoke. </p><p>“I’m in California, got a sweet little place on the oceanfront if you ever … y’know …”</p><p><i>Oh. </i>There it is. The static that had been buzzing around Eddie’s brain when he thought of California, the angry bees that stung him for not remembering finally relented, finally dropped down dead, because Richie’s on the other end of the phone, still lisping, voice a little deeper and a little hoarser, but Eddie had  <i>remembered. </i></p><p>“Ocean front, you say?”</p><p>The most reckless thing Eddie had done before this was leave the house during a torrential rainstorm with an only shower proof coat, knowing full well that the long fingers of Flu would be tapping at his arm in the morning. Now, here he is, sat in a tacky sea-food restaurant with someone he hasn’t seen for over a decade, and he’s drunk. Not too drunk, he can still see without his vision blurring, and he can still count all the freckles that litter Richie’s face, and he can still wonder whether these are new freckles, or whether these are the same freckles he used to stare at when they were lying in the quarry, sunning themselves like heat-starved reptiles.  </p><p>But, nevertheless, here he is, stuffing paella into his face with one hand and with the other waving wildly in the air as he talks through bites of rice.</p><p>“Do you remember when you got kicked out of band?”</p><p>Richie groans, wounded.</p><p>“Don’t fucking remind me, I was washing that fucking yellow paint out of my hair for at <i>least </i>three years after that.”</p><p>“I’ll never forget the look on Mike’s face, he was so ready to beat the absolute living shit out of you!” Eddie brayed, stray pieces of rice escaping his mouth as he spoke, disgusting but in the dim light of the restaurant, Eddie didn’t care.</p><p>The wind whips Eddie’s face when they stagger out of the restaurant three hours and ninety dollars later, and Richie grabs him by the chin roughly.</p><p>“You never left, did you?”</p><p>“You know I fuckin’ didn’t”</p><p>“I shouldn’t have left without you, I never should have left you there.”</p><p>Eddie pushed at Richie, gentle enough not to hurt. “It wouldn’t have made a difference, Rich. I’ve grown roots, I’m … I’m stuck there, like one of those plants that dies in the winter but is back again in summer. All I would have done is dragged you down with me.”</p><p>Richie readjusted his grip on Eddie’s chin, and tipped Eddie’s head up, so he was looking directly into Richie’s eyes.</p><p>“I nearly kissed you when I left,” Richie said, the alcohol swimming in his veins dimming his inhibitions, if only for these few snatched moments. “I really nearly did, but you looked so …”</p><p>“So what?” </p><p>“You didn’t cry.” </p><p>Eddie blinked. “I cried every day for a month after you left, Rich. I cried so much my mother sent me to the fucking doctor because she thought I had <i>hysteria.” </i></p><p>Richie barked out a laugh, a sad wet sound that sounded more like a sob, “I left you.”</p><p>Eddie pushed his face up, out of Richie’s grip, and pushed his lips against Richie’s quivering ones. The kiss is small, timid, and Richie wrapped his arms around Eddie’s shoulders and clung. </p><p>It didn’t last long, Richie was crying too much for it to be the storybook cliché that Eddie had so desperately hoped that it would be. </p><p>The next day, Eddie left.</p><p>The fourth time Eddie decided to leave for the bright lights of the big city, he left, and never looked back.</p><p><a href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mCM2W6zOwLtIv-HbayT6O9A">@xandertheundead</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m3_hhwnaDWEUviVqC0-2puA">@lifesucksheres20bucks</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mnI3kS_honWhXZDB60i_kqQ">@moonlightrichie</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6XJdVyl_QDqgFSTDC-Q3RA">@toziesque</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mqrJV8xABo7RIrDhvt2buWw">@violetreddie</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m8dO457pCQ4NlxJq5xq9B_w">@eds-trashmouth</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mrVdiOudOTgWBT0ZcYrAPiQ">@oldguybones</a></p>
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Question: <p>Established Kaspbrough + Being caught making out for friends</p>
Answer: <p>“Bill quit it! We can’t,” Eddie practically giggled as his boyfriend brought his hands up to cup his face. “It’s movie night and you know the others are gonna be here soon.” </p><p>“F-f-fuck em.” Bill shook his head, bringing it closer. Eddie could feel the lips ghosting his own as his eyes fluttered shut. “You’re too b-beautiful.”</p><p>Eddie would never be used to the constant compliments. They’d been dating a few months now and Bill was never too shy to let Eddie know how he felt. He made Eddie feel so confident and comfortable; while also nervous and a little scared, of the future of course. They had yet to tell the other losers and this was a risk. But as Bill’s lips finally pressed to his own, Eddie realized it was a risk he wanted to take. The sweet kiss was quick to turn kinky as Bill’s tongue skimmed his bottom lip causing him to gasp. Bill took the opportunity to chase Eddie’s tongue with his. Seconds turned to minutes as their hands started to roam. Bill slid his hands down Eddie’s back, stopping just above his pant line. As Eddie grabs Bill to bring him even closer, the door swings open. </p><p>“WHO’S REDDIE TO WATCH SOME FUCKIN&hellip;” The boys quickly pulled apart, basically jumping away from each other. Richie stood in the doorway with his mouth hung wide. Bev behind him holding movies and another surprised expression. </p><p>“T-t-this isn’t what it looks like!” Eddie quickly stood, feeling the blood gather in his cheeks. </p><p>“Eds, it’s definitely what it looks like.” Richie couldn’t help the cackle that bubbled out of him. “But I gotta know! Am I right? Is he a Big Bill?” </p><p>“Beep beep Richie. Leave them be.” Bev slapped her free hand over his mouth. “We’re happy for you.”</p><p><br/></p><p><b>Send me a ship + prompt and I’ll write a paragraph for ya! ❤️</b></p>
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Question: For the kissing prompts, 1 and Steddie
Answer: <p><br/></p><p><b>Sorry, <strike>not sorry</strike>, this somehow turned into smut. NSFW ahead.</b></p><p>“Stan, yes, right there, don’t stop,” Eddie moaned softly. His legs were hooked around Stan’s hips, feet pressing against the back of his thighs to encourage his slow, deep thrusts. It felt like they had been at it for hours. Eddie’s mind felt pleasantly hazy and his gut ached with the release that had been slowly building. </p><p>“You feel incredible,” Stan whispered, bringing a hand down to trace over Eddie’s side. His fingers teasingly brushed over his erection and it drew the softest little whine from his lips. Stan kept driving into him, burying his entire length inside Eddie’s tight heat. He dropped the arm that was bracing him to rest behind Eddie’s head, which brought them impossibly close.</p><p>Eddie choked out a sudden moan, spurred on by the wave of pleasured friction as his aching length caught between their moving bodies. </p><p>Stan let out a moan of his own. Hearing all the pleasured sounds Eddie made underneath him truly drove him crazy and his sole mission became drawing those noises from him. He tested his forehead down against Eddie’s. “Love hearing all those sounds you make.”</p><p>Eddie leaned up slightly so that he could capture Stan’s lips in a deep, messy kiss. After a minute, he broke it to murmur a soft, “I love you,” his lips brushing against Stan’s with every syllable. </p><p>Stan’s lips curled in a wide grin as he moved his free hand to lace his fingers with Eddie’s. He gave his hand a gentle squeeze, beginning to speed his thrusts up slightly. “I love you too,” he returned, his lips also tracing over Eddie’s as he spoke. The second the words left his mouth, he pressed his lips to Eddie’s fully, intoxicated by the way they moved against one another. Stan let his tongue trace over Eddie’s bottom lip; he swallowed the resulting moan and licked into Eddie’s mouth, sliding his tongue against Eddie’s. </p><p>His thrusts were growing erratic, a tell tale sign of his quickly approaching release. “Are you close, baby love?” He asked, pulling back to brace his hand by Eddie’s head again so that he could wrap his hand around his painfully hard length. Stan groaned at the smear of pre come across Eddie’s stomach. “I’m so close, but I want you to come first.”</p><p>Eddie only whimpered in response and nodded his head vigorously. His fingertips were pressed against Stan’s arm, holding onto his bicep as Stan railed him. Eddie threw his head back. It was too good. The way Stan was able to simultaneously fuck him and jerk him…no words were sufficient to describe it. He was absolutely perfect. <i>Every. Single. Time. </i></p><p>Stan kept his hand working over Eddie’s length, briefly pausing his thrusts. He leaned down to kiss away the frown on Eddie’s face and shifted his hips slightly before beginning to pound into him. He watched with rapt attention as Eddie’s jaw dropped, lips parting in an almost silent cry of pleasure. </p><p>Before Stan could even say anything, he felt Eddie’s body go rigid and seconds later, he was spilling over Stan’s fist, practically sobbing in a mix of pleasure and relief. </p><p>Stan worked him through it, his eyes fixed on Eddie’s blissed out expression the entire time. He leaned down to pepper kisses all over Eddie’s face and went to pull out at the same time. But Eddie’s legged locked around his hips. The action caused him to push deeply into him, bringing out moans of pleasure from both of them. </p><p>“Keep going,” Eddie encouraged gently, his voice slightly hoarse. He scratched his fingers lightly up and down Stan’s arm, his other hand cupping the back of Stan’s neck. His fingers toyed with the soft curls there. “I want you to finish inside me.”</p><p>Stan groaned at these words, picking back up a shallow, quick pace. He smiled fondly as it pulled a gasp from the man beneath him. They locked eyes and Stan felt his heart flutter at the sight of those soft gray eyes staring back up at him, full of love and admiration. </p><p>It only took a few more minutes to work himself up to a powerful release; he thrust deep into Eddie one last time and came inside of him with a groan of his name. </p><p>He dropped back down to his elbow, his body resting on top of Eddie’s as he came down from his orgasm. Softly, he hummed at the sensation of Eddie’s hand rubbing over his back and he felt Eddie press a kiss to the top of his head. </p><p>Stan kissed wherever he could reach as his head rested against Eddie’s chest, listening to his steady heartbeat. It was the single most soothing sound in the world and if given the opportunity, Stan would fall asleep to it.</p><p>“C'mon,” Eddie said gently, brushing back Stan’s curls. “Let’s go shower and then we can nap.”</p><p>Stan smiled fondly, “Sounds perfect.”</p>
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Question: stozier & number 13?
Answer: <p>13. “My hobby is making fun of you when you talk.”</p><p>this prompt is… Literally Perfect for stozier oh my god</p><p>*</p><p>“Stanley, what the fuck are you doing?”</p><p>Stan sighs but doesn’t look up from his puzzle. It’s brand new, 1000 pieces. <i>Birds in Fern</i>. He’s been looking forward to it for weeks, and he certainly isn’t going to put it on hold and get distracted by Richie Tozier.</p><p>“It’s a puzzle, Richie,” Stan says. “Do they not have those on your planet?”</p><p>“Oh-ho, Stanley getting off on a good one,” Richie snorts, plopping down next to Stan. “Classic ‘Richie is an alien species’ joke, super original, babe. Why the fuck are you working on a puzzle? Don’t you have, like, anything more fun to do?”</p><p>Stan scowls. He places another piece alongside the border. “This <i>is </i>fun.”</p><p>Richie’s giving him a cocky, annoying grin. Stan still isn’t looking at him, but he can still tell. Richie just <i>radiates </i>smugness. “You need better hobbies.”</p><p><b>“My hobby is making fun of <i>you </i>when you talk,”</b> Stan retorts.</p><p>“I do make it easy,” Richie admits. He pushes a piece across the table towards Stan, like a peace offering. It’s for the section Stan is working on. Stan smiles softly, oddly touched by the gesture. “I’ll rephrase my first question. What the fuck are you doing working on a puzzle, when you could be letting me take you out on a date?”</p><p>Stan takes another piece and slides it into place. “I told you that when this puzzle came, you weren’t allowed to talk to me until I finished it.”</p><p>“We don’t have to do much talking,” Richie says, waggling his eyebrows. If Stan weren’t so painfully in love with him, he might be a little repulsed by it. But it is so desperately <i>Richie </i>that, instead, a swell of affection bursts through his chest, and he has to look away from Richie’s face as quickly as he had looked up.</p><p>“I hate you,” Stan sighs. He doesn’t mean it. He never has.</p><p>The smugness is back in Richie’s voice when he talks again, except this time it’s laced with something else. Something… fond. Something happy. “You really, really don’t.”</p><p>Stan looks up at him again. He can’t help it. Even if he’s been looking forward to this puzzle for weeks. Richie’s gaze softens when Stan catches his eye. “I really, really don’t,” he agrees. Richie leans forward and presses a soft, easy kiss to Stan’s mouth. Stan’s smile is the thing to break it. “I’m still not talking to you until I’m done with this puzzle.”</p><p>Richie scoots forward and drops a kiss to the top of Stan’s head. The tips of Stan’s ears go pink, still, even after all this time. Then Richie settles back into his chair and starts reaching for puzzle pieces, too, and something slots into place into Stan’s chest. The piece he had been missing, he thinks.</p><p>“Well, fuck, let’s get to work, then,” Richie sighs.</p>
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Question: <p>I was wondering if you could please write a Reddie smut where sub!eddie dom!richie and like they&rsquo;re at a party and Eddie keeps teasing Richie and so Richie takes him to the bathroom and &ldquo;puts him in his place&rdquo; but Eddie has to be quiet so no one hears him? Thanks for reading this long suggestion &#128514;&#128514;</p>
Answer: <p>The porcelain of the sink is cold against Eddie’s skin as it digs into his hips, but he’s not thinking about that. He’s not thinking about the way his feet are barely touching the floor. His eyes are trained on the mirror, where his eyes meet Richie’s burning blue ones. Richie’s fingers are in his mouth, quieting his moans as Richie fucks him. </p><p>“God, you can’t keep quiet, can you?” Richie taunts. He kisses Eddie’s neck lasciviously. “It’s like you want everyone to know you’re getting fucked.” Eddie moans at that, his untouched cock bobbing against his stomach. “Yeah? You like the idea of that, don’t you? Is that why you were grinding on me like that in front of everyone? You want them to know what a little slut you are for me?” Eddie whimpers as his hips stutter forward, not finding any of the friction he needs. “Look at yourself,” Richie orders. Eddie opens his eyes and takes in his reflection, how wrecked he looks, how his cock is dripping precome into the bowl of the sink. His hands bracing himself on the edge of the vanity. Richie’s hand gripping his hips so hard it’ll probably leave bruises - god he hopes it leaves bruises. “You gonna come from that, baby?” Richie asks. As he does, he grazes that sweet spot inside of Eddie, makes his legs go weak. Richie takes his fingers out of Eddie’s mouth to hold him up, to pull him on and off his cock as fast as he wants. Eddie loves it, loves being used like this. “Go ahead, let everyone hear how good I make you feel. Let everyone know you can come just from my cock. Let everyone know how much of a cockslut my little baby is for me.” With a few more thrusts Eddie was doing just that, poorly holding back his moans and cries as he comes all over the sink, his cock throbbing as pleasure surges and ripples through his entire body.</p><p>He can feel Richie pressing kisses all over his shoulders as he comes down, can feel Richie’s thrusts quicken, and then he feels Richie spilling inside of him, biting down on his shoulder hard. </p><p>“God, you should be a slut in public more often,” Richie chuckles as he comes down. </p><p>“I’ll keep that in mind,” Eddie blushes, falling against him and hiding his face as he realizes he’s going to have to go out and face other people.</p><p>Oh well. Worth it.</p>
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Question: mmaybe reddie, 92-52-18 with special request of bottom!richie pleas 🥺
Answer: <p>Always happy to write some bottom Richie!</p>
<p><b>“I’m not going to touch you unless you beg”, “You’re so fucking hot when you’re mad” &amp; “You’re in trouble now.”</b></p>
<h2><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/20884724/chapters/53094478">Read on AO3</a></h2>
<p>The car screeched to a halt and Richie frantically looked around, trying to figure out why Eddie would hit the breaks so suddenly, but couldn’t find anything. Eddie was staring at him, his eyes dark, angry⎯ and sending a shot of arousal straight to Richie’s dick. </p>
<p>“<b>Fuck Eds, you’re so fucking hot when you’re mad.</b>&ldquo; </p>
<p>Eddie clenched his jaw. &quot;Get in the back seat.&quot; </p>
<p>Richie’s eyes widened, darting between Eddie and the road ahead of them. They were in the middle of nowhere, surrounded by darkness and the last time they saw a car must have been at least an hour ago and yes, Richie had been taking advantage of that, teasing Eddie as he drove them back from Derry, hoping it would get him laid once they got home⎯ but he never expected that Eddie would do something while they were still in the car.</p>
<p>&quot;Eds, someone could see us. We could get in trouble.”</p>
<p>“<b>You’re in trouble now.</b>” Eddie said, starting the car only to move them to the side of the road. Then he switch it off again and unbuckled his seatbelt. “Backseat, now.”</p>
<p>Richie shuddered at the tone of his voice, rushing to do the same.  Maybe this wasn’t in his plans, but he wasn’t about to complain. “Fuck, okay, yes.”</p> <p><a href="https://jem-carstairs-is-perfection.tumblr.com/post/190228184215/mmaybe-reddie-92-52-18-with-special-request-of" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Stan and Mike have been penpals for years. It started with some school project when they were younger and continued well into their teen years. Then, somewhere between the letters they sent back and forth, they fell in love. The only problem was the 1800 some miles between them. They always vowed to meet up someday. Perhaps move permanently so they could be together. But then, the letters stopped. Stan never got a letter back from Mike.
Answer: <p>“Stan I’ve never seen you like this. You’re not normally so-” Bev waved her hand, trying to think of the right word.</p>
<p>“Bold.” Richie offered. “Brave. Interesting.”</p>
<p>“Fuck off.” Stan said, shoving another shirt into his suitcase. “I don’t want to hear about how this is a bad idea or why I shouldn’t do it or-”</p>
<p>“You should absolutely do it.” Bev said. </p>
<p>He stopped packing, turning to look at his friends. Richie was nodding as Bev kept talking. “We know how much Mike means to you. You need to go.”</p>
<p>“Yea, if only for our sanity.” Richie added, grinning. <br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/190258493117/stan-and-mike-have-been-penpals-for-years-it" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: 13 + hanzier for smut prompts!!! Pretty please
Answer: <p>
 <b>“You look hot and I’m trying not to fuck you senseless right now.” 

</b><br/></p>
<p><b>NSFW </b><br/></p>
<p>“Mike! Mike where is the tide pen!” Richie called, licking the spot on his shirt where he’d spilled food and knowing that it was useless. He’d known better than to wear white, it was inevitable that he would spill food on it and, sure enough, within five minutes of putting the shirt on he’d gotten pizza sauce on it. </p>
<p>“Mike! Baby?” He called again, stripping off the shirt. It looked like the damn stain had spread just to spite him. “Tide pen??” <br/></p>
<p>“What?” Mike appeared from their room, looking flawlessly put together in his dark green shirt and grey slacks. <br/></p>
<p>“Tide pen?” Richie asked stupidly, his shirt already forgotten as he stared at his incredibly fuckable boyfriend. Richie would tell anyone who listened that he had the sexiest boyfriend in the world and his outfit today proved it.  No one could look at the man and not want him. <br/></p>
<p>“You’re shirtless.” Mike commented.</p>
<p>Richie walked up to Mike, undoing the top button of his shirt. “You’re hot.” <br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/189631933817/13-hanzier-for-smut-prompts-pretty-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: For the drabble thing- 30. Is that blood? For hanzier pls
Answer: <p>TW: animal abuse discussed <br/></p>
<p>Richie stood as he heard a knocking on his door, confused about who would be knocking this late. Opening it he saw Mike, holding something in his arms and looking desperate. “Mike, what happened? Why didn’t you use your key? What is that? Is-<b> is that blood?</b>” </p>
<p>“I was walking home and I found this little guy.” Mike said, rushing inside and letting Richie close the door behind him. “On the side of the road, in a fucking box. I think someone just threw him there.” Mike unfurled his sweatshirt to reveal a small pit bull puppy with slashes across his face and dirt everywhere. Richie could tell that he was underfed too, barely skin and bones. <br/></p>
<p>The puppy whimpered pitifully when Richie reached out to touch him so he pulled back, instead turning to Mike. “What do you need babe?” He asked instead, looking at his boyfriend.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/189900959372/for-the-drabble-thing-30-is-that-blood-for" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Hanzier 👉👈
Answer: <h2><a href="http://noahschnapp.tumblr.com/ask">Send me your fave rarepairs!</a></h2>
<blockquote class="npf_indented" data-npf='{"subtype":"indented"}'>Domestic Hanzier anyone?? </blockquote>
<p>The living room was filled by the sweet scent of flowers. Richie wasn’t sure what kind of flowers were facing him while he ate his cereal, yet he looked at them and thanked the universe and all the deities he could name for giving him the most amazing guy Richie had ever met. “<i>Babe</i>?” He calls, chewing lazily as he admired the purple dots across one of the flowers’ white petals.</p>
<p>He just arrived from his shift at the radio station, and the first rays of sunlight are beginning to gently but surely enter the room. Richie would have felt guilty for maybe waking his partner up by being so loud, had it been anyone else but Mike. Mike, some would say, woke up with the roosters. </p> <p><a href="https://noahschnapp.tumblr.com/post/190170511335/hanzier" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Can I have Eddie 1-D my love? Also this is Em
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="619" data-orig-height="456" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/fca9dc8cf46125474cd7fb33ae793eae/acc1b86af44f5de2-1d/s640x960/12ec48dce93c1b0fc0faa62199823c2f5a344e83.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="619" data-orig-height="456"/></figure><p>Insert some naughty daydream there. :D</p>
Tags: eddie kaspbrak

Post id: 613502755896786944
Date: 2020-03-24 20:30:21 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/613502755896786944/jealouspossessive-richie-with-eddie-teasing
Slug: jealouspossessive-richie-with-eddie-teasing
Reblog key: gGc9PRTt
Reblog url: https://studpuffin.tumblr.com/post/190177457857/jealouspossessive-richie-with-eddie-teasing
Reblog name: studpuffin
Question: Jealous/possessive richie with eddie teasing him???
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="156" data-orig-width="1028"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/7f7aaef06673cd8c23c7d7b14c7fc426/4037e6bb9bbc090a-12/s1280x1920/440ab2bb64c2065626a9add62d3390e4f04a8fd5.png" data-orig-height="156" data-orig-width="1028" data-media-key="7f7aaef06673cd8c23c7d7b14c7fc426:4037e6bb9bbc090a-12"/></figure><p><i>i combined these because i thought they went really well together!!! notsfw under the cut! (also this got away from me lmao i did not mean for it to be so long)</i></p>
<p><b>Rating: </b>E <b>Words: </b>1,446</p>
<p><a href="http://ko-fi.com/birightsrichie">ko-fi</a> | <a href="http://birightsrichie.tumblr.com/ask">send me reddie prompts!</a> | <a href="https://birightsrichie.tumblr.com/post/189382808099/masterlist-last-updated-1620-works-15-first">masterlist</a></p> <p><a href="https://birightsrichie.tumblr.com/post/190169902214/jealouspossessive-richie-with-eddie-teasing" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: <p>I just found your hanbrough thing and I thought it was super sweet! Could you write more hanbrough please?</p>
Answer: <p>thank you so much!! that was the first thing i had written in a long time, and it all kinda came out at once. im glad you enjoyed it. it’s weird to put smthn out into the world and get positive feedback. anyway. yes, i can write more hanbrough for you!</p><p>——</p><p><br/></p><p>There was something about the way that Mike spoke that made Bill hang onto every word that fell from his lips. It might’ve been the way he seemed so sure of the sentences he spoke, or maybe it was how each sentence seemed carefully crafted from Mike’s soul, like he was giving you his heart with every syllable. When Mike spoke, Bill listened. </p><p>Bill had never been good at speaking, even as an adult. After the second showdown in Derry, Bill’s stutter had stuck around. Mike had stuck around too. Mike had been patient his whole life, and he was patient still as he listened to Bill talk. On the days that Bill’s stutter was so bad that he could barely get a sentence out, Mike was patient. He would sit there for as long as Bill needed to be able to convey his thoughts verbally. Still, Bill found himself communicating with Mike without words more often than not. It didn’t matter that Bill wasn’t always able to force words out of himself. Mike always seemed to know what he was thinking. </p><p>The worst part of Bill’s stutter was when he couldn’t tell Mike that he loved him. Mike knew, of course, but it was nice to be able to say it. The days when his stutter appeared to be nonexistent, Bill would tell Mike that he loved him every chance he got. Mike would smile and pull Bill close, then he would say it back. Mike showed his affection in many different ways, but Bill’s favorite was when he would say that he loved him and would follow it with a kiss. A sort of double i love you.</p><p>Bill was thinking about Mike’s double i love you as he stood in front of Mike at the altar. After three years of dating, they were finally getting married. Mike always looked amazing, but he looked especially ravishing today thanks to the suit that Beverly had designed. Bill was sure he looked nice too, but his focus was on Mike, just as it had always been. </p><p>There was something about the way that Mike spoke that made Bill hang onto every word that fell from his lips. Right now, Mike was saying his vows and Bill was absolutely entranced. Mike looked more sure of himself than he ever had before and Bill’s heart nearly burst right then and there.</p><p>Despite the fact that Bill had been writing and rewriting his own vows since he started dating Mike, he was still nervous. More nervous than when he’d had to go back to Derry. It had been worth it, though, to have Mike back in his life. Bill knew now, just as he’d always known deep down, that Mike was the only one for him, and that thought eased his mind. As Mike’s vows came to an end and the crowd of family, friends, and plus-ones looked to Bill, he no longer felt nervous, and when he finally began speaking his vows, slowly and steadily, he didn’t stutter once.</p>
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Question: “Don’t touch me.” Reddie?
Answer: <p><b>NOTE: This is for <a href="https://tmblr.co/meqrZk8Ehwgx4wudrXVTgsg">@itfandomprompts</a> Today’s final prompt of the day’s theme is sick/hurt/comfort</b></p>
<p>“Don’t touch me!” Richie ordered Eddie as he clung to the toilet bowl, weakly trying to make him back away. Trying to breathe, Richie felt more bile rise in his throat, and then his whole body shook. </p>
<p>Feeling a sting of offense, Eddie rubbed a comforting hand against his boyfriend’s back as he vomited again. Why did these kinds of awful things have to happen at two in the morning? Hopefully, it was just something Richie ate and nothing serious. </p>
<p>“Relax, Richie,” Eddie comforted him, as he coughed. “I’m right here.” Richie knew that Eddie was uncomfortable around germs, especially vomit. What Richie didn’t know was that it was Eddie’s duty to take care of his boyfriend. So, Eddie stayed, massaging his shoulders, talking to him, and rubbing a smooth hand around his back.</p>
<p>Finally, Richie’s stomach settled. Smacking his lips together, the foul taste was still there. Eddie brought him over to the sink, filled a cup of water, and instructed Richie to wash his mouth out. </p>
<p>After Richie brushed his teeth, Eddie brought him back to bed and tucked him under the blankets. Rushing back into the bathroom, Eddie stuck a thermometer under the man’s tongue. Richie never liked thermometers. </p> <p><a href="https://reddie-fangirl24.tumblr.com/post/613409549153615872/dont-touch-me-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: <p>2 b or 2c with hanbrough? &#129402;</p>
Answer: <p>i went with 2b but its just a pretty quick one so its not perfect but i  had a lot of fun drawing this (despite the lack of good references oof) thank you so much anon you rekindled my love for those two idiots</p><div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1221" data-orig-width="2048"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/56b3405539b6768cb8b35cce82ef3f58/52528750796adf23-5e/s640x960/17bcff8cbb6d0765338cedf992a2a9aa4c5dfeb2.jpg" data-orig-height="1221" data-orig-width="2048"/></figure></div>
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Question: Hold Richie?
Answer: <p><b>This is for <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/meqrZk8Ehwgx4wudrXVTgsg">@itfandomprompts</a> Today’s theme is online dating.</b></p>
<p>“How is my Edward Spaghedward, today?” Richie greeted in the most excited voice. Finally, some time to himself! Spending hours in the studio was stressful, especially having to be around so many people trying to get his opinion. The shows had gone well, but he just wanted to be home now.</p>
<p>Finally, he could see his boyfriend’s face. Well, over Facetime, that is. Stretching his arm out to look at his phone, Richie walked in the streets of the neighborhood where he had been putting on numerous shows for the week. He forgot about the difference in time so it was the night back home. Not too late, though.</p>
<p>Eddie relaxed comfortably on the couch, removing the crutch from the view of the camera. Due to the pain medication, he was tired. But he was happy to talk to Richie.  “I watched your show last night.”</p>
<p>“At midnight? Dude, what have I told you?” Richie complained to him. Walking and talking at the same time wasn’t easy. Stumbling, Richie nearly tripped himself up, catching his phone before it could hit the ground. </p>
<p>“That you could use a seeing-eye dog?” Eddie laughed at Richie. There was nothing entertaining to watch on TV tonight so Richie being clumsy saved him from his perpetual boredness. The whole week was a drag. Since he was busy recovering, Eddie didn’t have a job anyway, quitting his terrible job as a risk analysis. </p>
<p>“Haha!” Richie told him sarcastically, holding his phone so close to his mouth that Eddie could see the inside of his boyfriend’s mouth.</p> <p><a href="https://reddie-fangirl24.tumblr.com/post/613232534766092288/hold-richie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: flowers - reddie
Answer: <p><b>Note: This is also for <a href="https://tmblr.co/meqrZk8Ehwgx4wudrXVTgsg">@itfandomprompts</a> for the prompt week. Today’s theme is failed-meet-cute.</b></p>
<p>“Excuse me!” Eddie heard someone get his attention. Distracted by what his mother was nagging to him over the phone, Eddie struggled to hold all his binders, textbooks, and inhaler together without dropping them to the ground. That happened too often every week.</p>
<p>Feeling his heart sore, Eddie swore that he recognized the boy with curly black hair who approached him. Large glasses hung over his eyes. Not to mention, the smile was attractive, mixed with a hint of mischief. And excitement.</p>
<p>“Mom, can you hold on?” Eddie asked, or begged was a better word, as he talked over her voice. He placed the phone against his chest, but she was still shouting his name. Oh, don’t let her call the police like last time. </p>
<p>The young man whose dark curly hair bounced when he chuckled, smiled at him. He knew him. How did Eddie know him? </p>
<p>“I noticed you dropped something,” he told Eddie.</p>
<p>Eddie took a look at his belongings, shuffling through his assignments. He had the checklist which his mother made for him every morning. ‘Call Mom at Noon’ was always one of them. And if he didn’t, his mother called him one minute afternoon making sure that he wasn’t dead.</p>
<p>“I didn’t drop anything,” Eddie curled his nose up at the boy. From the way he was dressed, he looked like one of those stoner guys who always slacked off from their classes.</p> <p><a href="https://reddie-fangirl24.tumblr.com/post/612977746078056448/flowers-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: You said ANY pairing so... Ben/Eddie for "Am I hurting you?"
Answer: <p><b>“Am I hurting you?”</b> Eddie asks abruptly, backing off of Ben as the latter boy winced. “Ben whoever it was got you pretty good.”</p><p>“No.” Ben gulps. He looks at Eddie before looking back down at his knees. “Not more than I already was hurt, anyways.” </p><p>“Mhm..” Eddie whispers, eyes full of pity for him. “Well… I just gotta clean your cheek up and we’ll be all done, okay?”</p><p>“Okay.” </p><p>“Ben?”</p><p>“Yeah?” Ben shivered.</p><p>“Look at me.” Eddie’s voice was gentle. Ben swallowed hard, looking up directly into Eddie’s eyes. “You gotta stop taking it too far… This is the third time l have to patch you up.” Eddie touched his shoulder, squeezing him tenderly and trying not to wince himself as Ben flinched at the touch. “How did your shoulder get bad too?”</p><p>“I think I pulled a muscle.” Ben grimaced, looking away from Eddie again. He knew Eddie wanted to look at him, comfort him, but he couldn’t stand it. Every since the day they first talked, it was always Eddie patching him up and trying to hide his disgust with it. Ben appreciated how much his friend tried to overcome his fear of germs to tend to his wounds, but it had gotten too far. Way too many times… And it was all Ben’s own fault. </p><p>“Pulled a muscle how?” Eddie marvels, gently cleaning the cut on Ben’s cheek. Keeping him talking and distracted from the pain, even that Eddie had covered. </p><p>“Climbing.”</p><p>“Climbing?” Eddie’s voice was incredulous. “Climbing. Climbing what? Climbing where? Do you have any idea how many bad wounds, I’m talking <i>bad wounds</i>, could have actually happened to you?” Eddie gestured with his free hand that had been previously holding Ben by the chin so he couldn’t avoid his searing cotton pad. “There would be nothing, <i>nothing</i> I’d be able to do without you going to the hospital and I doubt it you’d walk out with less than two grand to pay up with money you don’t even have! We’re sixteen and we’ve got no jobs, not even Bill’s savings would get you out of that one and Bill doesn’t even buy himself socks cause he wants to save up!”</p><p>“Richie has a job.”</p><p>“Well yeah, and all the money he makes at the record store he spends it there anyway! His boss only keeps him there because of that I swear, he refuses to sell anyone Bowie cause he wants to cover his wall with the vinyls.”</p><p>“That’s selfish.”</p><p>“That’s what I said, dumb! A freakin’ waste- <i>Oh</i> sorry!” Eddie squealed when Ben hissed out loud and flinched away from him. “You need stitches. Yup. You need stitches Ben I’m calling it.”</p><p>“Can we do it here?”</p><p>“What? No! I don’t know how to do that?! I can’t do that! Let’s get to a clinic.”</p><p>x</p><p>It’s hours later when they get to Eddie’s house, sneaking in while his mother snored on the couch. Ben chose to sit down on a chair near Eddie’s bed, knowing better than to sit on Eddie’s clean sheets with dry blood all over his clothes. He felt Eddie’s intense stare on him and he just sighed, knowing better than to draw things out. “I’m sorry. I won’t let this happen again-”</p><p>“-Richie said you joined a fight club.”</p><p>“What?” Ben frowned, almost laughing. “No, no. <i>No</i>. l just have… I’ve been working out.” He dares to look at the smaller boy, hanging by his door to catch any movements in the hallway. Eddie was redfaced, and his mouth had turned into an incredulous “O” shape. Every loser was used to that look, especially with Richie around, but that time Eddie’s neck was quickly getting a crimson shade. Ben startled. “Hey I- I just. I know l’m pushing it too hard but l set goals for myself. I want to change.”</p><p>“Change?” Eddie’s voice is a shrill hiss. “Why? Because of Beverly?”</p><p>“No!” If only Eddie had known. “No. Not just- I. I need that. I need to change.”</p><p>“You’re only hurting youself!” Eddie scooted over to him. “Ben,” he whispered. “You’re my friend so l’ll be nice about this, but you’re trying to wind up dead. <i>Climbing</i>. Climbing… Ben-”</p><p>“I can’t be like this anymore! Okay?” Ben snapped, hissing sharply but still keeping his voice low enough so he wouldn’t wake up Eddie’s mother. “I hate-”</p><p>“I love you.” Eddie says abruptly and Ben gasps. </p><p>Did… Did he?</p><p>“I love you. We all love you. Every inch of you. You’re perfect, Ben. I don’t think anyone else’s opinion should matter. Just <i>ours.” </i>Eddie was muttering now, his eyes still slightly bulging out, looking scared and affectionate and sad all at once. “Just mine. I’ve fixed you up enough times. I’ve seen you. You’re perfect.” He held Ben’s hands so tightly in his own.</p><p>And that time Ben believed him.</p>
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Question: B3 and mikey? 😸
Answer: <p>what’s he thinkin about???</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="597" data-orig-width="599"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/331ac669430d2ecb7e574a87c8f29cae/24c356a5959ec8b6-2e/s640x960/02c8dac18783e1cdcb606c2638d7a8a2a6c51b46.jpg" data-orig-height="597" data-orig-width="599"/></figure>
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Question: Stanlon being cute in the library?
Answer: <p>Mike let his fingers trail along the stiff spines of the old leather bound books in the history section as he made his rounds through the aisles in the downstairs section of the library. He pushed in a few of the stray chairs as the study tables, watching as Don Hagarty and Adrian Mellon quickly packed their books and laptops into their bags to head out for the night.</p><p>“Sorry, Mr. Hanlon,” Adrian sighed, giving Mike an apologetic smile. “Thanks for letting us stay a little past closing so we could get this project done.”</p><p>Mike slipped his hands into his cardigans pockets, the keys and his security card clinking together softly. “It’s no trouble. I remember senior year being brutal and I know you two are actually working.”</p><p>Don’s cheeks colored brightly and Adrian’s small smile became a wide grin.</p><p>“Yep! That’s us.” Adrian nodded, elbowing his boyfriend in the side. “Just working.”</p><p>“Adrian!” Don hissed under his breath, grabbing the smaller boy by the arm and started to tug him toward the entrance. He turned back to give a wave to Mike. “Thanks again, Mr. Hanlon! We’ll see you later!”</p><p>Both boys moved quickly after that, through the automatic glass doors and out into the night. Mike chuckled as he moved over to the doors, keying in his code so that they stayed closed and locked until Mr. Brench came in the morning. He went through his closing routine, making sure everything was in order for the next day of knowledge seeking, before he made his way up the long staircase.</p><p>The upstairs part of the library was where they kept the young adult section and the study rooms where their last occupant was located. Mike grinned as he turned the corner and saw through the thick glass that curly head of hair bowed down with their nose buried in a thick book. Mike moved quietly, pushing the silent glass door open before knocking and watched as Stan jumped slightly before turning around to glare at him.</p><p>His round framed glasses slipping down in his nose in the most adorable way.</p><p>“Excuse me, Professor Uris.” Mike started, a small smile on his face. “It’s twenty minutes past closing time.”</p><p>Stan blinked owlishly before reaching back to grab his phone and check the time, his silver wedding band glinting in the light. “Shit, it really is. Damn it, I thought I’d get out of here in enough time to start dinner.”</p><p>Mike watched as the man’s shoulders sagged a little and shook his head a little.</p><p>“Pick something up?”</p><p>Stan frowned at him again, but there was no heat in it this time. “That is eating out.”</p><p>“Ever hear of a cheat day?” Mike replied easily as he moved to start picking up the books that were in the professor’s pile. “Do you want to check any of these out?”</p><p>“Oh,” Stan moved quickly, ready to always help Mike with things. “Yeah, a few, but let me help you put those back.”</p><p>Mike shook his head and laughed, raising the book Stan was reaching for above both of their heads. “You know the drill. Only librarians can put the books away, but you can help me carry them to where I need to take them if you want.”</p><p>He gave a wink. “I like having big strong men help me out.”</p><p>Stan let out a sharp laugh, taking a few of the books Mike was holding. “Your arms are the size of my head.”</p><p>Mike rolled his eyes as he watched Stan grab his messenger bag before following him out of the study room. “Details details. Alright, what’s the label on your first book say?”</p><p>Stan read it out loud and Mike guided them towards the accounting section which he bet most of of Stan’s books were going to come from. Stan Uris was one of NYU’s finest accounting professors, up for tenure and in the middle of finals, but he still insisted on having time to help Mike close up the library almost every time Mike had the night shift. He listened as Stan complained about some of the kids in his class, not understanding why they couldn’t do basic accounting in his higher up classes and Mike smiled when he saw Stan yawn as he was checking out his books for him.</p><p>“You should go home and get some rest.”</p><p>Stan rubbed his eyes before frowning at Mike. “You can’t tell me what to do.”</p><p>“I think the ring on my finger says I can at least a little.” Mike replied raising his hand to show an identical golden ring to Stan’s silver one. “And I think my worn out husband needs to eat, shower and go to sleep before his eight am class in the morning.”</p><p>Stan was quiet for a minute and Mike could tell he was pouting. “But I haven’t seen you in two days…I wanted to at least eat with you.”</p><p>Mike’s heart melted at that and he trashed across the check out desk to run his fingers over Stan’s smooth cheek. “I’ll close up, you go get our favorite from Yen Ching’s and I’ll meet you at home. Okay?”</p><p>The smile he received was beautiful and Stan nodded quickly, taking the books Mike handed him before making a beeline for the door. “Don’t keep me waiting!”</p><p>“I’d never.”</p><p><b><a href="https://xandertheundead.tumblr.com/ask">Send me some prompts!</a></b></p><p>Taglist: <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mrVdiOudOTgWBT0ZcYrAPiQ">@oldguybones</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_SkC0TsmuBpuWnU4zKN-sA">@constantreaderfool</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mjeivaWhI6zT0Yug6GUgy4A">@queen-sock</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A">@stylesmelon</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m-K7Xrua2LhDLC7g0FKRUVw">@inthebreadbinwrites</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mIE5M8mLyDyWX-PU3-UiQnw">@appojoos</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mKUQj1SCO5wVREdVhC0bdNA">@realstephenking</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/muv-um4SGWc_H_x3hgwDDWA">@trashmouthnick</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mC0wleAS5keY3zlPRi72Zbg">@eddiefuckinkaspbrak</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@s-s-georgie</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mFN96Zdanvo0IYNCfCtMtug">@reddieforlove</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mnI3kS_honWhXZDB60i_kqQ">@moonlightrichie</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mLPxC7M0CP7mwS1NVpR-VmQ">@eduardoandale</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mYNLz77yHWt-s1_yQNt_vpQ">@girasol-eddie</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m8l7BS7MgT27Ohiit5wpmOg">@thorn-harvester-ven</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mKLOayX78OGvGJzfhfMav5A">@pink-psychic</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mYJ46YLJMl4WHr_DUePeAQA">@nancynwheeler</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mmKIz_BXwWJT_KmkXU_8o1Q">@recycle-byn</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mJIlOk-kL19WL8HoxqGkTbA">@marsisaplanetyall</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m3_hhwnaDWEUviVqC0-2puA">@lifesucksheres20bucks</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mFy2ZUZ6QSSwhn6fi5OOQpg">@edstozler</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mQWzba0u99i2OiLl7H-lYPQ">@uppperteeeth</a> </p>
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Question: Can I get reddie riding a horse?
Answer: <p>You got it, Dude!</p><p>“Eddie, just get on the horse.”</p><p>Richie frowned down at the smaller man, who looked extremely uncomfortable at just being near the large animal. It was their one year anniversary of dating and Richie had planned the whole thing out to be romantic as fuck. They were going to go horseback riding on the beach, Eddie held tight in Richie’s arms as the races across the sand in the light of the setting sun. Then they’d stop at the spot where Richie had packed a picnic filled with Eddie’s favorite and then they’d drink some fancy shit champagne Richie had made sure to research was actually good.</p><p>Then he’d pull out the ring he’d bough two days after they started dating and propose.</p><p>It was perfect in every way…expect for the fact that Eddie refuses to get on the damn horse.</p><p>“Eddie come on.”</p><p>“Richie, do you know how dangerous horses are? Every year horse riding causes deaths and very serious injuries such as long term paralysis from spinal cord damage. Did you know that horse riding is like twenty times more dangerous that riding a motorcycle? I read it in an article when I was younger.”</p><p>“So you’d get on a motorcycle but not a horse?”</p><p>“At least you’re can <i>control</i> the motorcycle!”</p><p>Richie rilled his head back and groaned loudly, somehow not expecting his Spaghetti to be the one who would throw a wrench into his entire plans. Their horse, Luna, was a beautiful white horse and she was sweet as could be so he had no idea what about her scared Eddie so bad. “Dude, Luna is great. She even ate a carrot right out of my hand, she’s like the best horse they have.”</p><p>“They spook so easily, Richie.” Eddie frowned, but it was starting to look like a pout. “What if it sees something and bucks is off and then tramples is to death? I have a and early shift tomorrow, Richie! I can’t help sock people if I’m trampled to death!”</p><p>“<i>She</i>,” Richie corrected with a bit of annoyance. “Won’t be spooked cause there isn’t anyone for miles around here. We are almost completely alone, Eds. It will be fine.”</p><p>When Eddie still looked skeptical, Richie pulled out the sad doggie pout which Eddie always said made him look hideous but would always go along with it anyway. Just like always, Eddie started to deflate a little after a bit and he groaned before nodding.</p><p>“Fine! Fine.” He grumbled, looking at Luna like she was some kind of horse shaped bomb. “But only for a little bit…how-how do I get on?”</p><p>It took some finagling, but Richie was finally able to pull Eddie up so that he sat in front with his back against Richie’s chest. They started slowly, Eddie having a death grip on poor Luna’s mane which she didn’t exactly appreciate but didn’t put up too much of a fuss, and after awhile Richie could feel his boyfriend’s body start to ease up. Soon they were trotting along the coast and Richie could hear Eddie’s excitement when he would turn back to talk to Richie, large beautiful smile on his face.</p><p>It was when they got too comfortable and Richie got cocky that of course something went wrong. They had started galloping and Richie de used to let Eddie have the reigns, knowing it was something Eddie would enjoy and man did he. They booked it across the sand, the wind whipping through there hair and the smell of ocean air in their noses when Richie made the mistake of lossening his hold on Eddie’s waist.</p><p>Richie had never landed on his back harder in his life.</p><p>At the hospital, they wrapped his arm in the cast, giving him a sling as Eddie yelled at him the entire time. Richie sighed and closed his eyes, the pain medication doing wonders for making his mind go a little fuzzy and able to block out most of Eddie’s anger. He’d have to call Ben and ask him to pick up the picnic basket so the food didn’t spoil along with the champagne. Today wasn’t the day after all apparently.</p><p>It was when he was allowed his clothes back and Eddie was helping him into his shirt, when the small black box fell from the pocket in his jacket and both Eddie and him stared at it for a long time.</p><p>“Richie…” Eddie started softly. “What is that?”</p><p>Richie’s medicated brain tried to think quick. “A box.”</p><p>Good job, Tozier.</p><p>“What is in the box?” Eddie replied before moving to pick it up.</p><p>“Uhhh…” Richie’s brain wasn’t helping in this situation and it was really weird being so sluggish while also starting to panic when Eddie popped open the box. He watched as Eddie’s eyes widened, his mouth dropping open a bit and Richie knew he had to do something. “No! Baby, it’s a bomb!”</p><p>With that he snatched the box from Eddie’s hands, the lid snapping shut loudly and did first thing that came to mind.</p><p>He chucked that box right out the window.</p><p>“Richie!”</p><p>“Phew.” Richie sighed before laying back down on the hospital bed in half his shirt and boxers, suddenly even more exhausted than before. “Saved us.”</p><p>It took an entire staff of nurses and a few janitors to find the ring and when Richie was less medicated Eddie told him he was the biggest idiot he’d ever met. Then he pulled out a small box of his own and god damn it, it was the best day of Richie’s life.</p><p><b><a href="https://xandertheundead.tumblr.com/ask">Send me a prompt!</a></b></p><p>Taglist: <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mrVdiOudOTgWBT0ZcYrAPiQ">@oldguybones</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mjeivaWhI6zT0Yug6GUgy4A">@queen-sock</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_SkC0TsmuBpuWnU4zKN-sA">@constantreaderfool</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mC0wleAS5keY3zlPRi72Zbg">@eddiefuckinkaspbrak</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mKUQj1SCO5wVREdVhC0bdNA">@realstephenking</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mIE5M8mLyDyWX-PU3-UiQnw">@appojoos</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m-K7Xrua2LhDLC7g0FKRUVw">@inthebreadbinwrites</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@s-s-georgie</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mmKIz_BXwWJT_KmkXU_8o1Q">@recycle-byn</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/msIMruVE3bDglr4jdxjrK9w">@mars-14</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mJIlOk-kL19WL8HoxqGkTbA">@marsisaplanetyall</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mnI3kS_honWhXZDB60i_kqQ">@moonlightrichie</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m4XCAnnsfz3dBnxjUm6wi7Q">@madi-personal</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mKLOayX78OGvGJzfhfMav5A">@pink-psychic</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mLPxC7M0CP7mwS1NVpR-VmQ">@eduardoandale</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mYJ46YLJMl4WHr_DUePeAQA">@nancynwheeler</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mFy2ZUZ6QSSwhn6fi5OOQpg">@edstozler</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mYNLz77yHWt-s1_yQNt_vpQ">@girasol-eddie</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m3_hhwnaDWEUviVqC0-2puA">@lifesucksheres20bucks</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/muv-um4SGWc_H_x3hgwDDWA">@trashmouthnick</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m8l7BS7MgT27Ohiit5wpmOg">@thorn-harvester-ven</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/medGzqahXb-fgs98yHi-GzQ">@yikesitsrylee</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mQWzba0u99i2OiLl7H-lYPQ">@uppperteeeth</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mnUIrsGnRzSusna96zT81rw">@trashmouthtozierr</a> </p>
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Reblog name: studpuffin
Question: Can I also request for SMUTMAS, Streddie with a voyeurism kink? Preferably with Richie as the voyeur. Please and thank you, you wonderful person you!
Answer: <p>I DID IT!</p> <p><a href="https://studpuffin.tumblr.com/post/189916470427/can-i-also-request-for-smutmas-streddie-with-a" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Reddie + 21? ☺️
Answer: <p><b>21. Best Friend’s sibling AU</b></p>
<p>* * * * *</p>
<p>As Eddie opened the door, he froze in the doorway, not believing quite what he was seeing. At the sight of his best friend, Cara Tozier, all done up in her wedding dress made Eddie’s heart swoon just a little. She had been waiting for this day for two years now, ever since her fiance Justin got down on one knee and asked that all important question. Of course, that night Eddie was the first person to receive the call from Cara, crying happily as she asked him to be her ‘best man’. </p>
<p>There was no doubt in Eddie’s mind when he said yes, that he would be honoured to be her best man on the most important day of her life. Even now, there was still no doubt, not a single flicker. He smiled at her, tears in his eyes before taking a few steps back towards the door. </p>
<p>“Cara…you look stunning,” Eddie breathed, meeting her eyes through the mirror. He didn’t want to make her cry and smudge all of her makeup, she would never forgive him for that. Maggie stood to the side, a proud mother’s smile on her lips. “I just wanted to make sure you were all good, which you are. I’ll see you out there.” </p>
<p>Cara bit her lip as Eddie walked backwards to the door, opening it to leave, “See you out there, Eddie. Also…you scrub up well, I’m sure my brother will appreciate it.” She winked and Eddie’s face turned a bright red before he rushed out of the room, closing the door firmly behind him. </p>
<p>The brother in question, Richie Tozier, three years Cara’s senior and the love of Eddie’s life. Of course, he hadn’t always been as open about that last statement, as their relationship in the beginning was well…not really a relationship.</p> <p><a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/612143549198270464/reddie-21" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Hi! I'm looking for people to help me mod a weekly writing challenge blog for the  IT fandom. I was thinking of just doing it myself, but I can't take on the whole thing by myself. If interested, please contact the derry-drabbles blog on tumblr. I hope it's okay to ask for your help in looking for people through your blog! If not, please just ignore/delete this ask and I'm sorry!
Answer: <p>Very cool! We’re happy to promo that! Hopefully you can find some mods! <br/></p>
Tags: signal boost, writing challenge, looking for mods, Anonymous
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Reblog key: 17uUyElX
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Question: 48
Answer: <p>“You make me want things I can’t have,” because we all need that one fic with a title from Take Me To Church.</p><h2><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/21882961">you heard them say it</a></h2><p><i>Even after she’s 6 feet in the ground, Sonia Kaspbrak still lives in Eddie Kaspbrak’s head.</i></p><p><i>It takes some time, but he eventually finds something that drowns her out.</i></p><blockquote><p>No one was surprised when Eddie decided to go to college with Bill and Richie. Everyone <i>was </i>surprised, however, when Eddie chose Bill as his roommate.</p><p>In the back of his mind, his mother whispered about<i> boys who look at other boys, boys who get sick from it, you’ve seen it on the news, Eddie Bear, you know why they’re sick.</i></p><p>He didn’t want to risk it. It was hard enough not to look at Richie all the time; he wouldn’t be able to handle living with him. He didn’t want to get sick. (<i>Real </i>sick, not the kind of phantom sickness his mother had made up – <i>but</i>, her voice whispers, even quieter, <i>doesn’t just having those thoughts make you sick enough?</i>)</p></blockquote>
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Reblog key: K5qN7ZF7
Reblog url: 
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Question: Would it be okay to tag you in stuff as a form of promotion?
Answer: <p>Yes! Definitely! Tag away! </p>
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Question: For the drabble thing- 30. Is that blood? For hanzier pls
Answer: <p>TW: animal abuse discussed <br/></p>
<p>Richie stood as he heard a knocking on his door, confused about who would be knocking this late. Opening it he saw Mike, holding something in his arms and looking desperate. “Mike, what happened? Why didn’t you use your key? What is that? Is-<b> is that blood?</b>” </p>
<p>“I was walking home and I found this little guy.” Mike said, rushing inside and letting Richie close the door behind him. “On the side of the road, in a fucking box. I think someone just threw him there.” Mike unfurled his sweatshirt to reveal a small pit bull puppy with slashes across his face and dirt everywhere. Richie could tell that he was underfed too, barely skin and bones. <br/></p>
<p>The puppy whimpered pitifully when Richie reached out to touch him so he pulled back, instead turning to Mike. “What do you need babe?” He asked instead, looking at his boyfriend.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/189900959372/for-the-drabble-thing-30-is-that-blood-for" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: hanzier, fanfic
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Question: 😒🧘🏻‍♂️🚑 lmao
Answer: <p>In Richie’s opinion, he’s dealing with the current circumstances very well. No one is screaming, for once, and Eddie’s breaths are coming in measured, even inhales. The only problem is his fucking shoulder twisted in an angle that makes bile rise in Richie’s throat every time he so much as thinks about it.</p><p>“Hey, remember when we were kids and you broke your arm and you were all like, <i>don’t fucking touch me </i>and shit,” Richie says weakly. “Does that still apply, or…?”<br/></p><p>Eddie shoots him an incredibly unimpressed look. “Richie, if you don’t pop my fucking shoulder back in right now, I’m going to scream,” he replies in a carefully even voice. There’s a crease in his brow, disrupting the thin veneer of calm he’s trying to arrange on his face. Richie swallows and looks up at the ceiling, the walls, anywhere but Eddie’s dislocated shoulder.</p><p>“Um, shouldn’t we call an ambulance? I feel like they’re gonna be more qualified than me. Like, anyone would be more qualified than me.”<br/></p><p>It’s true and Eddie knows it. He shuts his eyes and takes another steady breath, holds it for seven counts, releases it without jostling his arm. It takes every squeeze of his therapist’s words to stop himself from giving in to the overwhelming tide of panic and pain. “Come on, Rich,” he tries again, softer this time. The effect is somewhat diminished with his face pressed against the yoga mat and his ass still stuck in the air mid-pose, but at least Richie is looking at him again. “I’ll talk you through it. It’s not going to hurt too bad, I promise.”</p><p>Richie chuckles, a small, watery sound. “Who’da thought it,” he says, inching closer to Eddie and placing his hands feather-light on his bicep. “Lil Eddie Kaspbrak telling me not to freak out. Man, if only Stan were around, he’d be losing his shit.” He rubs his thumb in circles over Eddie’s skin and Eddie feels the tension bleeding out of both their bodies. </p><p>“He can probably tell,” Eddie snorts. “He’s hanging out by a pool somewhere in Hawai’i right now thinking, <i>shit, Richie’s making a fool of himself, I’ve gotta see this</i>.”</p><p>“Nah, he wouldn’t abandon Patty in Honolulu for little ol’ me. I’ve got to win an Emmy and trip on stage for that honour.” He scrubs a hand over his mouth, a bit of colour slowly returning to his cheeks. “Okay, let’s do this before I chicken out. Ready?”</p><p>Eddie bites his lip, gathering the instinctual fear close to his chest and shoving it as far down as he can. “Ready.”</p><p><b><i><a href="http://honeyreynolds.tumblr.com/ask">send me three emojis for a tiny fic!</a></i></b><br/></p>
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Question: 13,15,51 and Stozier
Answer: <p>Richie woke from his nap with a sudden gasp, bringing his hand down to what he expected to be his daughter’s back, but instead his hand smacked against his chest. He peeked up to find a distinct lack of baby sleeping on his chest and immediately panic rushed through him; he quickly sat up and inspected the area. <br/></p><p>When he didn’t find her anywhere, he sprinted to the nursery, praying that he would find her asleep in her crib. It wouldn’t be the first time his husband had snatched their daughter away from him when he found them asleep together. She was only a few weeks old, so neither of them were getting much sleep and Richie found she slept best resting on his chest. He also found out that he slept best when his daughter actually slept.</p><p>Much to his panic, he did not find his daughter in the nursery. His mind was racing with all the different possibilities as he ran down the hallway, bursting into the bedroom and shouting, “Oh my god, Stan. I lost our baby!”</p><p>“Shh, shh, shhh!” Stan shushed him with a finger over his mouth, gesturing down to the small infant resting on his chest. </p><p>“Jesus! Do you even know what you just put me through?” he demanded as he gently moved onto the bed and settled down beside Stan. “You can’t just take her without telling me. I thought she was gone.”</p><p>“Okay, I think you’re being a tad bit dramatic,” Stan replied quietly, his attention flickering from their daughter over to Richie’s face. “I keep telling you, you can’t fall asleep with her like that. It’s dangerous.”</p><p>Richie’s bottom lip jutted out in a pout as he tucked one of his fingers under her tiny ones, smiling as she curled them around his, “I gotta get it in where I can. I haven’t slept in ages, okay?”</p><p>Stan chuckled softly, tilting his head down so he can press a light kiss to the top of her head, which was covered in the sparsest blonde wisps of hair. “She’s only three weeks old, Richie.”</p><p>“Yeah, and I’ve collectively gotten like 4 hours of sleep that entire time,” Richie whined, resting his head on Stan’s shoulder.</p><p>Stan let out the softest laugh, nodding in agreement, “I would kill for a coffee…literally.” He paused and smiled down at the baby, “She’s worth it though, isn’t she?” </p><p>“Beyond worth it,” Richie smiled, lifting her little fingers to press a kiss to them before sliding out of bed and beginning to walk out of the room.</p><p>“Where are you going?” Stan called out softly, wearing the slightest hints of a pout.</p><p>“Where am I going?” Richie stopped at the doorway, dramatically leaning against it as he turned back and to question, “Crazy. From sleep deprivation. Wanna come?”</p><p>Stan chuckled, rolling his eyes affectionately.</p><p>“I’m gonna make a cup of coffee,” Richie answered truthfully, breaking out into the widest grin as he stared back in at his little family. “I’ll make you one too. And try not to fall asleep in the kitchen.”</p><p>Stan snickered, using his daughter’s hand to wave in Richie’s direction. “If you’re not back in ten minutes, we’ll come looking.”</p>
Tags: stozier, fanfic

Post id: 611319982198046720
Date: 2020-02-29 18:16:06 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/611319982198046720/mike-hanlon-and-stanley-uris-drabble-pls
Slug: mike-hanlon-and-stanley-uris-drabble-pls
Reblog key: jsccuKSY
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Question: Mike Hanlon and Stanley Uris drabble pls!
Answer: <p style="">

<a href="https://danacarvey.tumblr.com/ask">send me an IT pairing and a word and i’ll write a little holiday drabble!</a> ❄️

<br/></p>
<p style="">

<b>cont. under the read more!</b>

<br/></p>
<p>When Mike appears on Stan’s doorstep, grinning nearly ear-to-ear with his hands behind his back, Stanley’s eyes widen, his heart jumping into his throat. He can feel it pounding against his chest a mile a minute. He wasn’t expecting to see any of the others so early, they agreed to meet up at the arcade in a couple hours. Well, okay, that was true, but <i>he wasn’t expecting to see the boy he was crushing on, here, on his doorstep, by himself, </i>more like it. He forces himself to calm down a little before opening his mouth to talk. He takes a deep breath. <i>Fuck, he looks so cute. </i>It’s cold, snowing outside and Stan can see the red in Mike’s cheeks. “Hi Mike, what’s going on—”</p>
<p>“Happy Holidays, Stan!” he cuts him off before he can even finish his greeting, pushing a somewhat poorly wrapped, rather small gift into Stan’s hands. Stanley tenses as Mike’s colds fingers press into his skin for a second, leaving him breathless. Stan wants to hold his hands, warm him back up.</p> <p><a href="https://danacarvey.tumblr.com/post/189629001987/mike-hanlon-and-stanley-uris-drabble-pls" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: bill/stan/mike out on a date and stan happens to wonder away for a bit, mike and bill find him being hit on by another guy
Answer: <p>I’ve written a post about jealous Losers before. In summary: Mike is not a jealous person. If he saw someone flirting with Stan he’d be amused, and he’d play up the spectacle. Maybe he would ever so “subtly” reaffirm that <i>he’s</i> dating Stan by sidling up to him, putting his arm around him, and teasing “Is this guy flirting with you Stan? I don’t blame him, you’re a work of art.”</p><p>And Stan would be <i>so </i>embarrassed. Dating Mike is like dating your dad, but not in a weird way… or in a kinky way.</p><p>Bill would get very jealous, but Bill would school himself, all other people would see is his hard stare and his tense jaw. He’d very much feel the need to constantly touch Stan after that encounter. If they have sex, it will be rough. And Bill would start acting stupid and overprotective and Stan’s like “This again?” Like every time Stan talks to a man who isn’t one of the Losers Bill gets like this.</p><p>And even then, when Richie flirts with Stan on purpose because he <i>knows</i> it’ll piss of Bill, Bill starts feeling a type of way.</p><p>If you’re specifically envisioning stanlonbrough, well then Mike and Bill would definitely play off of each other. Mike would think Bill’s dramatic ass is funny, and Bill would protest, telling Mike he doesn’t take the problem seriously enough. </p><p>Mike counters with “What problem? So some stranger mistakes Stan, a very attractive person, as single? Do you think he’s going to pull out a rag of chloroform??” </p><p>And Bill, his heart rate spiking shouts “Well can we rule out that possibility?!”</p><p>As for Stan, I think he’d appreciate a middle ground more. Because sometimes guys <i>do </i>make him feel uncomfortable and Mike treating it like a joke makes him feel worse. But by far Bill can get way too out of line and make Stan feel stifled or infantilized. He would appreciate boyfriends who <i>do </i>rescue him from creepy intrusive guys but who aren’t fucking crazy and possessive.</p><p>Poor Stan. </p>
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Question: 69
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="182" data-orig-width="828"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/6173a866ee2148a0a122e8740085bb2e/710eafc76ef5ad6e-54/s1280x1920/73fd5ab8c2a97aa7d616af8f927878ec819aa77c.jpg" data-orig-height="182" data-orig-width="828" data-media-key="6173a866ee2148a0a122e8740085bb2e:710eafc76ef5ad6e-54" alt="image"/></figure><p>You perverts, thanks for the prompts! Also I went with reddie since no ship was specified :/</p>
<p>#69 - Party Like It’s Your Birthday by Studio Killers</p>
<p>When Eddie opened his eyes that morning, he immediately regretted it. It was November 2nd, the day before his birthday and the only day he had to break it to his mom that he wasn’t going to be flying back to Derry to see her. It was sort of an unspoken thing, him visiting her on his birthday, but she always treated the day like a damn holiday and he was always expected to visit then too. </p>
<p>The only difference from this year and the previous year is that somewhere in the middle he told his mom about Richie. As in Richie Tozier, the boy from his childhood that she hated who he followed all the way to California and is now his boyfriend, Richie Tozier. </p> <p><a href="https://bi-bi-richie.tumblr.com/post/189616009411/69" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: "Have you ever been to a birthday party for children/And one of the children won't stop screaming/...There's other people, you selfish asshole!" From Bo Burnham's song, for that quote thing? Also this is for Reddie. Thanks :)
Answer: <p>Song: Art is Dead by Bo Burnham</p>
<p>Warnings: slight mentions of homophobia, other than that, just pure fluff.</p>
<p><a href="https://kaspbrak-tozier-reddie.tumblr.com/ask">Send quote/prompt and I’ll write a fic</a></p>
<p>——————————————————————</p>
<p>With Richie being a hotshot comedian now, his manager had decided it was now time to do a meet and greet. Richie not only now performs his own standup comedy shows but is on Saturday Night Live, does movies and tv shows. </p>
<p>Having a rocky 2.5 years in the comedy industry, Richie’s new beginning seems promising, even Eddie is thrilled. After all, Eddie is the one that forced Richie to fire his writer and old manager due to homophobic jokes, not being able to come out thus shoving him back into the closest; and had jokes that were far too dry and tasteless that even Richie didn’t laugh. They made Stan’s jokes seem laughable now! So with the help of his boyfriend of 2 years, he and Eddie found a new manager.</p>
<p>“Excited for your debut M&amp;G?” Scotty, Richie’s new manager, asks.<br/></p>
<p>“Oh, heck yes!” Richie exclaims as he sets up his table. “Give me a sec.” Richie spots his boyfriend carrying a large bag that he immediately recognises as Eddie’s first aid bag. “Eds, we don’t need that babe.”<br/></p>
<p>“Uh, yes, yes we do. I can’t get sick and neither can you!” Eddie replies placing the bag behind Richie’s chair. “Do you know how many germs are spread around here?”<br/></p>
<p>“I -” Richie starts.<br/></p>
<p>Richie can feel granddad’s wedding ring shift in his pocket, causing Richie to remember why he even has it in the first place. He carries it with him day in day out, ever since the couple’s 1st anniversary. Knowing that any day could be when he chooses to marry the man he’s been in love with since he was 10. <br/></p>
<p>

“It’s a rhetorical question. Okay, long lines in a confide space, you will. Get. Sick.” 

<br/></p> <p><a href="https://kaspbrak-tozier-reddie.tumblr.com/post/189677721007/have-you-ever-been-to-a-birthday-party-for" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: You seriously have such a gift with writing!! Your new update was just so fantastic and the image of Eddie kicking Richie out of bed is still haunting me!! Also!!! Stan with hickies!!! And from those Christmas prompts I think mixing 13+25 would be so soft and fun if you wouldn’t mind?
Answer: <p>Ahhh!!! I am so sorry it took me so long to write this!! And thank you so so so much!!!</p><p><b>“You didn’t really think I’d let you spend Christmas alone, did you?” &amp; “Tell me what you want for Christmas”</b><br/></p><p><b>Rating: </b>G (pure fluff buddio) <b>Words: </b>965</p><p><b></b></p><p>Eddie’s face perked up as his phone started to buzz. It was time for his nightly call with Richie. Ever since the whole… <i>situation</i> in Derry, they’d been talking every night. Richie had helped Eddie through his divorce, and Eddie had been there for Richie as he panicked about coming out. It was all great.</p><p>But there were still things left unsaid. Things that lingered on Eddie’s tongue when they said their final goodnight. It was hard, knowing Richie was so far away. He was in New York, Richie was in Los Angeles. But Eddie would take what he could get. He’d take anything if it meant talking to Richie.</p><p>“Eddie Spaghetti!” Richie shouted through the phone. Eddie grimaced at the loud volume, but was still happy to hear his voice. </p><p>“Hey, Chee. How was work?&ldquo; </p><p>&quot;It was alright. Work, ya know. I’m really liking writing my own stuff, though. How about you?”</p><p>“Fucking terrible. I don’t know why I don’t just quit. I hate this stupid fucking job almost as much as I hate this stupid fucking loud city.”</p><p>There was a comfortable silence while they both thought about the next thing to say. Finally, Eddie piped up.</p><p>“So, what are your Christmas plans?”</p><p>He heard Richie sigh through the phone. “Oh, probably just getting drunk and eating Chinese food. The usual. You?”</p><p>Eddie hesitated. The conversation had been light, but his answer wasn’t. “I honestly don’t know. It’s my first Christmas… alone. And like, I’m glad that it’s not with Myra, but it’s still weird. No family, no friends, nothing. Just me.” Eddie frowned into the phone.</p><p>“I’m sorry, Eds. You know I’m always here. I mean, I know I’m several time zones away, but still. I’m always here.” Richie paused. And then, “<b>Tell me what you want for Christmas</b>, Eds. Let me make all your Christmas wishes come true.”</p><p>“Honestly?” Eddie asked. He wasn’t sure if he should say <i>you</i>. He didn’t know if that would make things too real.</p><p>“Yeah, honestly. No matter what it is, I’ll make it happen.”</p><p>“I wanna see you.”</p><p>He heard Richie’s breath hitch through the phone. He knew it was probably too much, that he had probably scared him off. But then Richie’s soft voice carried through the phone.</p><p>“I wanna see you, too, Eds. I miss you like crazy.&quot; </p><p>Eddie smiled. He knew it was improbable, knew that Richie had gigs over the holidays. It’s a popular time for comedy. Eddie guesses it’s because people need a break from their families. Everything was quiet for a while. And then their conversation picked back up, and it was normal. They talked about their days and joked around. Richie tried some new material out on Eddie, and as much as Eddie wanted to criticize it, he couldn’t help but let out an absurdly loud laugh. Richie was the funniest person in the world to Eddie.</p><p>—</p><p>Weeks passed, and Eddie tried not to think about <i>that</i> conversation. It was Christmas Eve, and he was sitting on his couch alone, uncorked wine bottle in hand. He missed Richie. He always missed Richie. He was contemplating whether watching Richie’s new Netflix special would just make things worse when he heard a knock at the door. His mind immediately flashed to the worst: Myra coming by and being possessive. He dodged all of her calls, so he wouldn’t even know if she tried to tell him she was coming over.</p><p>Except when he opened the door, it wasn’t the worst. It was the best. Staring back at him, through thick-rimmed glasses, was Richie, complete with an ugly Christmas sweater and a Santa hat. He had a duffle bag slung over his shoulder and a grin on his face.</p><p>&quot;What? <b>You didn’t really think I’d let you spend Christmas alone, did you?</b> Now are you gonna let me in, or just stand there staring at me like you’ve just seen mommy kissing Santa Clause. Which, by the, she did, and-”</p><p>Eddie cut him off with a kiss. Partially because he just wanted Richie to shut up, but partially because that was all he wanted at this moment. When they separated, Eddie stepped to the side to let Richie in. But Richie just stood there, dumbfounded. Eddie started to panic.</p><p>“Sorry, I shouldn’t have just-”</p><p>Now it was Richie who cut him off with a kiss. He stepped through the door frame, crowding Eddie’s space and pressing their lips together. His hands came up to cup Eddie’s face, and Eddie sighed into the kiss. When they separated this time, both men were blushing. Eddie didn’t know you could blush so furiously at 40.</p><p>“If I had known you wanted to kiss me, I would have flown out here literally months ago,” Richie said breathlessly. Eddie let out a little chuckle. Then Richie extended his arm, holding out a poorly wrapped gift for Eddie.</p><p>“Oh, Rich. I didn’t get you anything. I mean, I didn’t know you were coming, but still.”</p><p>“It’s alright. That kiss was the best Christmas present I could ask for. It’s way better than this crap,” Richie said, motioning towards the box in his hand. Eddie took it, unwrapping it to find a plane ticket. He looked up at Richie puzzlingly. </p><p>“I figured you could come out to LA. Move, even, if you want. I know you hate it here, and I have an extra room, so.” Richie was shuffling nervously, hands stuffed in his jacket pockets. Eddie just smiled.</p><p>“My only complaint there is the extra room. If it’s alright with you, I’d like to share,” Eddie said as he leaned up to press a gentle kiss to Richie’s kiss.</p><p>Eddie thought it was pretty safe to say that this Christmas turned out <i>way</i> better than he expected.</p>
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Question: Reddie + 61.?
Answer: <p>

<b> “I told you not to fall in love with me.”</b>

<br/></p>
<p><b>NSFW</b></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>As Richie slept he dreamt of the night before, reliving how it felt to have Eddie behind him, slowly opening him up with his fingers and tongue before finally replacing them with his cock. How it felt to have the man pounding into him, fingers so tight on his hips he was sure they left bruises, Richie with his face pressed into the pillow, crying out for more. Eddie gave it to him, thrusting into him until they both collapsed, sedated and happy. </p>
<p>When Richie had met the man at the bar he hadn’t expected things to go so well. They’d spent the night flirting and dancing, Eddie pressed against Richie as they moved on the too crowded floor. When he had asked Eddie if he wanted to come back to Richie’s place the other man had hesitated and Richie had been sure he’d gone too far. He’d had an apology on his lips when Eddie had spun towards him, pressing a hard, messy kiss to his lips as he nodded.  </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/189683403132/reddie-61" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Are you still accepting IT headcanons? If so, how about: if the kid losers were here in 2019 they would be 10x more chaotic. Eddie would be that vine that’s like “don’t mess with me. I have the power of god and anime on my side. AAAHH—”
Answer: <ul><li>Pennywise doesn’t exist in this universe cause he a bitch, also, this is highschool losers!!! </li><li>Eddie totally watches anime, he tries to convince the other to watch it but the only thing they will watch is the OG Teen Titans </li><li>If you even mention Teen Titians Go in don’t of them they will go on a three bout long rant on why it’s bad </li><li>Richie secretly watches every anime eddie talks about just so he understands the plot and whatever Eddie says </li><li>Eddie is one of those people who sled diagnosis themselves with Google and is constantly convinced he has cancer </li><li>Stan’s humor is so weird, he’s always makes dark jokes and at one point Ben asks him if he’s okay </li><li>Stans response: “nothing is okay, god he abandoned us, earth is just a lawless hellscape that we must thive on or else” and then he just leaves, Ben doesn’t stop thinking about it for a week </li><li>Bev plays a guitar and wears leather jackets, she has her ear pierced so much you can barely see any ear, she actually pierced mikes ears for him</li><li>She shaves the side of her head and also has purple streaks, when her aunt saw she almost had a heart attack </li><li>Bill plays soccer and Stan plays baseball, they always go to eachothers games </li><li>Bill is a total art nerd, he’s the teachers fav student and he’s very talented </li><li>Sometimes Mike will model for him, he enjoys sitting and listening to Bill just ramble on about his life </li><li>Georgie is 10000% one of those kids that are obsessed with fortnite, thats all I will say </li><li>Ben joins track and when he loses his weight all the girls cause after him but like, he has his heart set on one girl </li><li>The only girl who actually liked him before he lost weight, it’s Bev </li><li>She is lowkey afraid to ask Ben out because she doesn’t want him to think she’s only doing it because he’s not “fat” anymore </li><li>But she has liked him since she was 13 </li><li>They get together after one of his races and the others are so ecstatic that Bill cries of happiness </li><li>Richie skateboards, he always falls so his glasses are completely destoryed </li><li>He’s also a huge nerd, like he’s number one in their class but hates whenever it’s brought up </li><li>Mike convinces his grandpa to let his go to regular school and he decides it’s the worst thing to exist </li><li>But he won’t let his grandpa know that, he’s stubborn and refuses to let the old man be right </li><li>Stan is president of the chess team, he takes it very seriously and cried when they lost once </li><li>Ben still writes poems, he has a journal and he tells no one about it except his mom, he likes to read them to her over a quite dinner </li><li>Eddie owns rollarblades, he and Richie just zoom around town together at night, they totally don’t hold hands when they do it </li><li>They had their first kiss at the movies, Richie asked Eddie if he wanted a kiss, like the candy, and Eddie kissed him and he refuses to tell Eddie what he really meant </li><li>I have to address tiktok obviously, Bill is the only one who actually makes tiktoks, they’re all art ones, the others have acounts and constantly binge watch tiktoks until like 3am</li><li>Richie and Stan are totally emo boys that listen to Fall Out Boy, Panic! At The Disco, Twenty One Pilots, they also cried when MCR got back together </li><li>Ben listens to One Direction </li><li>Bev has no particular favourite artist but Hozier is probably up there </li><li>Bill listens to nothing but songs from tiktok and the radio </li><li>Mike refuses to listen to anything that isn’t Lana Del Rey or Billie Elish, he likes to cry </li></ul><p class="npf_chat"><b><i>Send me IT headcanons </i></b></p>
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Question: Hanzier + strip poker/any game
Answer: <p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19182508">HEYO </a></p><p>Richie shifts back onto his butt, sitting cross-legged on the floor of the barn, “So why is it just us again?”</p><p>Mike shuffles the pack of cards in his hand, “Because Ben has class, Eddie and Bev went to the mall and Stan and Bill have a date,” he sits down across from him, “Why? You bored of me already?”</p><p>“Could never be bored of you Homeschool,” he shoves his shoulder affectionately, “Come on. Deal ‘em before the pizza gets here.”</p><p>Mike smirks, “Are you sure you’re down to play like this? Pretty high risk since you suck at poker.”</p><p>“Totally worth it if it means I get to see your tighty whities,” Richie cackles at the surprised look on Mike’s face, “What? Come on Hanlon you’re a hottie. Can’t blame a guy for trying.”</p><p>Mike blushes, “You’re not so bad yourself,” he looks away, dealing the two hands of cards.</p><p>Richie practically purrs, “So you had a motive for strip poker?”</p><p>“Yeah maybe,” Mike looks up, eyes widening as Richie leans into his space, “What are you doing?”</p><p>“Going on a hunch…” he whispers, gaze flicking down to Mike’s lips, “If you wanted this…all you had to do was ask. So, do you?”</p><p>Mike hesitates for a moment, letting his nose brush against Richie’s, “You’re sure?”</p><p>“More than sure,” he promised, “Hanlon you better kiss me before a make a complete ass of myse-” he broke off as Mike tangles his fingers in Richie’s dark curls and pulls him in for a kiss. Richie reacts instantly, wrapping his arms around Mike’s neck and pulling himself into his lap, deepening their embrace, “So…heard you wanted to see me strip,” he teases.</p><p>Mike smirked against his neck, slipping a hand up Richie’s shirt, “Yeah? Who told you that?”</p><p>The deep rumble of his voice makes Richie’s skin tingle, “Your sheep. They’re very chatty,” his voice cracks on the last bit as Mike starts to trail his lips down to Richie’s collarbone.</p><p>“Mmmm I’ll need to talk to them about that,” he murmurs, tongue darting out to lick a cluster of freckles on Richie’s shoulder, “In the meantime, you should definitely take this off…”</p><p>Richie nods, kneeling up and tossing his T-shirt into the corner, moaning as Mike presses a kiss to his chest, “Shit, Mike…” he laughs as Mike flips them so Richie is up against the wall, “Always forget how strong you are. Remind me to thank the football coach and the years of you working up here,” he pulls Mike’s shirt up, mouth watering at the sight of Mike’s abs.</p><p>Mike lets go of him long enough to take off his shirt and Richie sits back on his heels, whistling slowly, “Damn Michael,” he whispers, “Definitely sending Coach Fields a thank you note,” he kisses his neck softly, “You’re fucking beautiful…”</p><p>“Says you,” he squeezes Richie’s hip, guiding him back into his lap, “Those pretty blue eyes of yours,” he whispers, biting his lips as his fingers trail down Richie’s chest, “Wanna see if all the jokes you make are true,” he cups the bulge in Richie’s jeans, grinning as Richie’s hips buck up into his hand, “This is okay?”</p><p>Richie cups his face, “Mike. I want this. I want you,” he kisses him, “Don’t. Stop.”</p><p>Mike laughs, “Wouldn’t dream of it,” he kisses him again, undoing the button and the zipper on his pants, slipping a hand into his boxers, “So the rumors are true…”</p><p>“You sound surprised.”</p><p>“With you? Not surprised about anything anymore,” Mike nips at his ear playfully, “So…how do you see this thing ending?”</p><p>“Hopefully with you fucking me,” Richie moans against his neck as Mike jerks him off slowly, “Been thinking about it a lot.”</p><p>Mike dips his head, kissing down Richie’s ribs, “How do you want it?”</p><p>“Oh fuck this is happening,” Richie laughs nervously as Mike eases him onto his back, pulling his jeans down, “Umm I dunno. Just the general idea of you fucking me is enough for me to like…get off to.”</p><p>Mike presses a kiss to his lips, “Hold that thought I’m gonna be right back,” he cups his face, “Stay right here,” he pushes the door to the barn open and steps out of sight. He returns a few minutes later, and snorts, “Thought I told you not to move.”</p><p>Richie smiles lazily at him, “Figured I could start without you…” he gasps as he jerks himself under his boxers.</p><p>Mike chuckles, laying on the floor next to him, “What are you thinking about?”</p><p>Richie sits up and kisses him, “Fuck me…” he growls against his lips, “Just…Mike please…” he presses closer to him and grinding forward, “Please?”</p><p>“Fuck, yeah just gimme a second,” he kisses him deeply feeling around for the lube he grabbed from the bathroom, laughing as Richie practically rips is boxers of, “Easy Rich, we’ve got all the time in the world.”</p><p>Richie blushes, “Sorry,” he mumbles against his neck “Just…want-fuck,” he gasps as Mike slips a finger in, “Fucking finally,” he kisses him again, hips working back against Mike’s finger. He wasn’t sure what he was expecting but Mike is sure, purposeful, with his touches. He seems to have everything mapped out in his mind as he works Richie open underneath him. Every touch, every moment is planned to make Richie squirm. By the time Mike it rolling a condom on and pushing in, Richie is a panting, whimpering mess, “Mike…Please, I need you.”</p><p>“Don’t wanna hurt you,” he kisses him deeply as he rocks his hips slowly.</p><p>“You won’t just move,” Richie kisses back practically drooling as Mike rocks his hips, “Harder.”</p><p>Mike curls protectively over him, panting heavily against his neck as he snapped his hips forward, “‘M close already…”</p><p>Richie nods, pressing kisses wherever he can reach, “Me too…” he reaches down between their bodies, and a few tugs later he’s coming over his and Mike’s stomachs.</p><p>Mike moans, hips stuttering as Richie clenches down around him, “Oh fuck. Richie fuck…” he practically collapses on top of him as he finishes, “Jesus Christ.”</p><p>Richie smiles against his cheek “Just Richie is fine,” he teases, laughing as Mike smacks him on the side.</p><p>“Well ‘Just Richie’,” he smirks into his curls, “That was pretty awesome.”</p><p>Richie presses a kiss to his shoulder “So does that mean this is gonna see a part two?”</p><p>Mike grins, gently rolling off of him and pulling on his boxers, “Definitely a part two.”</p>
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Question: Hanzier + 12 pretty please 💕
Answer: <p><a href="https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/ask" target="_blank"><b><i>Send me a number and a ship and I’ll write a funky lil ficlet~</i></b></a></p>
<p><b>Warning</b>: every villain is Lemons.</p>
<p><i>Hanzier + On the floor ya nasties</i></p> <p><a href="https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/post/186270268752/hanzier-12-pretty-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: hanzier, fanfic, nsfw

Post id: 190848641036
Date: 2020-02-16 00:46:40 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/190848641036/can-you-do-hanzier-the-beach
Slug: can-you-do-hanzier-the-beach
Reblog key: AVZ0Rgch
Reblog url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/187169545902/can-you-do-hanzier-the-beach
Reblog name: tinyarmedtrex
Question: can you do hanzier + the beach. ???
Answer: <p>“Are you going to spend all summer checking him out? Or do you have plans to, I dunno,  actually talk to him?” Bev asked, smiling teasingly at Mike. </p>
<p>He quickly turned away from where he had been staring and looked at her, shrugging. “I have no idea what you mean.”</p>
<p>“Mhm. Keep pretending you weren’t watching the lanky lifeguard.” She laid back down, shaking her head. “Okay Mikey. Sure.”</p>
<p>Once he was sure that Bev’s eyes were closed Mike glanced back at the lifeguard stand. Maybe he had been watching the man in the chair but he couldn’t help it. There was something captivating about him. He was tall and pale- despite being a lifeguard at their local beach. He also seemed completely unaware of how long his limbs were, Mike had seen him trip off the lifeguard stand at least twice. <br/></p>
<p>Mike had been watching him every day they came to the beach, enjoying how the man tipped his head back when he laughed, how full and earnest it was. <br/></p>
<p>Okay, maybe he was a little enamored but everyone got crushes on lifeguards. Besides, he was fairly certain that the raven haired man was involved with one of the other lifeguards. He’d seen them flirting the other day, casual touches and big smiles, so Mike was happy to watch from afar. <br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/187169545902/can-you-do-hanzier-the-beach" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: hanzier, fanfic

Post id: 190845860594
Date: 2020-02-15 21:30:54 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/190845860594/19-and-stanlon-or-hanzier
Slug: 19-and-stanlon-or-hanzier
Reblog key: zGJv6LdA
Reblog url: https://mikewheelerr.tumblr.com/post/187246779780/19-and-stanlon-or-hanzier
Reblog name: mikewheelerr
Question: 19 and stanlon or hanzier??
Answer: <p><i>19. “I think I’m in love with you, and that scares the crap out of me” - Hanzier</i></p>
<p>“Hey Mike.” Richie says, absent-mindedly tapping his fingers on the steering wheel. He sighs as the rain pours onto his rusty old car. “Hey buddy. Hey. Hello. Mike. Oh hey Mike! Didn’t see you there. Wanna come- Wanna. Hey Mike did you - <i>Fuck</i>. Come on, man. <i>Come on!</i>” Richie grits his teeth and takes a deep breath. “You’ve got this man. You’re gonna kill it.” Richie ignored the shudder flowing through him as he said the words, not quite being able to place what it was that kept his hairs on edge whenever he said that. Kill it. <i>Huh</i>. “Hey man, it’s been crazy since we all moved into this new place right? We haven’t been able to hang out a lot have we? Maybe we should then. Yeah I think so too. Just you and me. So I can t-tell you I love y-you <i>FUCK!”</i></p> <p><a href="https://noahschnapp.tumblr.com/post/187246779780/19-and-stanlon-or-hanzier" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: hanzier, fanfic
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Date: 2020-02-15 18:16:44 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/190843107015/for-the-alphabet-prompts-o-hanzier-pretty
Slug: for-the-alphabet-prompts-o-hanzier-pretty
Reblog key: g0znvjdC
Reblog url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/188926734852/for-the-alphabet-prompts-o-hanzier-pretty
Reblog name: tinyarmedtrex
Question: For the alphabet prompts: O + hanzier pretty please my dear???
Answer: <p><b>Kinda short (sorry) and a little NSFW (not sorry)</b></p>
<p><b>

<b>“Oh don’t mind me, I’m just enjoying the show.” </b>

<br/></b></p>
<p><br/></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>Richie was struggling. He had wanted to make Mike a birthday cake, something with hazelnuts because he knew it was his boyfriend’s favorite and he was determined to make this a good birthday. It was the first one they’d celebrated since moving in together and, while Mike didn’t care about birthdays, Richie loved celebrating them. So, he’d looked up a recipe, bought a shit ton of hazelnuts and cocoa powder had gotten started. </p>
<p>Only one problem, Richie had forgotten that he was shit at baking. Cooking he could do but baking, with its exact measurements and precision, it was his kryptonite. He wished he’d remembered that before spending thirty dollars on ingredients and covering their kitchen in flour but now he was determined. He was going to make this a good birthday if it killed him. </p>
<p>“Ok mother fucker. We can roast hazelnuts. I know it.” He said, trying to give himself and the ingredients a much needed pep talk. The ingredients just stared back at him, refusing to acknowledge his rousing speech. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/188926734852/for-the-alphabet-prompts-o-hanzier-pretty" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: hanzier, fanfic, nsfw

Post id: 190831769169
Date: 2020-02-15 00:46:38 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/190831769169/hanzier-by-the-river-life-or-death
Slug: hanzier-by-the-river-life-or-death
Reblog key: 3zAk4ANg
Reblog url: https://thestarsaroundyourscars.tumblr.com/post/189094153815/hanzier-by-the-river-life-or-death
Reblog name: thestarsaroundyourscars
Question: Hanzier, by the river, life or death
Answer: <p><i>Thank you my dear! I hope you like this!</i></p>
<h2><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/20884967/chapters/51110611">Read on AO3</a></h2>
<p>When Mike asked his friends if any of them would like to go on a camping trip with him, he expected all of them to say no. If he had to pick one to say yes, he would’ve said Bill. Maybe Stan, if he thought it would give him a chance to see some birds.</p>
<p>Mike never thought that, out of all of them, Richie would be the one to say yes. At first, Mike thought he was joking and he waited, amused for the punchline, only it never came. Now, it was a week later and the two of them were making their way through the woods and Mike was starting to believe Richie was serious about it. </p>
<p>They kept having to stop because Richie was in terrible shape and his noodle arms were having trouble carrying his backpack. Mike would wait patiently for him to recover, hand him a water bottle, offer to carry his stuff. He didn’t mind that it was taking twice as long to get to the campsite as usual, he liked having Richie there with him. </p>
<p>“Fuck Mikey. Are we almost there?” Richie huffed, breathing heavy. He was slumped against a tree, arms wrapped around the trunk to support his weight. His bag was so overpacked that if he tried to stand straight, gravity would make him fall on his ass. It happened once already and Mike had to pull him back on his feet while Richie wailed about knowing how turtles felt now. “I feel like I’m gonna pass out any minute and I know that on any given day you could carry me like a fainting damsel, but I doubt you can also carry our things.”</p>
<p>Mike chuckled, handing him a water bottle. “We’re almost there Rich, don’t worry.” </p> <p><a href="https://jem-carstairs-is-perfection.tumblr.com/post/189094153815/hanzier-by-the-river-life-or-death" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: hanzier, fanfic
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Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/190829159861/could-you-do-a-fic-where-mike-and-richie-are
Slug: could-you-do-a-fic-where-mike-and-richie-are
Reblog key: Xpwny5rQ
Reblog url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/189216055187/could-you-do-a-fic-where-mike-and-richie-are
Reblog name: tinyarmedtrex
Question: could you do a fic, where Mike and Richie are shotgunning in the clubhouse alone...
Answer: <p>“Anyone here?” Mike asked, lowering himself into the dark clubhouse. He’d just finished football practice and he was still damp from his shower. He knew that he should go home but couldn’t, not yet. He wanted some time before chores started and was hoping to find one of the other losers to hang out with. </p>
<p>“Just lil’ ol’ me.” </p>
<p>Mike finished his descent and looked for the source of the voice, seeing Richie sitting on a pile of cushions, a joint nearly falling out of his long fingers. Simply  looking at him, relaxed and more than a little stoned, made Mike smile. He always admired how at ease Richie seemed here, like the clubhouse was his castle and the cushions his throne. He loved it.</p>
<p>“Want some?” Richie asked, extending his hand. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/189216055187/could-you-do-a-fic-where-mike-and-richie-are" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: hanzier, fanfic
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Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/190777669467/benverly-and-reddie-double-date-would-b-adorable
Slug: benverly-and-reddie-double-date-would-b-adorable
Reblog key: ROsb3QP2
Reblog url: https://reddiefreddie89.tumblr.com/post/189425060491/benverly-and-reddie-double-date-would-b
Reblog name: reddiefreddie89
Question: benverly and reddie double date would b adorable
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="1601" data-orig-height="891" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/0bec0c95547c29d4aa574304301d7295/1a51af8d94ac2136-25/s640x960/72d9808f5d8448eb031a3246aecb600ab706e4bd.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="1601" data-orig-height="891"/></figure><p>Benverly and Reddie Double Date, coming right up! I’ve been meaning to finish this piece but the world has been against me. Thanks for requesting this piece! My ask box is always open!</p>
Tags: benverly, reddie, Fanart

Post id: 190741275357
Date: 2020-02-09 21:30:39 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/190741275357/69
Slug: 69
Reblog key: POd1qCAN
Reblog url: https://gaypasta.tumblr.com/post/189559895541/69
Reblog name: gaypasta
Question: 69
Answer: <p>i’ve already done 69 so i’m gonna do 70</p><p><a href="https://open.spotify.com/track/5jd6XPyXSY4jQVG3SlXP1b?si=O6PA1VaITcGQmuLFH_4-2Q">how long?</a>// vampire weekend + benverly</p><blockquote><p>“When did you know?” Beverly asked, hair splayed warm amber on silk white pillowcases. Eyes burning green in the traction of the winter sun slotting itself through the slits of the blinds, “How long was it, Ben? Before you told me?”<br/></p><p>Ben thumbed the ring on her finger, laughably inexpensive. She picked it herself, dragged him down to the Jewellers and picked it, didn’t care how little it cost, how small the diamonds were - all that mattered was the design. A white gold band with seven tiny princess-cut diamonds lining around it. One of the diamonds was a little wonky, she said that one was Richie. She loved it so much that Ben had bought a second in secret, just in case anything were to happen to it. He thought briefly, “I never <i>really</i> told you, you figured it out on your own.”</p><p>Beverly rolled over and looked up at him through her eyelashes, chin digging into his ribcage, he didn’t care, “I have to do everything around here, don’t I?” </p></blockquote>
Tags: benverly, fanfic
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Date: 2020-02-08 21:30:38 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/190722732766/idk-if-youve-done-this-already-but-how-do-you
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Reblog key: 4ZtlcVN2
Reblog url: https://stan-denbrough.tumblr.com/post/189587807053/idk-if-youve-done-this-already-but-how-do-you
Reblog name: stan-denbrough
Question: idk if you’ve done this already but how do you imagine/bc stenbrough getting together?
Answer: <p>Lots of different ways. It all depends on what situation we’re talking about. I don’t really think about canon compliant shit, so if that’s what you mean… I honestly haven’t really thought about it, or what a “baseline” for how stenbrough gets together would be like.</p><p>What my brain summons is a generic high school awkward will they won’t they scenario. It all depends on how realistic and how canon compliant you want to go. In absolute canon? I think the best we can hope for is some sort of tepid little exploration of their sexualities in high school before leaving Derry. </p><p>But in the “standard” canon “compliant” aus, aka everything is the same but no Pennywise, yeah I can see them shyly flirting and growing into a better understanding of their own sexualities and eventually going on a date and throw in some sappy tropes because this isn’t reddie, it’s not nearly as chaotic as you’d think.</p><p>Peep Stan confiding in Richie, and Bill confiding in Eddie, and they’re like “Oh my good bitch, I see what the hap is fuckening here on this day.” So if you want reddie (or any of the Losers) to play matchmaker I think that’d be a pretty common scenario. Stan would hate it of course, but he wouldn’t hate getting to kiss Bill so he gets over it.</p><p>I mean like I really do want to give you a definitive “Here’s how stenbrough got together” gag of all gags. But that would entail I even <i>had </i>a definitive version of Stan and Bill to begin with, and I don’t. I mostly deal in barely connected alternate universes that are based on classic tropes and different premises.</p><p>So at best I can be vague, work with the universals that Bill and Stan have. And that does mean that Stan refuses to put himself out there, Bill is too oblivious and self disparaging to survive, Stan will be very butthurt about his privacy being violated if the other Losers get involved, the whole process will be slow and awkward but overall chill. </p><p>Basically the best I can come up with for the Standard Stenbrough Narrative, is that Stan pines for Bill, thinks Bill is too cool for him. Thinks Bill is straight. Bill isn’t aware of his feelings for Stan until someone points out something about Stan that Bill then ruminates on before realizing that he’d totally smash. Neither of them think the other likes them, is what I’m saying. Mutual pining. </p><p>So like, every couple in my head gets together the same way, eek. Person A is insecure and pining, and thinks person B is not even an option (due to sexuality or status or whatever). Person B doesn’t realize person A likes them, and grows to like person A independently and is similarly insecure and pining. Maybe an outside force will help them get over themselves, or maybe one of them will make the leap and ask the other out. That’s the baseline. Oh the burning passion, rife with juicy details.</p>
Tags: stenbrough, fanfic
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Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/190705149874/for-the-fandom-prompt-week-is-there-a-minimum
Slug: for-the-fandom-prompt-week-is-there-a-minimum
Reblog key: YpMbZyFr
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: for the fandom prompt week, is there a minimum word count for each piece of writing?
Answer: <p>Nope! Whatever you’d like! </p>
Tags: asks, itfandomweek, Anonymous
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Slug: 78
Reblog key: MAaO8ZhG
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Reblog name: lethbians
Question: 78 👀
Answer: <blockquote><p>every little thing she does is magic / every thing she does just turns me on / even though my life before was tragic / now, I know my love for her goes on - <b>#78: <a href="https://open.spotify.com/track/3cBtANnJGopPaRMXCl3mV7?si=Im1oE2XxTSGb0-dquC6tLw">every little thing she does - sleeping at last</a></b><br/></p></blockquote>
<p>bill denbrough is a moron. like, he’s not <i>stupid</i> stupid — well, he is, he’s a little stupid — but god, is he an idiot. bill’s the kind of guy to hear the waiter say <i>careful, it’s hot</i>, and take a big, scalding bite anyway; the kind of guy who searches his entire house from top to bottom looking for a pair of jorts only to find he’s been wearing them the whole time (and, obviously, the kind of guy to own jorts in the first place). bill’s the kind of guy who throws his entire body weight into pushing on a pull door, bounces off with a confused “oh!”, and then pushes it again, like it might work the second time. </p>
<p>(it’s okay, he always gets it by the third.) </p>
<p>bill’s also the kind of guy who, when he was a kid, set out little bowls of milk in the garden to help the snails grow big and strong; the kind of guy who bought nice china to put the cat food on so that dr. peanut butter could feel fancy during his meals — the kind of guy who named their cat dr. peanut butter. </p>
<p>bill denbrough was an idiot, but he was a kind, good-intentioned, sweet as hell kind of idiot.</p>
<p>and fuck, if mike wasn’t head over heels for him because of it. </p> <p><a href="https://eddiekissbrak.tumblr.com/post/189503987419/78" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Slug: hello-em-but-what-about-soft-pastel-eddie
Reblog key: 8wxMW7m6
Reblog url: https://dykemunson.tumblr.com/post/189477165616/hello-em-but-what-about-soft-pastel-eddie
Reblog name: dykemunson
Question: Hello em, but what about soft pastel eddie surprising his grungy bf richie by wearing his denim jacket and some lingerie underneath tho
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="352" data-orig-width="828"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/fb1d7e567a26c2ec8bb103e6449529ca/690c16868410397a-77/s1280x1920/6ce9a06d6ddcdb7482223410c068b24d55bc9c08.png" data-orig-height="352" data-orig-width="828" data-media-key="fb1d7e567a26c2ec8bb103e6449529ca:690c16868410397a-77"/></figure><p>i combined these two because the first one is really similar to a fic i’ve written and i wanted to switch it up a bit. enjoy !</p>
<p><a href="http://sunxcherries.tumblr.com/ask" target="_blank">send me reddie prompts (sfw or nsfw!)</a></p>
<p>–</p>
<p>“Okay, we need to figure out what we’re doing for the posters.”</p>
<p>Richie leans forward, looking at some of the proofs on Bev’s phone. They look good, whoever she got in her design class to draw them up really capturing their band’s energy, and the four of them look over the ten options and try to decide.</p>
<p>He knows it’s important; the show is in a couple of weeks, and they need to get the prints done and put up by next Friday, and he usually doesn’t have any problems making decisions for band things.</p>
<p>The only thing making it difficult is the constant buzzing of Richie’s phone in his pocket telling him that Eddie needs him. And not exactly in the emergency kind of way.</p> <p><a href="https://sunxcherries.tumblr.com/post/189477165616/hello-em-but-what-about-soft-pastel-eddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, fanfic, nsfw
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Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/190628202461/please-write-more-lesbian-reddie-pls
Slug: please-write-more-lesbian-reddie-pls
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Reblog url: https://dykemunson.tumblr.com/post/189479152896/please-write-more-lesbian-reddie-pls
Reblog name: dykemunson
Question: Please write more lesbian reddie,, pls 🥺
Answer: <p>lesbian reddie kills me i love them so much.. i’ve said it before and i’ll say it again that girl richie IS my ideal woman. this is set in the same universe as <a href="https://sunxcherries.tumblr.com/post/188311240141/can-u-please-do-a-genderbend-reddie-ive-been" target="_blank">this post</a> but it can be read as a stand-alone.</p>
<p><a href="http://sunxcherries.tumblr.com/ask" target="_blank">send me reddie prompts (sfw or nsfw!)</a></p>
<p>–</p>
<p>Waking up next to Richie is one of Eddie’s favorite things.</p>
<p>Her girlfriend’s hands are always wrapped around her stomach when she wakes up, pushed up underneath her sleep shirt. Eddie can hear Richie’s breathing, slow and even since Eddie usually wakes up first. Today is one of those mornings, and Eddie smiles to herself and pushes back closer to Richie. She’s only wearing sweatpants and a sports bra, one of those Calvin Klein ones that you have to own if you’re gay and have the money for it. </p> <p><a href="https://sunxcherries.tumblr.com/post/189479152896/please-write-more-lesbian-reddie-pls" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: 53 and 58 with Stanlon for the smut post.
Answer: <p>

 “If we get caught i’m blaming you.” “If you don’t like my teasing, then why are you moaning?”

<br/></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p><b>NSFW</b></p>
<p> “What are you doing?” Stan hissed, looking around the small room that Mike had pulled them into. “I was talking to my department head.” Admittedly, he’d been bored stiff and had been thrilled when Mike had come over and asked to borrow his boyfriend but he was still concerned about how it looked to his coworkers. </p>
<p>“I know.” Mike agreed, stepping in and putting his hand on the small of Stan’s back, pulling him close. “I was watching you, you look really fucking sexy in those pants.” He bent down, pressing a kiss to Stan’s neck. “I mean you always look good but there’s something about watching you with a drink in hand, standing there-” Mike hummed. “Fucking hot.” </p>
<p>“Oh.” The anger drained from Stan as Mike continued kissing his neck. “Mike, they could hear us.”</p>
<p> They were at Stan’s office holiday party, something that he wouldn’t have come to except that it was expected he make an appearance. He’d brought his boyfriend, deciding that if he was going to be bored he at least wasn’t going to be alone.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/189580603782/53-and-58-with-stanlon-for-the-smut-post" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: <p>48 for Stanlon?</p>
Answer: <p><b>“You’re getting crumbs all over my bed”</b></p><p>Mike whipped his head up from his laptop, the cracker he was about to eat was stopped about an inch away from his mouth and he stared wide eyed at the stranger in his doorway. </p><p>He was a very cute stranger, which gold curls and sharp eyes, nice clothes and clean shoes. Very well put together. It just pushed the final nail even harder into mike’s coffin.  </p><p>Suddenly, he jumped up. ‘Shit!’ He exclaimed, spraying crumbs nearly everywhere ghey previously weren’t. ‘I totally wasn’t paying attention to where i sat, i didn’t this this bed was already claimed because i didn’t see any stuff in here! I guess you’re my room mate?’</p><p>It all came out in rush and mike felt heat rise to his cheeks. He was truly embarassed! He had come into his new room, saw nothing else inside, and assumed his room mate had simply not arrived yet. Apparently, he was wrong. </p><p>The stranger sighed. ‘Yeah, i suppose i should have left a note explaining myself. My stuff was supposed to arrive a little bit after me, but there was a mix up with the movers and i had to wait outside for them.’ He looked up, seemingly embarassed. ‘And yes, im stanley uris, your room mate, it seems.’</p><p>Mike was utterly charmed. They stood there looking at each other until stan pointed at the bed and said with an amused grin on his face and a mischievious gleam in his eyes, ‘your box of crackers is sliding. I suggest you move it.’</p><p>Mike turned around and dove for the box, closing it up and smiling sheepishly as he placed it safely on the bedside table. </p><p>‘I’ll wash these sheets for you, i swear! Im so sorry about your luggage and the crumbs, i’ll love my stuff over to the other bed, if you want?’ Mike was ready to do anything to see that smile and shine in his eyes again. </p><p>Stan shook his head. ‘No need,’ he said softly, as he turned to walk back out the door. ‘You can stay there. I hust have to get my stuff and then maybe we can do sometjing together? Get to know each other as room mates?’ He had that slight blush on his face again but the smile was back and he looked like and absolute <i>angel</i>. </p><p>‘How about lunch?’ Mike grinned back as stan laughed, walking out the door and down the hall. Hopefully that was a yes and not a pitying response to his obvious shot at a date. </p><p>However, maybe if it was a yes&hellip;.</p><p>Mike had a feeling this whole room mate thing would end up rather nicely. </p>
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Question: hey! i know you’re into reddie but is there any chance you’d be interested in drawing stozier? huge fan of your arts, especially...well, girls. thank you so much for coming back, i’ve missed you
Answer: <p>i probably won’t until im over fixating or whatevre but heres a quick doodle 4 YOU 💖 maybe its a road trip or something</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1000" data-orig-width="1337"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/cad438e727d78dcf2c7cca2450fa2955/5a32bcb5d97144de-c1/s540x810/7641def2037287bbcd730abe4a3675c1562e3660.jpg" data-orig-height="1000" data-orig-width="1337" data-media-key="cad438e727d78dcf2c7cca2450fa2955:5a32bcb5d97144de-c1" alt="image"/></figure>
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Question: can I request a beverie fluff turned into smut I LOVE YOUR PAGE !!!!! 💖
Answer: <p>thank you sm!! and happy graduation season!! have some college grad bev and her loving and supportive boyfriend!!</p>
<p><b>words: </b>2,597</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19282543">read on ao3</a> or below!!</p>
<p><b>notsfw </b>under the cut</p>
<p>Richie gripped the edge of the
plastic chair in which he was seated, preparing himself as the L last names
finished up. He beamed when he saw her face on screen, black grad cap atop her
red curls. The minute the name “Beverly Marsh” boomed through the speakers he
was jumping up from his seat, clapping his hands wildly and screaming his head
off. His chest bloomed with pride and love as he watched her cross the stage,
that diploma in her hand. “That’s my girlfriend!” he shouted proudly to no one
in particular, to everyone who could hear. Went and Maggie laughed together as
they clapped politely in their seats on either side of him.</p>
<p>He met her after the ceremony,
lifting her into the air as soon as he saw her. Her laughter fell on his ears
like a bell choir as he showered her in congratulations. He kissed her as
deeply as he could get away with in public before letting Went and Maggie
through to give her their love and congratulations. Richie’s chest swelled with
so much love as he watched on, Bev’s cheeks pink from the sun, her skin radiant
with her own glow. Her smile was so bright, and the only time it left her face
was when they took some silly pictures together. He hung back as she tearfully
hugged her college friends, taking pictures of them when he was called upon.
The entire time all that was going through his head was the disbelief that he
really got to go home that night with the most intelligent, talented,
hardworking, beautiful woman in the world. </p> <p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/185708023502/can-i-request-a-beverie-fluff-turned-into-smut-i" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Got any Richie x Bev hcs? I love the way you write them 😩👌
Answer: <p>- they both have specific places they smoke in so it doesn’t bother the losers (richie once tried to light a cigarette in the clubhouse and Stan smacked him so hard his glasses fell off) so they go to a small spot in Bassey Park under a willow tree and sit their with their legs entangled and sharing a cigarette to save money because they’re broke teenagers</p><p>- bev’s signature style is blue jeans, vans, one of Richie’s old shirts that hangs off of her tiny frame, and her hair in a messy ponytail. Richies is ripped tight black skinny jeans, a band t-shirt that has a lot of bill’s paint stains on it, huge black combat boots that add like 2 extra inches to his 6’3 height, and they both wear a shit ton of rings and necklaces and friendship bracelets</p><p>- richie also has one of Bev’s scrunchies on his wrist at all times</p><p>- bev has a cloth to clean Richie’s glasses in her purse because he always gets them dirty somehow</p><p>- richie has about 5 lighters in his back pocket in case Bev forgets hers, which she usually always does</p><p>- they gave each other stick n poke tattoos when they were 15 and they’re both on their ankles (richie’s says ‘B’ and Beverly’s says ‘R’)</p><p>- they were each other’s first makeout</p><p>- they have hangover cures that always make after a night out</p><p>- when they grow up and all the losers move out of derry, bev and richie get an apartment together</p><p>- it’s covered in 80’s rock posters, movie posters, string lights, potted plants, boho cushions and tapestry’s, and a shit ton of bright colourful lights so every room is a different colour</p><p>- they have hooked up before, but they refuse to tell the losers when it was and how far they went</p><p>- when bev has nightmares she crawls into Richie’s bed and he immediately spoons her and strokes her hair to calm her down</p><p>- when richie has a bad day and gets his anxious tics, bev makes him a hot cup of tea and puts on his favourite film (space jam, you know its his favourite) </p><p>- their height difference is hilarious, richie is a giant at 6’3 without shoes and bev is a tiny 5’3</p><p>- their go to song to dance to is ‘tell it to my heart’</p>
Tags: bevchie, headcanons

Post id: 190390301469
Date: 2020-01-21 21:30:53 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/190390301469
Slug: 
Reblog key: xcUIrbH2
Reblog url: https://favoriteliar-archive.tumblr.com/post/188660193190/hey-vega-when-you-have-some-time-can-you-maybe
Reblog name: favoriteliar-archive
Question: <p>hey, vega!! when you have some time, can you maybe make some bevchie hcs for me? thank you. &#9786;&#65039;</p>
Answer: <p>hell yeah im always up for bevchie!!</p><ul><li>they are both very energetic and chaotic and when you put them together, they are unstoppable</li><li>yet they can easily calm each other down, can tell what&rsquo;s bothering the other just by looking at them they constantly joke and poke fun at each other and pull pranks and just have fun with each other</li><li>but sometimes they can cross the line with a joke</li><li>when richie oversteps, bev immediately calls him out, and explains why shes upset and richie knows to shut up and listen. she always ends her explanation with a huffy &ldquo;okay?&rdquo; and richie always responds with a soft smile and an even softer &ldquo;okay&rdquo;</li><li> when bev oversteps, richie gets a little quiet, a little distant, his smile not quite reaching his eyes and she pulls him into a hug and gently kisses his nose</li><li>bev would crash at richie&rsquo;s house a lot when they were kids (he asked why at first, and she didn&rsquo;t respond, and he left it at that). she would steal his clothes because she would always get dirty on her way there</li><li>they would share a bed, neither of them willing to move to the floor, but neither of them complaining</li><li>bev always snuggled up to his chest when she slept, and richie would make fun of it in the morning</li><li>but he always blushed when she moved closer</li><li>whenever richie was in a bad mood, he would throw himself down next to her and end up with his head in her lap while she ran her fingers through his hair</li><li>they would stay like that for a while, content with each other. and then bev would try to make richie laugh and richie would forget why he was upset in the first place</li><li>they smoke a lot together. they would go to the fire escape outside of bev&rsquo;s apartment and enjoy the sounds of the city, loving the cool air against their skin</li><li>richie would swipe some of bev&rsquo;s cigarettes and bev would use richie&rsquo;s lighter because hers never seemed to work (&ldquo;i swear it worked this morning!&rdquo;)</li><li>they dance to shitty music too late in the night and they drink too much shitty booze and they laugh a little too loudly at jokes they probably shouldnt</li><li>but they do it together</li></ul>
Tags: bevchie, headcanon
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Question: D4 from the first one looks like a Bev outfit! And, obviously, C4 from the second one is a richie outfit! Some Bevchie maybe? (Is that the ship name?)
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="3292" data-orig-height="3714" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/0533c7adb04813bf81803986244e6ca7/016032ec0e97497b-ca/s540x810/2dd3078729ebea4cb9178ff8a6293e4e59a0af24.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="3292" data-orig-height="3714" data-media-key="0533c7adb04813bf81803986244e6ca7:016032ec0e97497b-ca"/></figure><p>HERE YOU GO ILY SORRY I FUCKED UP YOUR REQUEST</p><p>(also from now on everyone is to assume any IT art i make is part of a college age poly losers au tyvm)</p><p>((Also click for better quality, we got fabric textures babey))</p>
Tags: Beverly Marsh, Richie Tozier, fanart
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Question: <p>Bill Denbrough hcs please</p>
Answer: <p>okay so;</p><ul><li>bill has no sense of style whatsoever, he’s literally that type of bisexual where he just adds layers on layers and then here he is with two flannels and a denim jacket </li><li>beverly trues to get him nice things but he just&hellip; doesn’t wear them </li><li>bill doesn’t know how to cook, he doesn’t know how to even turn his stove on and when he gets a divorce and a new house alone, he watches youtube tutorials to learn the most basic things </li><li>he weirdly gets into baking which makes no sense because he’s a disaster of a human being but he likes making bread and making pies to bring to losers meetings</li><li>bill is a dictionary of random knowledge on absolutely anything and everything but mostly on literature and true crimes. </li><li>he reads books and books on terrible murders and he’ll just drop some horrifying news like « HEY GUYS DID YOU KNOW THAT DUDE SKINNED HIS MOM ALIVE » at lunch with the other losers</li><li>sometimes eddie has to tell him that<i> it’s not the right time, bill</i> because richie turns green</li><li>after georgie dies, he gets far less enthusiastic about it and he turns to fictional horror (which is going to mark him enough that he unconsciously turns to it as an adult)</li><li>he gets really into a series of books about a haunted house that eats people and it’s terribly gruesome and he tries to get bev into it but she absolutely hates it and the losers are like « fuck that, dude, that’s nasty »</li><li>mike is the only one who reads the books and even though he doesn’t understand why this serie in particular caught bill’s attention, he reads every book to y’all with bill about it</li><li>they spend evenings and nights talking about it and they exchange other books so bill starts reading history books too and he likes it a lot even if it isn’t his type of entertainment </li><li>maybe he likes them so much because mike smiles so widely when he makes a clever comment about something and it’s something <i>they</i> share </li></ul>
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Question: Mike getting into crocheting and smothering Bill in blankets and scarves he made himself
Answer: <p>mike makes all the losers various knit items and they are, make no mistake, HIDEOUS, but everyone wears them SO proudly, including bev marsh famous fashion designer. she wears hers to an interview and the interviewer is like… wow… an avant garde choice, so unique! and she’s like thanks my beautiful friend mike made it for me :) richie wears his on stage and ben wears his EVERYWHERE, because he’s building something in moscow right now and it’s goddamn cold there. eddie only wears his when he’s going to see mike NOT because he hates it but because he doesn’t want it to get dirty.</p><p>stan thinks it’s such a great idea and starts knitting too and him and mike have craft nights every wednesday. all of STAN’S stuff goes straight to patty because she kisses him every time he gives her a piece and it’s the highlight of his day, and when patty gets pregnant stan goes overboard making little things for their soon-to-be daughter shoshanna</p><p>but bill is the one that gets, like, WEIRD about the knit products. he doesn’t let any of the other losers touch the quilt mike made him, or the hat, OR the mittens. the losers are kind of offended because, like, when the fuck have they ever NOT shared something, billiam? WHEN? bill finally gets a sweater from mike and he wears it to bed all the time. ALL the time.</p><p>“NO richie nothing is GOING on i just think it’s a comfortable sweater can you shut the fuck up mike is coming over soon and i don’t need him fucking HEARING you, shut UP, tell stan to shut up too it’s not FUCKING funny– great, now eddie is laughing, no, i can HEAR him laughing, rich, i can fucking–”</p>
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Question: Hanbourough! (Mike and Bill)
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="4000" data-orig-height="4000" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/fa7ccbc15cbdddfa3533feb36dd1438a/026b83b1d2ad0b00-54/s640x960/aecdeb13b9f48e0a6307ba841c5440261b08b2ef.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="4000" data-orig-height="4000"/></figure><p>the hecker licked his cheek. Bill doesn’t appreciate it.</p>
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Question: 93 and stanlon!
Answer: <p>I don’t normally write Stanlon but for you love….anything. </p><p>—-</p><p>Stan couldn’t believe what he was seeing. </p><p>When he had come back to Derry-against every fiber in his being-he had only done so because it had been Mike on the other end, pleading for him to return. If it had been Bill, or Richie or who the fuck ever he would have laughed right into the receiver and went back to his puzzle. But no, it had been Mike’s shaky breathing on the other line, his soft voice and broken words that pulled all of those memories from his brain. Memories of a lost summer, of a stolen kiss, of fun and adventure. Memories of happiness. Of love. </p><p>This however, was not what he had expected. </p><p>Mike looked so broken, so pulled thin that his cheeks were sunken in and eyes dull. His time in Derry had obviously taken its toll on his body, that much was obvious. His mind however seemed to have taken the worst of it because when he spoke it was quick, rushed and so desperate that Stan could taste the salty residue that it left in the air. Mike hung onto Bill with desperate fingers that bit into the writers expensive jacket, begging for them all to listen, to understand why he had lied. </p><p>Of Course the trashmouth was having none of it, and it was no surprise that Eddie followed him all the way back to the Inn. Ben and Beverly went god knows where and Bill had decided to think things through alone. Stan couldn’t stand the wide eye look that Mike had, the hurt that was clear as day playing like music from his lips. So when Mike had asked him to go see his research he had agreed because this was still  Mike. </p><p>His Mike. </p><p>The small attic above the library was littered with parchment and books, it was as if a toddler had come in and thrown his things around-no rime or reason to mess that cluttered up the small space. Stan listened to Mike’s rambling, his voice like a string that had been pulled too tight. When he had finished, he was out of breath, collapsing into a chair with utter exhaustion. Silently Stan went and grabbed a glass-keeping the water spots from itching that long forgotten nerve-and poured his host a drink of water. When offered Mike downed it like his thirst couldn’t be satisfied, small streams coming from the corner of his mouth and falling onto his shirt. </p><p>“I-I’m sorry.” Mike whispered to him, rubbing his face. </p><p>“It’s fine.” Stan assured, sitting down beside his friend. </p><p>It was quiet then, a long bout of silence stringing the night along. Stan wanted to ask what had happened to the once put together Mike, to ask just exactly when things began to get so goddamn messy but knew that those questions could never be answered because Derry had a way of sucking the soul from anyone who dared to live in it. Mike had once told him that he had wanted to move to Florida, to live in the sunshine and fun but now he lived in a dark and dingy attic, alone and scared of his own shadow. It hurt Stan, more than he would ever want to admit. His life had been good, successful while Mike had paid the ultimate price for keeping their promise alive. </p><p>“<i><b>This isn’t who I am</b></i>.” Mike said in a whisper, making Stan jump in surprise. “All of this-this isn’t who I really am.” </p><p>“I know.” Stan assured. </p><p>“I see the way you look at me.” Mike choked out, his voice quivering under the pressure. “I don’t need your pity.” </p><p>“I know that too.” And he did because the pity wasn’t for Mike, it was for himself, for who he had become. “You’re the reason I came here Mike. I didn’t come here for IT or for Bill or for any of the others. I came here to save you.” </p><p>“I can’t be saved.” Mike muttered, as if his destiny had already been decided. “The only thing that can be saved is those kids. If we do everything right, the kids can be saved.” </p><p>“You’re wrong.” Stan replied sternly, gathering enough courage to trace the back of Mike’s thin hands. It felt so right, their skin touching and it left his heart swollen with guilt. “I’ll save you Mike, I’ll save you from this fucking town, from all of this.” </p><p>Mike sighed, melting into is chair. “We will see.” </p>
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Question: Can I get Hanzier with Mike meeting Richie's family for the first time? Please
Answer: <p>Anything for you, Monse!</p>
<p>Mike had never thought he would be scared to meet any of his significant other’s family, then again he had never dated anyone long enough to actually get to that step, but Richie was different. Richie was like a flaming cannonball that had been shot into his life and strangely, Mike had never been happier about it. Richie made him laugh, Richie made him angry, Richie made him happy, Richie made him sad…</p>
<p>But most of all? Richie made him feel love.</p>
<p>So, finally after a year and a half a dating, when Richie invited him to the Tozier household for Christmas, Mike accepted without hesitation.</p>
<p>But being in L.A which was roughly about 3,112.3 miles away from Derry, Maine was one thing. Being right on the Tozier’s front steps with an orchid in his hands because he had to bring a gift, was a whole new thing. He gulped when Richie rang the doorbell, explaining that he didn’t have a key, and Mike felt he was about to puke when the door opened and a woman with Richie’s bright eyes opened the door. </p>
<p>“Hello!” She greeted brightly, her greying red hair pulled back in a ponytail that made her look younger than she had to be. She turned her head slightly back towards the house and yelled. “Went! Richie and Mike are here! Put down you puzzle book!”<br/></p>
<p>Richie laughed and moved in, grabbing Mike’s arm to tug him a long too since it seemed like Mike’s feet were frozen to the porch. </p>
<p>He watched as Richie and who assumed was his mom exchange a big hug, her small frame almost being engulfed by her son’s large form. Mike knew Richie was twenty-eight years old, but how did a man that big come from such a small woman? His answer came when a man walked into the entry way, not nearly as tall as Richie, but still up there in height with dark hair that was fading up top. He grabbed Richie with a laugh, hugging him tightly as Richie hugged back with a large smile.</p>
<p>When Richie pulled back, he turned to look at Mike with a grin before moving back over towards Mike’s side and placing a hand at Mike’s waist in a comforting manner. “Maggie, Went-”</p>
<p>“Don’t call me that, Richard.” Richie’s mom, Maggie, frowned but Mike could tell there was no real anger behind it.<br/></p>
<p>“Fiiiiine,” Richie groaned dramatically. “My dearest Mummie and Popsicle. This is Mike.”<br/></p> <p><a href="https://xandertheundead.tumblr.com/post/190190415700/can-i-get-hanzier-with-mike-meeting-richies" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: part 3 of office au?? maybe something years later, Eddie is running in his old coworkers but now his last name is Tozier, I love your writing !
Answer: <p><i>(not what you asked for really, but close enough!) </i></p>
<p><i><b><a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/189315596111/i-dont-care-what-you-say-the-nightmare-before">part one </a>| <a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/189437652916/could-i-get-a-part-2-of-that-reddie-office-au">part two </a></b></i></p>
<p>* * * * *</p>
<p>It was New Year’s Eve, and Eddie was bored. He had completed all the errands and chores he set out to complete that day, even giving Mrs Decker the day off to spend with her family just so he could have something to do. He glanced at the clock and let out a groan, dramatically falling back onto the sofa. It was only 3pm, which meant Richie was still at the office, and would be for another 3 hours or so. </p>
<p>Realising that he wasn’t going to get over the boredom, Eddie pulled on his jacket and left the apartment, taking the elevator down to the basement and climbing into one of Richie’s cars. If Richie was going to work late on New Year’s Eve, then Eddie was simply just going to join him. </p>
<p>It’s not like it was the first time Eddie visited the office, in fact he was quite a prominent feature there. He parked the car and stepped out into the cold air, shoving his hands in his pockets for some added warmth. Luckily the office was only across the street, so he didn’t have to freeze for long.</p> <p><a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/190204986686/part-3-of-office-au-maybe-something-years-later" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: im begging u pls write that thanksgiving stozier au!
Answer: <blockquote><p>ask and u shall receive! here is a stozier au based off<b><i> <a href="https://richie-toziers.tumblr.com/post/189359382898/orchidbreezefc-its-that-time-of-year">this post,</a> </i></b>cw for violence + henry being stan’s cousin. i wrote this in literally twenty minutes after thanksgiving dinner i apologize for any errors or shitty writing we die like men</p></blockquote><p><small>“This turkey is… delicious, Richard.” Mrs. Uris says, and it’s a lie.</small></p><p><small>It’s a g-ddamn lie. The turkey is far from delicious and borders on inedible: charred, flaking skin and chalk-dry meat, topped with a puree of whatever Richie found in the back of Stan’s fridge (pickles, V8 vegetable juice, anchovies─ Stan stopped paying attention after the anchovies), and store-bought stuffing pre-soaked in caper juice. It’s vile. Absolutely disgusting. And Richie’s eating every bite like it’s a five-star French meal. He makes sure his teeth scrape the fork.</small></p><p><small>“You don’t think it’s too dry?” Richie inquires. Stan watches his brows tilt towards each other and lips tense, watches the faux-worry wash over his face. He really does look like a bird. </small></p><p><small><i>A buzzard, maybe, in the eyes,</i> Stan thinks as Richie grins at him, reaching over to hold his hand.</small></p><p><small>“The supermarket ran out of Turkey!” Stan picks up where Richie left off of his bullshit story. “Thank God some guy was selling some out of his van.”</small></p><p><small>“Excuse me?” Mr. Uris glances between them and his barely touched plate. “A van?”</small></p><p><small>“Yeah, I got a good deal on turkeys over on Jamaica,” Richie explains, seamlessly, “Five for sixty. Got enough for the next five years!”</small></p><p><small>“A van, like, a man on the street?” Mrs. Uris stutters. Her forks clatters when she tries to subtly drop it. It’s glorious.</small></p><p><small>“Yeah.” Richie nods, like a pet store parrot. “I had to haul ass and microwave it when Stanley told me you guys were joining us for Thanksgiving.”</small></p><p><small>“Microwave!?” Uncle Butch practically yells. His face is red when he spits: “You can’t cook a street turkey in a microwave!”</small></p><p><small>“How do you cook a street turkey, sir?” Richie tilts his head, <i>and maybe it’s an owl that he’s like─</i> with that tilt, eyes big under his glasses, and the questioning inflection he’s mastered.</small></p><p><small><b>“YOU DON’T!”</b> Cousin Henry, who─ to his credit and Stan’s amazement─ hasn’t said a word this entire time, nearly upends the table shooting up out of his seat. Slams his hands on the oak and shouts: “This is fucking bullshit! Are you that stupid? You don’t buy turkeys off sketchy guys in vans and you don’t microwave them and you don’t feed it to your fairy boyfriend’s family!”</small></p><p><small><i>It’s definitely a macaw,</i> Stan decides, when Richie squawks, covering his smile with the collar of his bright, ugly floral Hawaiian shirt, and calls Cousin Henry a <i>bootlicking bitch</i> through the chirps of his laughter.</small></p><p><small>It all kind of erupts after that. Thanksgiving lasts all of two hours, with only the final fifteen of that consisting of any kind of dinner. It ends with Cousin Henry lunging across the table at Richie, food spilling all over the floor and his mother’s expensive dress, so much noise that Stan doesn’t hear his neighbors─ above, below, and across the hall─ banging on their shared barriers. </small></p><p><small>It ends with Richie on the counter after everyone’s stormed out, Stan between his thighs cleaning up the bloody nose Richie got in the fight.</small></p><p><small>“I don’t even know which one of your hick cousins punched me.” Richie sound muffled, tries to laugh, but winces.</small></p><p><small>“I feel like I have to pay you extra for this.” Stan replies. He’s trying to be as delicate as possible patching up Richie’s nose. </small></p><p><small>“Not if you give me your number you don’t.” Richie’s teeth are orange with blood when he smiles. </small></p><p><small>He stays the night.</small></p>
Tags: stozier, fanfic

Post id: 190165734091
Date: 2020-01-09 21:30:38 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/190165734091/stozier-shameless-type-au-setting
Slug: stozier-shameless-type-au-setting
Reblog key: GqVa9Ree
Reblog url: https://richie-toziers.tumblr.com/post/189383632898/stozier-shameless-type-au-setting
Reblog name: richie-toziers
Question: Stozier; Shameless type AU Setting
Answer: <blockquote><p>“richie<i> fucking</i> tozier─” is the only warning richie gets before he’s full-bodied tackled by yuppie stan in his l.l. bean chinos (how the <i>hell </i>did stan get from the columbia campus to fordham so fast, richie will never know).<br/></p><p>and it’s pretty hard to fight back whilst wearing an honest to god chicken suit, whose head is unceremoniously knocked off in the fall and tumbles into the street─ richie watches it get flattened by a boar’s head delivery truck as stan zip ties his hands <i><strike>(wings?)</strike></i> together behind his back and hauls him up off the ground.</p><p>“he’s quitting,” stan’s shouting at richie’s boss, who ran out at some point wielding the emergency tire iron, and then stan snarls directly in his face: “how <i><b>DARE</b></i> you think you can drop out, you moronic genius piece of shit?”<br/></p></blockquote><p>

<i><b><a href="https://richie-toziers.tumblr.com/ask">1) Give me a pairing. 2) Give me an AU setting. 3) I will write you a three-sentence fic.</a></b></i>

<br/></p>
Tags: stozier, fanfic
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Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/189964228589/i-was-going-to-post-my-secret-santa-gift-today
Slug: i-was-going-to-post-my-secret-santa-gift-today
Reblog key: S9Mv8kqG
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: I was going to post my secret santa gift today. I'm so sorry it's a day late. Then I saw on your blog someone who tagged a gift for someone who is who I was making a gift for. I also haven't received my gift yet. I'm wondering if there was a problem. Sorry for bothering you.
Answer: <p>Hi there! We are working on a separate gift for you. It may be a few more days but we promise you’ll receive something. Thanks! </p>
Tags: vailann
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Date: 2019-12-27 21:31:14 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/189905892290/hanbourough-mike-and-bill
Slug: hanbourough-mike-and-bill
Reblog key: YmxUYbGK
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/private_352377811?189381695561
Reblog name: 
Question: Hanbourough! (Mike and Bill)
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="4000" data-orig-height="4000" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/fa7ccbc15cbdddfa3533feb36dd1438a/026b83b1d2ad0b00-54/s640x960/aecdeb13b9f48e0a6307ba841c5440261b08b2ef.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="4000" data-orig-height="4000"/></figure><p>the hecker licked his cheek. Bill doesn’t appreciate it.</p>
Tags: hanbrough, fanart
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Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/189862269069/trying-to-think-of-emojis-i-like-but-that-could
Slug: trying-to-think-of-emojis-i-like-but-that-could
Reblog key: Ohwd3QA1
Reblog url: https://perenial.tumblr.com/post/189858356838/trying-to-think-of-emojis-i-like-but-that-could
Reblog name: perenial
Question: trying to think of emojis I like but that could also make a cohesive story idea............how about 👀🌻🐀??
Answer: <p>“Tell me about Florida,” Stan murmurs against Mike’s chest. The rain has softened to a drizzle, tapping gently on the roof and leaving its fingerprints on the westerly window. Mike brings a hand to his hair and buries his fingers in the curls, scratching his scalp.<br/></p><p>“I drove past this farm,” he says, drawing patterns across the crown of Stan’s head, “and it was just like being back at home, in Derry. Except there was this field on the other side of the road - just miles and miles of sunflowers.” He huffs a laugh. “I’m pretty sure I saw some field mice running around. You would’ve loved it.”<br/></p><p>“We should visit sometime,” Stan says softly. His eyes are closed and his voice is slipping into an inarticulate whisper, and Mike can’t breathe with the volume of love pooling in his throat. The weight of Stan’s head on his breastbone, his leg hitched over Mike’s knees - it anchors him to the here and now, not the restless months he spent believing Stan was gone for good. <br/></p><p>“Yeah,” he says, holding Stan closer. He stares up at the ceiling, tracing the cracks in the paint, and places Stan, warm and whole, in the folds of his memories. He settles in there like he always has, smiling at him through the years, and Mike finally exhales. “Yeah, I’ll take you there.”<br/></p><p><b><i><a href="http://honeyreynolds.tumblr.com/ask">send me three emojis for a tiny fic!</a></i></b><br/></p>
Tags: stanlon, fanfic
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Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/189775299754/hey-i-posted-my-secret-santa-gift-but-im-not
Slug: hey-i-posted-my-secret-santa-gift-but-im-not
Reblog key: JapO4i6H
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: <p>hey, i posted my secret santa gift but i&rsquo;m not sure the tags worked, i was wondering if you could check? </p>
Answer: <p>Hello! The tags didnt work but I went to your blog and found it. Thank you! </p><p><br/></p><p>Reminder to please let us know if you post and we dont reblog within a few hours! We havent gotten a lot of the tags! </p>
Tags: 
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Date: 2019-12-18 01:38:06 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/189730454804/how-do-i-get-my-giftee-to-see-what-i-made-for-them
Slug: how-do-i-get-my-giftee-to-see-what-i-made-for-them
Reblog key: hq7KrznQ
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: <p>How do I get my giftee to see what I made for them for the secret Santa 2019? It was super fun to participate in! </p>
Answer: <p>Hello! You just need to tag them. Use @ and then type their username.</p><p>Thank you! Its fun to see what everyone has created!</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 189702754284
Date: 2019-12-16 14:30:09 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/189702754284/hi-im-sad-i-understand-you-probably-get-a-lot
Slug: hi-im-sad-i-understand-you-probably-get-a-lot
Reblog key: 8PwxBxRI
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: Hi... I'm sad. I understand you probably get a lot of these messages, and I also understand if I've been ousted from Secret Santa. But I didn't get the message about checking in until today. :( Even if I've been de-gifted, can I still post my gift? For my giftee? It's ok if I don't get one, I just want them to get theirs... Sorry about this
Answer: <p>Hello! Yes of course you can still post your gift! We’ll still reblog and you can tag your giftee. <br/></p>
Tags: jehansmuse
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Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/189690183429/is-there-any-specific-tag-we-should-use-when-we
Slug: is-there-any-specific-tag-we-should-use-when-we
Reblog key: HmzVCp6d
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: Is there any specific tag we should use when we post secret santa fics to AO3 besides ratings / ship / potential triggers?
Answer: <p>Hello! No specific tags, the only thing we ask is that you add it to our collection- <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/collections/ITFandomSecretSanta2019">IT Fandom Secret Santa 2019</a>. </p><p>Thanks!</p>
Tags: Anonymous
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Date: 2019-12-15 21:30:36 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/189690166198/93-and-stanlon
Slug: 93-and-stanlon
Reblog key: qMzJXhcG
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/beepbeeprichiellc/189276352018
Reblog name: beepbeeprichiellc
Question: 93 and stanlon!
Answer: <p>I don’t normally write Stanlon but for you love….anything. </p><p>—-</p><p>Stan couldn’t believe what he was seeing. </p><p>When he had come back to Derry-against every fiber in his being-he had only done so because it had been Mike on the other end, pleading for him to return. If it had been Bill, or Richie or who the fuck ever he would have laughed right into the receiver and went back to his puzzle. But no, it had been Mike’s shaky breathing on the other line, his soft voice and broken words that pulled all of those memories from his brain. Memories of a lost summer, of a stolen kiss, of fun and adventure. Memories of happiness. Of love. </p><p>This however, was not what he had expected. </p><p>Mike looked so broken, so pulled thin that his cheeks were sunken in and eyes dull. His time in Derry had obviously taken its toll on his body, that much was obvious. His mind however seemed to have taken the worst of it because when he spoke it was quick, rushed and so desperate that Stan could taste the salty residue that it left in the air. Mike hung onto Bill with desperate fingers that bit into the writers expensive jacket, begging for them all to listen, to understand why he had lied. </p><p>Of Course the trashmouth was having none of it, and it was no surprise that Eddie followed him all the way back to the Inn. Ben and Beverly went god knows where and Bill had decided to think things through alone. Stan couldn’t stand the wide eye look that Mike had, the hurt that was clear as day playing like music from his lips. So when Mike had asked him to go see his research he had agreed because this was still  Mike. </p><p>His Mike. </p><p>The small attic above the library was littered with parchment and books, it was as if a toddler had come in and thrown his things around-no rime or reason to mess that cluttered up the small space. Stan listened to Mike’s rambling, his voice like a string that had been pulled too tight. When he had finished, he was out of breath, collapsing into a chair with utter exhaustion. Silently Stan went and grabbed a glass-keeping the water spots from itching that long forgotten nerve-and poured his host a drink of water. When offered Mike downed it like his thirst couldn’t be satisfied, small streams coming from the corner of his mouth and falling onto his shirt. </p><p>“I-I’m sorry.” Mike whispered to him, rubbing his face. </p><p>“It’s fine.” Stan assured, sitting down beside his friend. </p><p>It was quiet then, a long bout of silence stringing the night along. Stan wanted to ask what had happened to the once put together Mike, to ask just exactly when things began to get so goddamn messy but knew that those questions could never be answered because Derry had a way of sucking the soul from anyone who dared to live in it. Mike had once told him that he had wanted to move to Florida, to live in the sunshine and fun but now he lived in a dark and dingy attic, alone and scared of his own shadow. It hurt Stan, more than he would ever want to admit. His life had been good, successful while Mike had paid the ultimate price for keeping their promise alive. </p><p>“<i><b>This isn’t who I am</b></i>.” Mike said in a whisper, making Stan jump in surprise. “All of this-this isn’t who I really am.” </p><p>“I know.” Stan assured. </p><p>“I see the way you look at me.” Mike choked out, his voice quivering under the pressure. “I don’t need your pity.” </p><p>“I know that too.” And he did because the pity wasn’t for Mike, it was for himself, for who he had become. “You’re the reason I came here Mike. I didn’t come here for IT or for Bill or for any of the others. I came here to save you.” </p><p>“I can’t be saved.” Mike muttered, as if his destiny had already been decided. “The only thing that can be saved is those kids. If we do everything right, the kids can be saved.” </p><p>“You’re wrong.” Stan replied sternly, gathering enough courage to trace the back of Mike’s thin hands. It felt so right, their skin touching and it left his heart swollen with guilt. “I’ll save you Mike, I’ll save you from this fucking town, from all of this.” </p><p>Mike sighed, melting into is chair. “We will see.” </p>
Tags: stanlon, fanfic
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Question: ok ok ok. for your first outfit art prompt thing - i NEED Mike in B1, Eddie in D2 and Ben in C3. They are the ultimate cute shirts and shorts club!!!
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="4000" data-orig-width="4000"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/cde37a4c972e9a544e2c60ff1ae4f201/390490fc1395ac9e-2a/s540x810/61c15442ae63482521526636e96b70db0b840195.jpg" data-orig-height="4000" data-orig-width="4000" data-media-key="cde37a4c972e9a544e2c60ff1ae4f201:390490fc1395ac9e-2a"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="4000" data-orig-width="4000"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/f28da71c091c1bab7c3e83320b11db10/390490fc1395ac9e-21/s540x810/223f369a45727f7a9602c1cb3492401bba8dfdc0.jpg" data-orig-height="4000" data-orig-width="4000" data-media-key="f28da71c091c1bab7c3e83320b11db10:390490fc1395ac9e-21"/></figure><p>just a couple of dudes being dudes. in a forest. Also they make out</p>
Tags: the losers, fanart
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Slug: okay-so-i-got-a-hankering-for-a-beneddie-fic-set
Reblog key: aonbQ3Kj
Reblog url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/189268191507/okay-so-i-got-a-hankering-for-a-beneddie-fic-set
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Question: okay so I got a hankering for a Ben/Eddie fic, set in a gym, Eddie tries to bench press way heavier than he can manage, almost gets crushed, Ben rescues him, it’s all cute cute flirty flirty and then they bang in the locker room????
Answer: <p><b>For you? Anything</b></p>
<p><b>NSFW</b> </p>
<p>“Nine…Ten…” Eddie felt his arms start to quake but lowered them again, determined to get to fifteen. </p>
<p>“Do you want some help?” Someone asked from behind him.</p>
<p>“No.” </p>
<p>“Really? Because it looks like you need it.” The guy said.</p>
<p>“I don’t.” He gritted out, raising the weights again. His arms wobbled but he managed to raise them up But, as he lowered them again, the weight started to slip. Lucky for him, two other hands appeared, grabbing the bar before it choked him and helping him bring it back to the holders.</p>
<p>Eddie stood, ready to yell at the guy for white horsing him. He hated when people assumed he needed help at the gym- even if the guy had just saved him from being choked. </p>
<p>The complaint died on his lips as he looked at the man. He damn attractive, scruffy and fit. He looked like he belonged on the cover of a sports illustrated and suddenly Eddie was anything but upset. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/189268191507/okay-so-i-got-a-hankering-for-a-beneddie-fic-set" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: kaspcom, hansbrak, fanfic, nsfw
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Reblog key: vzEBdaRv
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Reblog name: tinyarmedtrex
Question: 91 + Stanlon pls?
Answer: <p><b> “Tell me you still need me.”</b></p>
<p>Mike had been watching Stan all night. Mike knew that, over their teenage years, he’d watched Stan enough that he could have written a book on the man’s behavior. On what a quick look or small gesture meant. Even now, Mike felt like he could interpret everything Stan did. He seemed nervous, on edge, even as the others relaxed and start to enjoy themselves. Stan still seemed ready to run at the first sign of danger.  That was his Stan though, cautious to a tee, even after 27 years. </p>
<p>Then the fortune cookie mess happened and Mike instantly forget about everything except protecting Stan. He’d practically thrown himself in front of the other man before grabbing a chair and wailing on the table. He hadn’t thought, he’d just acted, knowing that he needed to protect his friends, protect Stan. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/189268644217/91-stanlon-pls" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: stanlon, fanfic
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Slug: is-there-a-maximum-word-count-on-the-2019-secret
Reblog key: U3AYPecT
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: <p>Is there a maximum word count on the 2019 secret santa?  </p>
Answer: <p>No max count! Just needs to be posted hy the 20th. </p>
Tags: 
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Question: Stanlon and strip tease
Answer: <p><b>NSFW AHEAD</b></p>
<p>Stan loved routine. He liked to do things his way and his own schedule. When things were out of whack, it left him feeling beyond anxious; he liked to control the things he was able to control, it helped him cope with all the uncontrollables. And for years and years of his life, he really struggled with it. When he started dating Mike, it came with a long list of challenges. But Mike never once made him feel bad about it, he always did his best to help him however he could. <b><br/></b></p>
<p>A few years into living together and they had settled into a mundane routine. They cooked dinner together almost every night and every Sunday morning they went to the farmer’s market just down the street. Once a week, they would go out to a nice dinner for just the two of them, usually on Wednesday or Thursday. </p>
<p>Stan would have a glass of wine, or two depending on how hard work had been recently and then when they got home, Stan would pull Mike on top of him and they would make love in their bed for hours. Mike would jerk him to completion and then spill into the condom he wore. They would then shower, change the sheets and retire to bed for the evening.</p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/189217044200/stanlon-and-strip-tease" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: stanlon, fanfic, nsfw
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Question: Can I get reddie public sex? Doesn't have to be the whole dick in ass shabang if that's too complicated for drabble but some of that delicious thrill seeking risque nonsense
Answer: <p><b>NSFW AHEAD</b></p>
<p>Eddie’s eyes were focused on the big screen on the opposite side of the room; it was hard for his attention to remain on the movie given what was happening under the sweatshirt bunched up on his lap, but he knew if he looked or broke his attention, it would all be over before it had even really began. <br/></p>
<p>Him and Richie were sitting in the back row of the local movie theater, watching whatever movie was currently playing. Eddie didn’t know and he couldn’t tell at this point, nor did he really care with the way Richie’s long fingers wrapped around his hard length. </p>
<p>His heart was hammering in his chest and a million thoughts ran through his mind. What if they got caught? All it would take was one person turning around and it would be obvious what they were doing. Sure, Richie had tried to conceal it with his sweatshirt, but the steady up and down movement beneath definitely gave it away. </p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/189214735820/can-i-get-reddie-public-sex-doesnt-have-to-be" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, fanfic, nsfw
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Question: could you do a fic, where Mike and Richie are shotgunning in the clubhouse alone...
Answer: <p>“Anyone here?” Mike asked, lowering himself into the dark clubhouse. He’d just finished football practice and he was still damp from his shower. He knew that he should go home but couldn’t, not yet. He wanted some time before chores started and was hoping to find one of the other losers to hang out with. </p>
<p>“Just lil’ ol’ me.” </p>
<p>Mike finished his descent and looked for the source of the voice, seeing Richie sitting on a pile of cushions, a joint nearly falling out of his long fingers. Simply  looking at him, relaxed and more than a little stoned, made Mike smile. He always admired how at ease Richie seemed here, like the clubhouse was his castle and the cushions his throne. He loved it.</p>
<p>“Want some?” Richie asked, extending his hand. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/189216055187/could-you-do-a-fic-where-mike-and-richie-are" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: hanzier, fanfic
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Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/189534299946/5-13-stanbrough
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Reblog name: kaspbrak-tozier-reddie
Question: #5 & #13 stanbrough?:)
Answer: <p>5. “<i>You’re safe, that’s all that matters</i>”</p><p>13. “<i>You wanna hug? You look like you need one.</i>”</p><p><a href="https://kaspbrak-tozier-reddie-list.tumblr.com/post/188716379987/it-master-list">Masterlist</a> + <a href="https://kaspbrak-tozier-reddie.tumblr.com/post/188647225967/prompt-list">Prompt List</a> + <a href="https://kaspbrak-tozier-reddie.tumblr.com/ask">Asks</a></p><p>Pairing: Stenbrough</p><p>Warnings: swearing, death, blood</p><p>Summary: At a reunion, Pennywise (an escaped murderer) comes back to Derry to kill the Losers like he had planned to 27 years prior. [Pennywise! Human AU]. Stan freaks out when he starts having Deja Vu and thinks he’s a coward but Bill proves otherwise. </p><p>———————————————-</p><p>Walking through the school doors for the first time in years, it was a little overwhelming for Stanley. When he got the notification saying that there was a high school reunion, he wasn’t sure if he would go. Especially with the hell that happened 27 years prior.</p><p>When the losers were mere middle schoolers, there was a serial killer on the loose, he dressed up as a clown to lure the kids away. The Losers Club had stuck together and ended up catching the man that was killing young children. Stan, however, was the only one who was attacked badly, to the extent of a total of 30 stitches in his arm and face.</p><p>He had never recovered from the trauma and was the first of the losers to leave Derry, in their junior year. Sure he kept in contact for a year or so but he sacrificed his friendships for his mental health. Losing any trace of anything that could remind him of Derry.</p><p>“Stan the Man? No way!” Stan cringed and turned to face none-other-than Richard Tozier, the bane of his existence. </p><p>“Beep Beep Richie,” Stan grumbled.</p><p>“Ah, music to my ears.” Richie slung an arm around Stan’s shoulder and leads him to where the Losers had their table. “Look who I found.”</p><p>“Hey babe, didn’t think you would come,” Bill said with the shrug of his shoulders, a signal directed at the others.</p><p>“Yeah, had a change of mind, sorry that I missed the dinner last night with just the seven of us,” Stan replied moving to sit on Bill’s lap. “I didn’t want to regret anything.</p><p>The 5 others gathered around the table and looked questioningly at the brunette couple. Nobody would’ve guessed, they weren’t obvious as Richie and Eddie, or Ben and Bev. It made them wonder when they both started liking each other or if they even liked each other, like that, back when they were kids.</p><p>“When did this happen?” Mike asked.</p><p>“Three years ago. I was in Florida and met up with Stan.” Bill replied and Stan smiled softly to himself.</p><p>*</p><p>Stan had met up with Bill a couple of years ago when he was doing a press tour for his recent book. Stan had offered his spare bedroom for his old friend, even though they hadn’t spoken in several years or so, Bill took it.</p><p>Over dinner and drinks, the pair had caught up and Stan had stupidly and drunkenly admitted his feelings to Bill. Stan had followed Bill and Richie’s careers as they both grew. He was proud of both of them, even prouder when Richie came out and did so with Eddie by his side. But Bill, there was something that still lingered there, whenever he listened to the interviews or read his stories. Stan couldn’t remember much about his childhood or what his friends were like back in middle school and the first year of high school. </p><p>As soon as Bill and Stan caught up that night, Stan knew. He knew what that lingering feeling was and yet he let himself drunkenly say it. </p><p>****</p><p>A few hours later, the Losers found themselves up at Mike’s place, above the library. Mike had a collection of things from the fateful summer along with their friendship after Stan had left Derry. As he walked passed a memory wall, Stan had seen what he had missed out on. </p><p>Graduation, prom, a series of football and basketball games. He got to one final photo and saw all the losers gathered around Richie in his valedictorian gown. “No fucking way! Rich, you made valedictorian?” Stan exclaimed.</p><p>“Yeah, there was half a point between me and Eds, I was just better at Biology than he was.” Richie boasted. “And yet, he’s a surgeon!”</p><p>“Beep beep Richie, and don’t call me Eds!” Eddie growled.</p><p>There was suddenly a loud bang from downstairs, causing all of them to jump, nobody moved. On his way over, he heard that Pennywise had escaped a high-security prison but he was too close to Derry to turn back. It was a high possibility that the man that goes by the stage name of Pennywise, was now in the building and ready to kill them. </p><p>Stanley was the first to move, pulling a knife from the wooden <br/><br/> knife holder. He knew that whoever was down there, wasn’t there for books of for Mike, otherwise they would’ve called out for the librarian but alas, that didn’t happen. The losers followed Stan down the spiral staircase. “Are we really just going to follow Stan, the boy who left because of PTSD, down the stairs?” Richie whispered.</p><p>Stan rolled his eyes and continued down. “Hey dipshit, I know you’re here,” Stan growled, hoping it was loud enough for the man to hear.</p><p>As they neared the back entrance to the desk, the man came into view. He was perched on top of the library’s desk, dressed in a shitty store-bought clown costume, swinging his legs like an energetic child who was told to stay seated.</p><p>“Ah! The Losers Club. What a lovely surprise.” Pennywise greets pushing himself off the desk. “Stanley, I didn’t think you’d make it. Last I heard you were still in Florida.”</p><p>Stan lost all of his confidence. How did Pennywise know that? How the hell did he know where he lived?</p><p>“How do you know that?” Stan whimpered.</p><p>“My kind accomplice, Henry Bowers, I’m sure you all remember him. He’s been helping me with my escape.” </p><p>Stan shied away. This couldn’t be happening, he knew it was a mistake coming back. He knew that he would be yelled at by everyone if they lived through this but he couldn’t do it. Eddie noticed that Stan had walked back to hide behind everyone.</p><p>“Hey, you good?” Eddie whispered.</p><p>“No. I can’t - I can’t do this Eddie.” Stan whispered back. “I should’ve turned back when I heard it on the radio.” </p><p>“Hey, hey. It’s okay. You were almost killed that Summer, you have every right to be more afraid than any of us.”</p><p>Stan looked down to meet the eyes of Edward Kaspbrak. “I know.”</p><p> Stan felt Eddie embrace him. “You’ll be okay. Trust me. We won’t let that bastard get away.”</p><p>Mike was on the phone and Bill and Bev had started to attack the clown when out of literally nowhere, Bowers jumped out stabbing Eddie in the cheek with his pocket knife. </p><p>****</p><p>It turned to chaos from there. Stan didn’t know what to do. He kinda just slowly backed away into the shadows watching as Eddie and Ben fought off Bowers before stumbling over to Mike. Bowers was trying his best to protect Pennywise from the clutches of the losers. Richie had ended up grabbing an axe to fend Bowers off Mike, landing the axe right into Bowers’ head.</p><p>Stan started to further shrink away, hiding in the storage room. </p><p>“Stannie, I know you’re down there.” Pennywise teased, the sound of slow but determined footsteps echoed down the hall towards the stairs of the storage room. </p><p>Stan could hear the distant screams of his friends as the footsteps got louder and louder. <i>Fuck, what the hell happened to my friends?</i> He huddled in a corner, away from the door and hidden by at most 8 rows of bookshelves. </p><p>“Yippee Kiyay Motherfu-” Richie screamed but stopped mid-sentence when he was pushed heavily into the wall, hitting his head on impact. Eddie took the opportunity to throw a book at Pennywise’s head to distract him from Stan. But that almost led to Eddie getting a knife to the stomach.</p><p>*</p><p>Stan came out from his hiding place as soon as he heard Eddie’s scream. Pennywise was to busy trying to lunge at Eddie, <br/><br/>Richie was down and everyone was trying to pry Eddie away from the clown man’s grip. </p><p>Stan needed to do something, he decided to yell, “Why don’t you stop traumatising my friends and come at me, asshole!” Pennywise turned around just in time to see a shelf coming down on him, the end result of a domino effect started by Stan shoving one of the end bookshelves.</p><p>Just as the shelf collapsed onto Pennywise, an officer waltzed in. “We need paramedics in here asap.” The officer announced into his walkie-talkie. “Anyone want to explain why there’s a dead man out there?”</p><p>“Self defence, the guy was trying to attack my friend and he was the one that put that hole in my husbands face,” Richie said pointing to both Mike and Eddie.</p><p>“Okay.” The officer said. The paramedics come in and lift the shelf off the man in the clown costume, putting him on the stretcher and locking his hands and feet into restraints.</p><p>****</p><p>The losers all make their way up to the ambulances to get checked out. Richie had a minor concussion and needed to take things slow for the next few days, so he and Eddie couldn’t fly back to New York for another few days. Eddie had his cheek patched up and cleaned. Bill and Mike had a few stitches, Stan, Bev and Ben were the only ones to come out unscathed but had been scarred mentally. They all had. </p><p>As soon as Eddie was cleared he was straight on the phone with Maggie, letting her know that he and Richie wouldn’t be back for a few more days. So she and Wentworth would need to look after Caleb, Stan guessed that the two adopted a child, for a few more days than planned.</p><p>Bill jumped off the seat, as soon as he was cleared, and headed straight to Stan. “I’m sorry Bill, I am a real coward.” Stan whimpered to Bill.</p><p>“No, you aren’t baby. You have every right to be afraid.” Bill said, “You wanna hug? You look like you need one.” Stan nodded and hugged his boyfriend.</p><p>“Yes, yes I am Bill. I am a coward. I run away at every sign of trouble. That makes me a fucking coward.”</p><p>Bev is the first to join in the hugging of Stanley Uris. Soon everyone joins in, making sure that he feels the support of the 6 other members of their club. All his worries seemed to wash away.</p><p>“Let’s go to the Quarry,” Richie announced. </p><p>****</p><p>Bev, Ben, Mike, Eddie and Richie basically made a run for it, to get to one of their many old hangout spots. Bill hung behind to walk with Stan, who was still shaking from the whole experience.</p><p>“If any of us were in your position, we would be feeling the exact way,” Bill said.</p><p>“Really? You’re all stronger than me, mentally.” Stan replied.</p><p>“Not true.” Stan gave him a look. “You swore during your bar mitzvah, you can watch horror films without any nightmares, you’re incredibly smart. You’re getting your PhD in a month! You’re stronger than you think, we all may be smart but you’re the smartest. </p><p>“Don’t let this one thing get in the way of that. You aren’t a coward, a coward wouldn’t jump off the Quarry’s cliff. A coward certainly wouldn’t voice his opinion, the number of times that you stood up against all of us? A coward wouldn’t do that.”</p><p>“I never thought of it like that,” Stan whispered.</p><p>“And a coward wouldn’t admit that he’s a coward or do anything to help themselves. And finally, a coward wouldn’t scream at an escaped murderer to come and get him so that they’d stop attacking his friends. Nor would they push the shelves down.” </p><p>Stan remembered the therapy he took as a child and the fact that he had been taking anti-depressants and anti-anxiety pills since then and doing everything he could to forget that Summer in ‘89.</p><p>He thought back to only moments ago as his impulsivity and adrenaline were through the roof. The thought of anyone hurting any of his friends was enough for him to become enraged. His body was still pumping out adrenaline, he was vibrating like he usually does after 4 cups of coffee. But he only had two today and didn’t have his customary caffeine shakes.</p><p>“You’re safe now, and that’s all that matters,” Bill said softly. “In the wise words of Richie Tozier, ‘you’re braver than you think’.”</p><p>“Richie said that?” Stan giggled, Bill smiled, he loved hearing his boyfriend giggle, it was cute.</p><p>“Yeah. To Eddie.”</p><p>“Oh my God, we’re the less over the top version of Richie and Eddie.” </p><p>Bill and Stan continued to laugh as they made their way to the Quarry to catch up with the losers.</p>
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Question: 13 + hanbrough 😩
Answer: <p><b>this one kept me up all night migz, i hope you like it !!</b></p>
<p><b>pairing: mike hanlon / bill denbrough</b></p>
<p><b>prompt: <a href="https://richiebeepbeep.tumblr.com/post/188996675283/eddietczier-send-me-an-it-pairing-a-number"><i>“How come you keep running away?”</i></a></b></p>
<p><b>word count: 2.5k / <b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/21463600">you can read it on ao3 here!</a></b></b></p>
<p><b>warnings: recreational drinking, mentions of canonical character deaths</b></p>
<p>The first time Bill left Derry, it was for a week-long trip to the sunny state of California with Richie. The year was 1992 and Wentworth Tozier’s brother, infinitely cooler than anyone Bill had ever met, invited Richie-and-a-friend to visit his family in Westwood. Richie had two cousins around his age, so as a group they’d be spending spring break doing whatever their fickle hearts desired.</p>
<p>Bill didn’t presume to be Richie’s first choice in company. (Stanley’s parents just didn’t like the idea of two teenage boys running around an unfamiliar city unsupervised. Eddie’s mother would sooner drop dead than let him step an inch past the Derry town limits.) Still, he was more than glad to get the fuck out of town for a while.</p>
<p>The rest of the Losers, jealous but excited for them, asked Bill and Richie to call and to bring back souvenirs. They agreed, of course. Ben wanted a postcard. Stan wanted a t-shirt. Eddie wanted some candy. Mike wanted a keychain. Beverly had moved away a couple of years ago, but Richie swore he’d snag a pack of menthols in her honor. Bill promised to bring the remaining Losers as much Californian bullshit as their suitcases could carry.</p> <p><a href="https://richiebeepbeep.tumblr.com/post/189102783633/13-hanbrough" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Reddie Hurt/Comfort AU pls
Answer: <blockquote><p><small>[ anon, I am honestly not sure what this fic category even entails, so I’m not 100% sure I have fulfilled your request. At any rate, have my first &amp; best attempt. Basically, AU where Eddie lives after It: Chapter Two &amp; movies in with Richie. <b>Trigger warnings</b> for night terrors, trauma &amp; mentions of homophobic violence (that scene at the beginning of It: Chapter Two, though not in detail) ]</small></p></blockquote>
<p>For a long time they sit in silence. It’s not every night that the nightmares comes; it’s more like every odd day, but it’s significant enough that when it happens now, the moments after feel like the same routine, all over again. Stunned silence, catching his breath. Beside him, Eddie’s sat up, leaning against the headboard while Richie practices his breathing. <i>Four seconds in, hold, four seconds out. </i></p>
<p>Lamp turning on. Eddie reaches one hand out towards the nightstand, picks up Richie’s glasses and hands them over so that the world around him isn’t a shapeless blur anymore.</p> <p><a href="https://queertrashmouth.tumblr.com/post/189109973077/reddie-hurtcomfort-au-pls" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: <p>hey, it's gonna be ok. there are good people, and there are people who care about you. don't be afraid to be good, too.</p>
Answer: <p>Thank you anon. Not sure you meant to send this to a prompt blog but the sentiment is very sweet and uplifting! </p>
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Question: #4 & #14 ~ Reddie
Answer: <p>#4 - “Do you trust me?”</p>
<p>#14 - “I’m happy whenever I’m with you.”</p>
<p>Warnings: mentions of car/cyclist accidents</p>
<p><a href="https://kaspbrak-tozier-reddie-list.tumblr.com/post/188716544242/masterlist">Masterlist</a> + <a href="https://kaspbrak-tozier-reddie.tumblr.com/post/188647225967/prompt-list">Prompt List</a> + <a href="https://kaspbrak-tozier-reddie.tumblr.com/ask">Asks</a></p>
<p>———————————————————————</p>
<p>Eddie and Richie had been together for nearly 5 years and throughout that time, Richie still tried to impress Eddie. He seemed to think that it would make up for all that time he teased Eddie during their childhood. Eddie, however, thought it was ridiculous, especially when Richie drove an expensive motorcycle into their driveway. It was things like this that weren’t to impress Eddie but more of a dangerous and impulsive activity that was made to give Eddie a heart attack or an aneurysm. </p>
<p>“What the fuck is this?” Eddie exclaimed as he walked up to Richie. As he got closer to the bike, he could see that it was one of the new Harley Davidson bikes. </p>
<p>“A motorcycle,” Richie said proudly, with the shifting of his feet, like a child trying to be cute.</p>
<p>“Do you know how dangerous those things are!? More people die on bikes than they do in cars!” Richie just shrugged which was a mistake. “Seriously?! Are you trying to give me a heart attack? The number of people coming into the ER from motorcycle crashes is phenomenal!”</p> <p><a href="https://kaspbrak-tozier-reddie.tumblr.com/post/189116250237/4-14-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Stanpat first date headcanons?
Answer: <p><i><small>Stanpat</small></i><small>… aka the only F/M pairing that owns a part of my heart. <br/></small></p><ul><li><small>
First of all, in my extensive non-Pennywise university inside my head, 
Richie meets Patty before Stan does. They have a Psych class together in
 college, which Patty took because she was interested in it and Richie 
took because he thought it would be an easy A. But anyways-<br/></small></li><li><small>Richie meets Patty and he is totally like “<i>oh my god, you have got to meet Stan the man.” </i>And Stan is like. Absolutely the fuck not. I am not getting set out by Richie fucking Tozier. Because yes, Stan loves his best friend with all his heart but Richie is not somebody Stan is going to take Any Sort of Romantic Advise from</small></li><li><small>I mean, this is the Richie Tozier who has been pining after Eddie fucking Kaspbrak since they were 12 and it has gone nowhere beyond cringey flirting that was sometimes just borderline fighting.  So no. Stan could handle his own love life, <i>thank you very much Richard. </i>He’s too busy to date right now anyway (so he says. Richie doesn’t think he’s busy at all.) </small></li><li><small>But Richie will not let up. Because Patty is <i>Perfect</i> for Stan, okay? She is just hilarious and down to Earth to keep Stan on his toes, and just organized and sensible enough that she wouldn’t drive Stan crazy like Richie did sometimes. Hell. Richie would be going after Patty himself if he wasn’t already emotionally committed. </small></li><li><small>So Stan finally cracks and is like FUCKING FINE. and let’s Richie set up a meeting. [“it’s not a date Richie. You better make that clear. I’m meeting her as your friends. That’s it.”]</small></li><li><small>They go bowling. Richie totally detests bowling and he’s terrible at it but he thinks its a decent group activity to make sure nothing gets awkward. He also <i>maybe </i>organizes it around a weekend when Mike and Bill were visiting the two of them (yes in one dorm. sue them.) so it was a nice get together. a big old group environment. absolutely no pressure.</small></li><li><small>but richie is terrible at bowling. like world class terrible. bill had once said there should be an Olympics specifically to showcase how awful richie tozier was at bowling. with all that being said, richie’s injury wasnt even richie’s fault. <br/></small></li><li><small>he’d been reaching for the bowling ball, as bill had been fumbling with another. patty and stan had watched in almost slow motion as bill’s ball had slipped from his hands, falling directly on top of richie’s. and that’s how stan and patty’s first meeting had become relocated from the bowling alley to the emergency room.</small></li><li><small>stan gets blessed with the honour of calling eddie to inform him of the smashed bones in his boyfriend’s hands while patty had held ice to said <i>smashed bones. </i>after nearly ten minutes of eddie’s panicking loudly in stan’s ear, stan made up an excuse to get free and sat with his friend</small></li><li><small>as richie was pulled into see the doctor and get a scan, stan and patty had their first chance to really speak to each other. it had been awkward, of course, and nearly completely centred on richie- the one thing they’d known they’d had in common. <br/></small></li><li><small>stories of richie doing or saying stupid things easily progressed into personal stories outside of richie, and into interests and into absolutely anything and before they even knew it, richie was coming out with his hand cast.</small></li><li><small>and if patty had taken stan’s phone from him as they helped richie into stan’s car and put her phone number into, well, richie pretended not to be smug about it. <br/></small></li></ul>
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Question: When is the due date for the 2019 Secret Santa and where do we post our gift?
Answer: <p>Hi anon! Gifts should be posted between December 15-20. You need to post something on tumblr- if it’s a fic, either the whole fic or a link to it on AO3 or the piece of art- and tag both the blog and your giftee.</p><p>Also, as a reminder, fics need to be a minimum of 2000 words. </p><p>If you have other questions our FAQs are <a href="https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/188998982027/secret-santa">here</a>. </p><p>Thanks!</p>
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Question: Y for stozier
Answer: <p><b> “You’re the love of my life, you know that?”</b></p>
<p>“Richie, baby I think you can hear me. I have to believe it because otherwise-” Stan let his head fall, squeezing his eyes tightly so the tears couldn’t fall. “Otherwise it would mean you were gone.” </p>
<p>The words were hushed even though they didn’t have to be. It was only the two of them in the hospital room and it was questionable if Richie counted. </p>
<p>His eyes were closed, breath ragged as machines beeped and hummed around him, driving Stan crazy with their inconsistency and constant noise. Not that Richie cared, nothing bothered someone in a coma. </p>
<p>He’d been there for two days, since he’d collapsed suddenly in their small apartment. Stan hadn’t let himself cry or panic, not until Richie was being loaded into the ambulance, paramedics surrounding him and running a battery of tests. Only once they had all sat down, confirming that they’d done all they could for now, had he broken down, silently crying as he took Richie’s hand. It was so damn cold. Richie’s hands were usually warm, full of life. Richie always warmed his hands, taking Stan’s hands in his own and breathing on them until he deemed them warm enough. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/189112024312/y-for-stozier" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Smell of PINE + Mike/Stan/Bill! (or any combo thereof!)
Answer: <p><b>thank you for the prompt !! this is roughly 780 words of me wishing i was as soft as these boys. i hope you like it!</b></p><p><i>This was a terrible idea</i>, Stan thinks as he trudges forward with a too-heavy bag of camping equipment. Mike and Bill had both told him that most of the items weren’t necessary, that they had rented out a cabin for the weekend. He insisted to his boyfriends that anything could happen and how ’<i>it’s better to have it and not need it, than need it and not have it</i>.’ Bill had made a comment about how there was no possible situation that would require as much as Stan had packed, and Mike had told him that he thought it was endearing that Stan was always prepared for anything. </p><p>The trip here hadn’t been awful, and being able to stretch his legs after five hours felt amazing. The view was stunning, their cabin overlooked the vast stretches of forest below. It was a comfortable temperature and it even smelled good, like <b>pine</b> and autumn leaves rather than stale dirt. He didn’t have much of a reason to complain, but he was  <i>bitter</i>. Bitter because he knew he’d be miserable, and miserable solely because of the sheer amount of insects that buzzed and crawled around the outdoors, and maybe a some of it was because he’d been proven wrong.</p><p>Bill hangs back as Mike heads to grab the key to the cabin, nudging Stan gently.</p><p>“Is it as bad as you’d thought it would be?” He asks. Normally Stan would be irritated by such a question sounding too much like teasing, but he knows Bill is genuinely concerned.</p><p>“There are too many bugs,” he comments, trying to release the tension in his shoulders that are still hiked up too far to be comfortable. “But… it’s nice. We’re here to relax so I’m going to try to do that.”</p><p>Mike rounds the porch of the cabin, waving the keys with a wide grin. Bill and Stan both return the smile with fond expressions, moving forward with their luggage.</p><p>“If a spider even comes near me while we’re here, I’ll drive myself back to Florida and leave you guys stranded in this cabin,” Stan says as they enter the home. It’s gorgeous. Hardwood floors, a stone fireplace, a small kitchen. He can see some of the loft from where he stands just in front of the entryway, admiring the interior. He hates to admit that he’d made such a fuss over coming because it means that his boyfriends were right when they said he’d like it. He doesn’t want to inflate their egos, but then he meets Mike’s eyes and he caves.</p><p>“It’s beautiful, Mikey,” he murmurs, moving forward to kiss him with both arms wound around the back of his neck. Mike laughs against his lips and then kisses both of his cheeks before leans away a bit, both of them staring at one another. They’re all so lovestruck by each other that it’s almost sickly sweet. </p><p>“I knew you’d like it,” he responds as he loosens his arms from around Stan, grabbing his bags again. </p><p>“Don’t worry about spiders, I bought peppermint oil just for you. It’s supposed to keep them away,” Bill adds as he re-enters the main area from where he’d been exploring the cozy kitchen. “Let’s go check out the loft?”</p><p>Stan rolls his eyes but he can’t force away the smile. He’s lucky; they all are, and he’s grateful to be able to spend time with them like this.</p><p>“I love you, you know,” he mutters as he follows Mike and Bill up the narrow staircase to inspect the sleeping area. Mike’s already sprawled out across the comforter before he can protest, but he can’t even bring himself to complain about it. He looks so content and happy that he doesn’t dare ruin it, because he knows that Mike would see right through it. He can’t deny that he complained for no reason, and he carefully sits down, situating himself to rest his head against Mike’s chest. His heartbeat is strong and steady beneath his ear, comforting. Bill lays his own head on Stan’s abdomen, smiling up at both of his partners.</p><p>“We love you too, Stan,” Mike says gently, thumbing over his jaw with an awed twinkle in his soft brown eyes. Stan is sure his expression matches, overwhelmingly <i>in love.</i> Mike is gorgeous, all dazzling smiles and soft-yet-sharp features, and a smooth, honeylike voice to match.</p><p>“We know,” Bill murmurs, his expression of admiration for both boys never wavering a bit. “We love you too. If it wasn’t obvious.”</p><p><i>This</i>, Stan knows, <i>is what true happiness is.</i></p><p><br/></p>
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Question: Stenbrough with number 11, like maybe Bill is riding his bike crazily (like in the mini-series) and Stan thinks it's dangerous and irresponsible as adult behaviour because he isn't thinking about himself and then Bill injures himself? Just a thought
Answer: <p>11. “What are you talking about? I am a very responsible (parent/adult)”</p>
<p>Taking requests and prompts</p>
<p>———————————————————————</p>
<p>Out in the little culdesac off his LA home, rides Bill Denbrough on his bike. It’s his sweet way of procrastinating and clearing his mind so he could continue writing his novel. The only downside to his little trip around the neighbourhood, is his sweet boyfriend of 3 years, Stanley Uris. </p>
<p>Bill thinks it’s sweet that Stan is so protective of him, almost like how his friend, Eddie Kaspbrak treats his other best friend, Richie Tozier. “Baby! Stop being an idiot on that thing, you’ll hurt yourself!” Stanley yells from the sidewalk when Bill finally makes it back up to the house.</p>
<p>“When have I ever hurt myself Staniel?” Bill asks when he comes to a halt at his boyfriend’s feet.</p>
<p><i>‘Staniel’? Yep, he’s been hanging out with that ghastly Richard Tozier for far too long.</i> Stan thinks.</p>
<p>“Plenty!” Bill kicks back off and rides the bike down to his makeshift BMX ramp down the bottom of the large estate.</p> <p><a href="https://kaspbrak-tozier-reddie.tumblr.com/post/188823385632/stenbrough-with-number-11-like-maybe-bill-is" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: hi! I just found this today, I didn't know anyone was hosting. I'm sure everyone's been assigned, but if you need a pinch hitter, I would love to help!
Answer: <p>Hi there! Thank you so much! We’ll be checking in with people next week and if we need any pinch hitters after that we’ll reach out! <br/></p>
Tags: tobieallison
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Question: Draw bev?
Answer: <p>hottie</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1999" data-orig-width="2048"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/1378b5c94b8d4a6cf67a89aab463352a/43edf5964a60962f-24/s640x960/7cd4e1ad54de2e12b3f8c23fed3eaeddd42c5d8b.jpg" data-orig-height="1999" data-orig-width="2048"/></figure>
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Question: M, P, Z  ? Would make for some good angst (for any ship) both each for itself and all combined, don'tcha think;)
Answer: <p>
<i>“Maybe I do need you.”   “Please just stay away from me.” “Zip it. I’ve heard enough.” </i><br/></p>
<p>Eddie had just escaped the stifling hot room, needing a minute alone, a minute to collect himself, when he heard someone’s voice behind him.</p>
<p>“Eds?”</p>
<p>Not just someone. It was Richie. Of course it was Richie. <br/></p>
<p><i>“Please. Just stay away from me.</i>” Eddie said, not turning around. “Today is hard enough without you being here.” <br/></p>
<p>The other man was quiet and for a second Eddie thought that he’d left but then Eddie heard him moving forward and felt a hand on his shoulder. “You can’t just shut everyone out.”</p>
<p>“Not everyone, just you.” Eddie was aware how cold his voice was but he didn’t care, if he ever had a right to be rude it was today. <br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/188544598832/m-p-z-would-make-for-some-good-angst-for-any" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: what would the losers be for Halloween?
Answer: <p>ooh! omg okay I’m so here for this…the losers throw an excellent halloween party at Richie’s house while his parents are out of town..</p><p>Bev is Bloody Mary, obviously. with pale white skin and red sclera contacts plus cracked glass shard sfx makeup done way too good a la Madeyewlook method, holding a candelabra and staying uncannily still, mirroring the movements of anyone who makes the mistake of looking at her, until the losers are like bro..stop you’re being too creepy its making people wanna leave. </p><p>Bill is…a ghost. Victorian style, dark circles, sallow skin and faded clothing, maybe even some chains to rattle every now and then. It’s simple and classic and though everyone knows he’s sorta venting his trauma about Georgie (and the way his parents are ghosts in their own right) in that sad and silent way he does, the losers all roll with it, Bev helps him with his makeup and by the end of the night Bill is smiling and partying with the best of them, pulling Mike into a dance.  </p><p>Mike is a scarecrow, a cheerful handsome one like from the wizard of oz, he stuffs his clothes with hay and has little blackbirds perched on his shoulders, something Stan helped him craft. making the birds was cathartic for Mike, gave him a little ownership over his fear of crows (a la book!). He dances incredibly and can make himself look like a rag doll suspended by strings, he’s the center of attention on the dance floor until of course Bill steals him away.</p><p>Eddie is…a nurse. yes…a sexy nurse with panty hoes that have the 1950s seam up the back and red kitten heels. I’m going modern AU here like, college era, so he takes full advantage of the progressive young culture because he’s that kind of bitch. He carries around a huge prop needle filled with a vodka cranberry and grenadine cocktail and keeps insisting that Ben and Bill ‘need their shots’.</p><p>Richie is a teenage werewolf. we goin ✈️book inspiration! He can not compose himself at all upon seeing Eddie and makes a scene at him like in the Howling Wolf Cartoon from Tex Avery - Red Hot Riding Hood (1943) sorry I don’t make the rules. Also of course Richie would pick the costume that lets him be as rowdy and obnoxious as possible. By the end of the night he definitely spirits Eddie away to the roof to be mushy and look at the moon and stars. Eddie has been ignoring him on purpose all night but he caves and they have a very cute moment.</p><p>Ben is a vampire, a very suave and sexy count indeed. think Castlevania daddy Dracula. Ben with expertly sculpted facial hair is the tea thank you. He camps it up a bit by putting red mixed drink into a couple of blood bags that he carries around. Beverly totally steals em off of him because she’s lost too much what with the shattered mirror and needs a top up. Bev jokes that he only likes her for her blood themed costume and he responds by pulling a stake out of his cloak and presenting it to her, garnering many whoops and ooooohs! from the crowd.</p><p>Stan is Big Bird. no I will not be taking any criticism whatsoever on this one. Full feather suit, glassy plastic eyes and entire huge yellow head. He delivers it in complete silence and deadpan humor. any time anyone gives him a stink eye look like its a stupid outfit, he’ll start stalking towards them like a silent immovable object. he <b>will</b> bulldoze anyone who doesn’t get out of the way. its completely liberating, no one but the losers knows its him, and suffice to say no one but the losers can handle him by the end of the night because Stan definitely sips Many drinks through a straw poked into the fabric of the mouthpiece. By the end of the night, Stan just…sneaks up and carries Bill off the dance floor to one of the upstairs bedrooms. It’s a 100% given that Mike follows the two.</p>
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Question: Can I get some... nsfw micro/macro?
Answer: <p>This…got away from me for a bit.<br/><br/><b>NSFW below!</b></p>
<p>Falling in love with a human was the stupidest thing he had ever done. Even stupider than the time he had de used to go see a small young boy whom he had heard crying and went to comfort the small thing.</p>
<p>Though he hadn’t just comforted and left like he should have.</p>
<p>He had broken one of the biggest codes of pixies.</p>
<p><i>Never go to a human more than twice, it will not end nice.</i></p>
<p><i>Never comfort an older soul, one day it will take its toll.</i></p>
<p>He hadn’t listened and he kept visiting the boy who said he had no friends because his glasses and teeth were too big. Eddie visited every chance he got, bringing the boy small clover flowers or golden acorns that had fallen to the ground. Richie, that was the boy’s name, on the other hand gave Eddie small little trinkets, things he called paper clips and marbles, which Eddie loves most of all because they came in so many colors.</p>
<p>He once gave Eddie a tiny shiny ring, something that Eddie was able to wear around his waist, it had a pretty gem on it that would turn colors depending on the temperature. </p>
<p><i>I’m going to marry you. That’s your ring.</i></p> <p><a href="https://xandertheundead.tumblr.com/post/188671011755/can-i-get-some-nsfw-micromacro" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: I noticed the sign up form says rarepair - is reddie acceptable to offer/request?
Answer: <p>Yup! Reddie is okay, we’re just trying to focus more on other ships</p>
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Question: Oh!! Could we have a fluffy hanbrough moodboard?
Answer: <p>YES you ABSOLUTELY can </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="2048" data-orig-width="2048"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/cba7b01fbff45ae1293cd70a219c598f/5092b765839832c1-f9/s640x960/290a22883f8a0b89fc08714cde20b413ccdab70b.jpg" data-orig-height="2048" data-orig-width="2048"/></figure>
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Question: Hmmmm, Stan/Mike and 35?
Answer: <p>Stan Uris wasn’t exactly an impulsive boy. He’d always been prone to thinking things through, planning the upcoming days in colour-coded ink. He didn’t share the same impulsive streak so many of his friends carried, prepared to leap before looking first, taking impulsive drives and skipping classes to go to the theatre. The idea of going somewhere or doing something without thinking it through made Stan’s hands twitch and his head feel fuzzy, breath quickening. And yet here he was, shivering in a cardigan outside Mike Hanlon’s house at six in the morning, the sun not yet creeping over the sky. </p> <p><a href="https://binarystarkillers.tumblr.com/post/188279693014/hmmmm-stanmike-and-35" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Oh!! Could we have a fluffy hanbrough moodboard?
Answer: <p>YES you ABSOLUTELY can </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="2048" data-orig-width="2048"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/cba7b01fbff45ae1293cd70a219c598f/5092b765839832c1-f9/s640x960/290a22883f8a0b89fc08714cde20b413ccdab70b.jpg" data-orig-height="2048" data-orig-width="2048"/></figure>
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Question: HEY HOW ARE YOU??   I HOPE YOU'RE DOING WELL!!!  I GOT A QUESTION FOR YA:  WHAT'S THE ONE SUPER CREEPY THING EACH OF THE LOSERS ENJOY DOING TO FREAK THE FUCK OUTTA PEOPLE (WHETHER THEY BE PREY OR JUST HECKLERS AT THE CIRCUS)
Answer: <p>IM DOING GREAT, HOPE YOU ARE DOING WELL, TOO! </p><p>Beverly will use her creatures to harass and chase after her prey until they’re too tired to run or are too beaten up. That’s when Bevvie strikes. </p><p>Bill uses the dead similar to how Pennywise sets the zombie kids to maul Patrick in Chapter 1. Bill also enjoys doing that thing his Father does: “G-g-go a-ahead… T-take it…”</p><p>Ben will turn into various horror icons and then bite a victims head off. Considering the mummy is Bens childhood fear in the novel, I picture it being his favorite to use. His claws are his most lethal weapon, and can slice through harder matter like stones and bricked walls. </p><p>Mike is the pyromaniac who breathes fire and causing explosion mayhem, and will even set himself on fire to incite fear of claustrophobia and entrapment. </p><p>Stan uses his birds to attack his chosen victims (Think of the movie The Birds). Stan will even turn into various animals and aquatic mammals to seek out his prey.</p><p>Eddie will gross his victims out and after he has the upper hand, he’ll use his telekinesis to throw them around like a rag doll until he’s had his fun. He’s probably not the most successful out of all the Losers, so often times he relies on the team and even Pennywise (“My SoN is TryING His BEst!”) to assist him.</p><p>Richie is sporadic and will use whatever means to his advantage. Mind manipulation, teleportation, and so on just like Pennywise in the movies. </p><p>Georgie can’t do much except to snap at people even in public. When Robert Grey is holding his son, the boy will continue to snap at an onlooker or guests. He won’t attack other kids his own age, hoping to make a new friend. </p>
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Question: congrats on 500, you deserve it! could you write something about mike confessing his feelings to bill? 🥺
Answer: <p><b><i>Thank you so much, darlin! Here’s a little drabble for ya under the cut!</i></b></p>
<p>Mike Hanlon had always been good at waiting.</p> <p><a href="https://gczebos.tumblr.com/post/188709247916/congrats-on-500-you-deserve-it-could-you-write" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Ok for your paragraph ask. 1) Paring - Stanlon, 2) AU setting - Meeting for the first time at the school library
Answer: <p><i><b>Thank you for sending! </b></i>Since Stanlon isn’t really one of my ships, I don’t really write them often so I hope this is ok!!!</p><p>~~~~~~~~~~  </p><p>Stan flipped carefully through the pages of the small baby blue book he’d plucked from the shelf. It sat comfortably in his lap and the spine rested against his white sneaker. The pages were deckled and a little bit brown on the edges, having succumb to the consequences of old age. He found that he didn’t mind it much provided the company was worth it…and in that moment, it couldn’t have been better. </p><p>The pages were covered in delicate paint drops that made-up greater bird drawings. Blushing pinks and reds mixed together for the perfectly color-schemed and very <i>lucky </i>Cardinal. </p><p>He heard the unmistakable clinking of a badge before he even glanced up. But when he did, his eyes found a student worker around his age with the brightest grin on his face. He was pushing a small cart that was almost overflowing with stock for the exact area in which Stan had plopped himself down at. </p><p>“Sorry, didn’t mean to interrupt! I can just come back-” </p><p>“No-no…It’s fine. I was just about to leave, y’know? Got the book I had my eye on.” Stan waved the blue treasure and started to stand, only his legs were fuzzy. They had that feeling of static which came from falling asleep. The fellow student reached his own hand down for aid which Stan accepted with no hesitance. </p><p>“I’m Mike, by the way.” The boy’s voice was sweet honey and it melted all over Stan as he was plucked from the carpet and left to stare into his eyes. Their hands still joined between them. </p><p>~~~~~~~~~~ </p><p><b><i>(1) Give me a pairing. 2) Give me an AU setting. 3) I will write you a really short fic.) lol</i></b>  </p>
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Question: 'Shit i sent that to the wrong person i like you too' Stanlon
Answer: <p>Stan sits at his desk, number two pencil tapping rhythmically against the edge of his textbook as he eyes scan uselessly over the text. He’s just about down with his homework, only a few more problems to solve, but he finds his mind repeatedly wandering away from calculus. He’s already stepped away from his desk multiple times and done multiple laps around his house, including bathroom breaks and snack breaks.<br/></p><p>Each time, thoughts of Mike occupy his mind. The way he smiles, the way he smells, the way his arms feel wrapped around him in a bear hug. Stan’s been infatuated with Mike ever since they first went into high school, and his feelings have only deepened over the years. But he never went for it, mostly out of fear that Mike would not reciprocate. Stan would never be able to handle that kind of rejection.</p><p>An apple and a bottle of water in hand, Stan heads back up to his bedroom and over to his desk. He sits down and immediately notices a text notification on his phone. Picking it up, he opens it up and nearly drops it back to the table at the words printed across his screen.</p><p>It’s a message from Mike and all the notification shows him is the beginning, stating “<b>I’m in love with Stan…</b>” It’s a frantic scramble to calm his shaking hands long enough to open the message up in its entirety. </p><p>“<b>I don’t even know what to do when he’s around. I get nervous and sweaty and my hands feel like they’ll never stop shaking. But when he’s away, I feel like I can’t breathe. He is so beautiful but he doesn’t even realize it. His laugh is the most amazing thing I’ve ever heard and when he smiles, it lights up the whole room. I am so painfully in love with Stan and I always will be and I just don’t know what to do</b>.”</p><p>Stan sits at his desk, dumbfounded as his jaw hangs open in disbelief. How could this be real? There’s no way that Mike is talking about him and yet, he states it twice in one message. Almost immediately following, his phone pings with another message.</p><p>“<b>Ummm, that wasn’t meant for you, Stan.</b>” Another ping. “<b>Maybe we can just forget this happened?</b>”</p><p>Finally, Stan manages to still his hands long enough to type out a short reply, “<i>Did you mean it?</i>”</p><p>“<b>Every word.</b>”</p><p>“<i>Then come over.</i>”</p>
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Question: Stozier for road trip au and summer romance?
Answer: <p>How about some dumb boys with big feelings? Sound good?</p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>“Richie I’m waiting for one more minute then I’m leaving.” Stan said from Richie’s doorway, watching as his friend tried to do all the packing that he’d put off for two weeks in under 5 minutes. </p>
<p>“Stannyyyy don’t say that. Not all of us can be as perfect and organized as you.” Richie said as he leapt up, kissing Stan quickly before darting away to smell a pair of underwear that he deemed ‘clean enough’ and shoved in his bag. </p>
<p>Stan tried not to melt from the quick kiss. He knew that it was just Richie being Richie- it didn’t mean anything. Last fall, when both were being sick of being perpetually single, they made an arrangement to be friends with benefits, someone the other could call with no questions asked. It had started with them just calling for quick hook ups, something to relieve some stress but it had become more. They’d been best friends since diapers so it wasn’t surprising that soon Richie was calling Stan when he couldn’t sleep. Stan would rush over, rubbing Richie’s back and talking to him until he fell asleep. Stan would call Richie when he had a panic attack and Richie would talk him through it, holding him and listing off all the birds he could think of. </p>
<p>They were best friends, who occasionally saw each other naked. It was fine- as long as Stan ignored the pit in his stomach, the one that never let him forget that he was in love with Richie, that he’d always been in love with him. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186824141732/stozier-for-road-trip-au-and-summer-romance" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: stozier, fanfic
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Question: do you see any of the losers club as parents?
Answer: <p>ok here are my thots</p><p>so first of all</p><ul><li>i know everyone loves to headcanon reddie as a chaotic/cool parent duo which I totally respect but in my head I don’t see it, I see them growing old together with no kids because honestly they’re a little too chaotic, book Richie doesn’t seem like he was ever really interested in that, I don’t think they’d be bad parents but I don’t see it</li><li>ben and bev. one time I saw this headcanon/lil fic a while ago I can’t remember whose it was but it broke my little heart in the best way, it took place in the book universe where they all forget again after the last battle and it had a bunch of little headcanons but one in particular was ben and bev leaving together and getting married and having kids and one day one of their lil kids brings home a friend and plays with them and the friend has asthma and pulls out their aspirator and ben and bev both have this moment and one of them even cries or something? and they’re like wh??? it broke my heart and i loved it so much</li><li>stan and patty would be the most precious parents ever convince me otherwise</li><li>bill and mike i could see it either way honestly</li><li>bill and stan I could also see either way</li><li>and mike and stan I think would be precious parents also</li><li>no matter who mike is with he would bring their cute lil baby to disney world all the time and his pardner would only go because mike loves it so much and mike is having the time of his life he wants to bring their kid on every ride</li></ul><p><i>send more questions and headcanons to my inbox!</i></p>
Tags: the losers, headcanon
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Question: 15 & 99 for Benverly or stanlon? Pls, ily 💕
Answer: <p>

<b> “I fell in love with you, not them.” “Shouldn’t you be with him/her?” + Stanlon</b>

<br/></p>
<p><b>“Shouldn’t you be with him?” </b>Mike asked, hating how bitter he sounded. He should probably be grateful that Stan was here at all, after how he’d behaved last night. </p>
<p>It had been Stan’s birthday party and Mike had showed up drunk. His first move had been to challenge Stan’s his new boyfriend to a game of pool. Mike had seen Stan’s face when he said it, the disappointment at how Mike was behaving, but he’d shrugged it off. He was sick of always being put together and having all the answers. He wanted to be the fuck up for once. </p>
<p>And fuck up he did. He’d taunted Jacob, Stan’s boyfriend, all night- even after Richie had pulled him away more than once. He’d drank more and ended up throwing up all over the floor of the bar, getting them kicked out. That was when Bill had insisted on taking him home, making sure he drank a lot of water and then leaving him with an advil and bucket. </p>
<p>When he’d woken up Stan had been waiting in his living room, 

perfectly 

perched on his couch and watching as Mike stumbled out, planning to watch netflix and nurse his hangover. </p>
<p>“I made you coffee.” Stan said, ignoring what he’d said. He stood, pouring Mike a cup of coffee and adding the perfect amount of cream before handing it to Mike. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/187270749307/15-99-for-benverly-or-stanlon-pls-ily" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: stanlon, fanfic

Post id: 188750646663
Date: 2019-11-01 21:26:07 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/188750646663/okay-so-i-have-a-prompt-idea-its-like-that
Slug: okay-so-i-have-a-prompt-idea-its-like-that
Reblog key: gICK7f9L
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Question: okay so i have a prompt idea,, it’s like that scene in love simon where simon comes out in the car,, BUT it’s stan coming out to mike in a car
Answer: <p><b>BETH !!! ALWAYS THE INTELLECTUAL !!!! i love this, i hope you do too !!! 💌🦋🧚‍♀️</b></p><p>“Honestly,” Mike starts, his voice raspy ‘n’ soft, “Richie used to annoyed the crap outta but me but he’s actually kinda a cool person,” he nods. </p><p>Stan nods in agreement before he clears his throat, “Actually I’ve been meanin’ to talk about you, about the, uh, thing you said back at the Waffle House about your parents? What happened with that? You don’t gotta tell me of course I’m just.. I’m really curious,” he chuckles. </p><p>Mike hesitates but opens his mouth, “Oh uhm… I don’t like to talk about it a lot ‘cause it… I guess it messes with my image? But with all that happened with them I guess.. I don’t believe in love anymore,” he exhales deeply. </p><p>“C’mon… you still believe in love! Right?” Stan says, his voice laced with kindness as it usually is when he talks to Mike alone. </p><p>“Maybe… have you ever been in love?” Stan can’t sense the hurt in his voice, as Mike is scared he’ll talk ‘bout someone ‘n’ make him feel all jealous. </p><p>Nonetheless, Stan’s breath hitches. Yeah, with you, he says to himself in his head. He pulls over the car quickly, ‘n’ puts on his blinkers. </p><p>After a coupla moments of silence, Mike finally perks up by placin’ his hand softly on Stan’s shoulder, “Stan? What’s up?”</p><p>Stan keeps his eyes on the steering wheel, “Mike?” </p><p>Mike frowns, with the face of someone worried, “Yeah?”</p><p>“I’m bi,” he closes his eyes tightly, afraid of Mike leavin’ him, or sayin’ somethin’ against him.</p><p>Mike smiles warmly at him, squeezin’ his arm, “Oh.”</p><p>He finally opens his eyes to look at Mike, as beautiful as after. He takes in a deep breath, before takin’ a leap of faith, “But.. there’s a catch.”</p><p>Mike tilts his head, which causes Stan to melt, “Oh?” </p><p>“I’m in love with you,” Mike eyes widen, so Stan looks away, “I’m sorry.”</p><p>Mike bites his lip ‘n’ slowly places his soft hands on Stan’s faintly freckled cheeks, “Stan, look at me.” </p><p>And he does, ever so slowly, as if time is slowed down. His lips quiver.</p><p>”I’m in love with you, too. I’m so glad you trusted me enough to tell me first, I love you,” he quickly places a kiss to his nose before softly sayin’, “‘n’ I’m pansexual.”</p><p>”Please.. tell me you’re not fuckin’ with me?” A tear slowly falls down his flushed cheeks.</p><p>Mike wipes that very same tear, “Never.”</p><p>Stan exhales, before leanin’ in to kiss the love of his life.</p>
Tags: stanlon, fanfic

Post id: 188688563716
Date: 2019-10-30 01:09:15 GMT
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Question: <p>hello sexy baby!!! bls gimme some autumn hcs now&#129316;&#129316;&#129316; ur so amazing literally kiss me &#128558;&#9786;&#65039; love u n i love the LOSERS!! </p>
Answer: <p>hehe i already have kissed u spoiler alert!!</p><p><br/></p><p>AUTUMN POLY LOSERS CLUB HCS 🍂🌻☁️☕️🏈🧺🧡☠️🎃👻</p><p>- helllllll yeah here we go</p><p>- mikey boy loves FALL!!!! and he plans fun little outings for them because he gets excited!!</p><p>- they go apple picking every year all together!!! and also pumpkin picking and one other fall related outing cause mike chooses three every year</p><p>- usually it’s like a corn maze or something except that makes eddies allergies act up and the goats always try to eat stan’s clothes and he gets pissy</p><p>- but they do it for the others and give each other long suffering looks when bill shoves richie’s face into the bucket of goat food or when ben’s foot gets stuck in a hole and he almost breaks his ankle</p><p>- but mike buys them cinnamon donuts and apple cider and gives them huge beaming smiles over his shoulder on the hayride and hugs them close while they walk through the maze so maybe they don’t mind it so much</p><p>- starts getting chillier in their house and bev is banned from trying to turn up the thermostat</p><p>- and one time they caught her because bill woke up sweaty and sounded the alarm that she had fiddled with it and they put a LOCK ON IT </p><p>- it’s this huge argument and both sides make power points and everyone else is like here’s the science being cold is better and u can just put blankets on but if ur hot how do u solve that and also everyone else wants it cold</p><p>- and then ben’s powerpoint is just like “bev can do what she wants.”</p><p>- and bev is like smugly sitting next to him eating popcorn as he presents with like tears in his eyes to the others </p><p>- they end up getting a thermostat just for ben and bev’s room. and bev keeps it cold because otherwise ben gets sweaty. stan has to sit down and put his head in his hands when he hears that</p><p>- the thermostat is honestly one of the biggest fights stan and bev have ever gotten into lmao </p><p>- sorry i digress!!!! </p><p>- anyway fall</p><p>- we know, of course, that bev and richie’s favorite holiday is within the fall szn&hellip;&hellip;.. halloween.</p><p>- richie says spoopy season SO MUCH and stan is like shut the hell up that meme is dead and the only other ppl saying it are ur 13 year old tumblr followers </p><p>- and they have a day where they go to target and buy a bunch of shit with stan’s credit card and decorate the whole house</p><p>- and eddie wakes up from a nap with a fake spiderweb over him and screams and bill bev and richie are in the corner snickering</p><p>- bill likes to create chaos w them but like .. halloween is mostly just good cause all the scary movies are always on tv and bev and richie are happy!!!</p><p>- ben rakes up leaves in the yard and brings their dogs out and jumps in the piles with them and stan and mike r like secretly recording him cause it’s so fucking cute. </p><p>- okay that’s all i have for now i love u all so much!!!!! i see ur asks i am getting to them sorry i’m doing my best!!!! mwah enjoy</p>
Tags: poly losers, headcanon
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Reblog url: https://binarystarkillers.tumblr.com/post/188279693014/hmmmm-stanmike-and-35
Reblog name: binarystarkillers
Question: Hmmmm, Stan/Mike and 35?
Answer: <p>Stan Uris wasn’t exactly an impulsive boy. He’d always been prone to thinking things through, planning the upcoming days in colour-coded ink. He didn’t share the same impulsive streak so many of his friends carried, prepared to leap before looking first, taking impulsive drives and skipping classes to go to the theatre. The idea of going somewhere or doing something without thinking it through made Stan’s hands twitch and his head feel fuzzy, breath quickening. And yet here he was, shivering in a cardigan outside Mike Hanlon’s house at six in the morning, the sun not yet creeping over the sky. </p> <p><a href="https://binarystarkillers.tumblr.com/post/188279693014/hmmmm-stanmike-and-35" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: stanlon, fanfic
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Question: <p>okay so i have a prompt idea,, it&rsquo;s like that scene in love simon where simon comes out in the car,, BUT it&rsquo;s stan coming out to mike in a car</p>
Answer: <p><b>BETH !!! ALWAYS THE INTELLECTUAL !!!! i love this, i hope you do too !!! 💌🦋🧚‍♀️</b></p><p>“Honestly,” Mike starts, his voice raspy ‘n’ soft, “Richie used to annoyed the crap outta but me but he’s actually kinda a cool person,” he nods. </p><p>Stan nods in agreement before he clears his throat, “Actually I’ve been meanin’ to talk about you, about the, uh, thing you said back at the Waffle House about your parents? What happened with that? You don’t gotta tell me of course I’m just.. I’m really curious,” he chuckles. </p><p>Mike hesitates but opens his mouth, “Oh uhm&hellip; I don’t like to talk about it a lot ‘cause it&hellip; I guess it messes with my image? But with all that happened with them I guess.. I don’t believe in love anymore,” he exhales deeply. </p><p>“C’mon&hellip; you still believe in love! Right?” Stan says, his voice laced with kindness as it usually is when he talks to Mike alone. </p><p>“Maybe&hellip; have you ever been in love?” Stan can’t sense the hurt in his voice, as Mike is scared he’ll talk ‘bout someone ‘n’ make him feel all jealous. </p><p>Nonetheless, Stan’s breath hitches. Yeah, with you, he says to himself in his head. He pulls over the car quickly, ‘n’ puts on his blinkers. </p><p>After a coupla moments of silence, Mike finally perks up by placin’ his hand softly on Stan’s shoulder, “Stan? What’s up?”</p><p>Stan keeps his eyes on the steering wheel, “Mike?” </p><p>Mike frowns, with the face of someone worried, “Yeah?”</p><p>“I’m bi,” he closes his eyes tightly, afraid of Mike leavin’ him, or sayin’ somethin’ against him.</p><p>Mike smiles warmly at him, squeezin’ his arm, “Oh.”</p><p>He finally opens his eyes to look at Mike, as beautiful as after. He takes in a deep breath, before takin’ a leap of faith, “But.. there’s a catch.”</p><p>Mike tilts his head, which causes Stan to melt, “Oh?” </p><p>“I’m in love with you,” Mike eyes widen, so Stan looks away, “I’m sorry.”</p><p>Mike bites his lip ‘n’ slowly places his soft hands on Stan’s faintly freckled cheeks, “Stan, look at me.” </p><p>And he does, ever so slowly, as if time is slowed down. His lips quiver.</p><p>”I’m in love with you, too. I’m so glad you trusted me enough to tell me first, I love you,” he quickly places a kiss to his nose before softly sayin’, “‘n’ I’m pansexual.”</p><p>”Please.. tell me you’re not fuckin’ with me?” A tear slowly falls down his flushed cheeks.</p><p>Mike wipes that very same tear, “Never.”</p><p>Stan exhales, before leanin’ in to kiss the love of his life.</p>
Tags: stanlon, fanfic
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Question: Just,,, more Eddie please,,,
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="3400" data-orig-height="3500" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/1dba70a5981a3a8a9c309e39b004d5db/389c593b4ee2eb1d-11/s640x960/950046b60d05cc77fbcb6860250f69bbe31f49ef.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="3400" data-orig-height="3500"/></figure><p>ask and you shall receive…. I love him</p>
Tags: eddie kaspbrak, fanart

Post id: 188516660654
Date: 2019-10-22 14:22:41 GMT
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Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: I have a quetionnnnn, I'm asking you to write a Reddie fanfiction that I'm too lazy to write, but here me out. This fanfic im asking. Covers a very serious topic. School shooting. I was thinking that you could write a fic about the losers school getting shot up, richie trying to protect eddie and.. Failing. Richie dies, but luckily Eddie escapes. This might seem dark, and I completely understand if you don't wanna write this. But yeah. Sometimes I need a lil angst. And I watched shooter PSAs. :/
Answer: <p>Hello! This blog doesn’t post original writing, we only reblog from other content creators so we can’t help you with this request. You’ll have to contact an author.</p><p>Thank you! <br/></p>
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Question: Any jealous Richie/ Eddie fics?
Answer: <p>Hi Anon! <br/></p><p>This blog doesn’t really do fic recs. We recommend checking out <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mRYQaOnQ3gxDvYltaj-r7Ig">@thederrylibrary</a> and seeing if they’ve answered this ask! <br/></p>
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Question: Hanzier smut? Richie hot n bothered, so he gets Mike hot n bothered and rides him?? ( if ur still taking requests...) Because bottom Richie rights 
Answer: <p>BOTTOM RICHIE RIGHTS!!! I’m sorry this took so long, but I hope you’re happy with the results. &lt;3<br/><br/>Read on <b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/20811137">AO3</a> </b>or below:<br/></p><p class="MsoNormal">Mike slowly felt himself drift into consciousness, awareness
coming back to his senses as he blinked sleep out of his eyes. He felt next to
him for his warm-bodied companion but found empty rustled sheets instead. Mike
decided to take another moment before getting out of bed to search for his
boyfriend.</p><p class="MsoNormal">When he finally padded down the hallway, lit up by early
morning sun that covered his skin in waves, he found the kitchen and living
room empty as well. He busied himself with making coffee, stretching himself
out as the coffee pot filled drip by drip.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Yesterday had been exhausting, leaving his muscles feeling
stiff from sleeping so deeply after such a long day. Him and Richie had arrived
at the beach house well into the evening, after a day full of travelling.
They’d ordered a mediocre pizza before passing out in uncomfortable positions
that they’d seemingly held all night, if the rigidity in Mike’s limbs was
anything to go by.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Once the coffee was done, he poured himself a cup and made
his way towards the back door, having no doubt where he’d find Richie.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Richie was a capital B beach bum. He got restless anytime he
was away from the water for too long. Something about the sand between his toes
seemed to ground him, so when Mike had suggested that they get a summer beach
house, it had earned him tons of gratitude from his excited partner.</p><p class="MsoNormal">This was the third year they’d spent their summer here since
buying it, and Mike was used to Richie’s routine by now. Although usually a bed
bug, Richie transformed into a morning bird every time they visited. He’d wake
up at the crack of dawn, as if the sun itself had reached down and shook him
awake, and he’d be in the sand before he’d even grabbed breakfast. The
beautiful thing about having a private beach was that Richie never had to worry
about looking unkempt, so he never bothered with looking presentable those
mornings.</p><p class="MsoNormal">As he’d expected, Mike spotted Richie wadding around in the
water, curly hair dripping over his shoulders and ivory chest reflecting the
sun. Mike would have to grill him about wearing sunscreen later; also a routine
they’d fallen into each year.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Mike leaned against the door frame, holding his cup to his
chest as he watched the goofy grin on his lover’s face expand, and then fall as
he got knocked over by a wave.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Mike waited until he was done his coffee to actually brave
the salty air and scorching sand, wincing for a moment when the sun hit his
golden eyes, until they adjusted to the brightness. He slid the patio door
closed behind him and walked down the steps leading him to the beach.</p><p class="MsoNormal">It didn’t take long before Richie noticed him, grin
returning as he waved wildly over his head as if Mike might not be able to spot
the only other person in the vicinity. He smiled, returning the gesture, before
settling down into one of the reclining beach chairs they’d set out.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Richie came traipsing out of the water, a little pep in his
step from a morning in his happiest place. He was wearing something that Mike
had never seen before, and he had to hold himself back from laughing at the
sight of a tight leopard print speedo barely covering Richie’s junk.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Good mooooorning Mikey!” Richie greeted, plopping down into
Mike’s lap without warning. Mike let out a little <i>oof</i> before settling
his arms around Richie’s waist and pulling him close, complaining
lightheartedly about Richie’s wet butt soaking his boxers in ocean water.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“What are you wearing?” Mike asked, cocking one eyebrow and
smirking down at the offending item.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“It’s a speedo!” Richie defended, snapping the waistline against
his skin for emphasis.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Since when do you wear speedos?”</p><p class="MsoNormal">“What, a man can’t look good for his boyfriend?” Richie
wiggled in his spot, rubbing up against Mike very deliberately. Mike’s hold on
Richie tightened warningly and Richie stopped moving.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“You always look good; I just didn’t know speedos were your
thing.”</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Well. Now they are.” Richie said decidedly. “Besides, you
like it, don’t lie.” Richie squirmed in Mike’s lap once again, causing Mike to
still his hands on his mischievous boyfriend’s hips.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Are you<i> trying</i> to give me a boner on the beach?”
Mike asked accusingly.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Mmmmmmmaybe.” Richie looked up at Mike through thick black
lashes, batting them to feign innocence.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“At least let a man have breakfast first.”</p><p class="MsoNormal">“But I’ve been waiting for you all morning.” Richie moaned.</p><p class="MsoNormal">The spot in Mike’s heart that belonged to Richie thumped a
little louder, drowning out the common sense he was trying to hold on to. There
was only so much he could do when Richie spoke to him with such desire and
depravity.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“All right, get that little ass inside then.” Mike crumbled
easily, slapping Richie’s ass playfully in a gesture to get him moving.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Mmmm- too far.” Richie mumbled, beginning to nose at the
column of Mike’s neck.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Mike laughed a little incredulously, deciding to humor
Richie for a moment.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“So, what, we’re just gonna give our neighbors a show?”</p><p class="MsoNormal">“They wouldn’t complain.” Richie teased, his light kisses
turning into nips that had Mike’s blood pressure rising.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Richie…” Mike warned, beginning to feel himself stir in his
boxers.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Come on Mike, I didn’t get off at all yesterday.” Richie
whined, the sound, unfortunately, only adding to Mike’s growing problem.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“We were travelling-”</p><p class="MsoNormal">“If someone hadn’t objected to joining the mile-high club, I
wouldn’t be so riled up-”</p><p class="MsoNormal">“I didn’t want to start our vacation with us getting in
trouble-”</p><p class="MsoNormal">“We wouldn’t have gotten in trouble-”</p><p class="MsoNormal">“You’re getting yourself in a lot of trouble right now with
that mouth-”</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Oh, <i>sorry</i> for missing my boyfriend’s cock-”</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Fine.” Mike gripped the back of Richie’s neck, pulling him
inches from his mouth, Mike’s lips ghosting his. “You want me to fuck you on
this beach, right out in the open where everyone can see what a desperate cock
slut you are?”</p><p class="MsoNormal">Richie’s eyes were wide, shock written on his features. He
clearly wasn’t expecting Mike to give in so quickly, but quite honestly, Mike
didn’t have much fight in him when his dick was throbbing.</p><p class="MsoNormal">It took a slight jolt from Mike to remind Richie to answer,
and then he was shaking his head eagerly.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“And what do you expect me to stretch you out with? Ocean
water?” Mike prodded, the slight condescension causing a flush to Richie’s
cheeks.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“No, I-”</p><p class="MsoNormal">“You have 30 seconds to get the lube or you have to stretch
yourself out.” Mike deadpanned, the inklings of a smirk twitching at the corner
of his lip. Richie loved it when Mike got authoritative.</p><p class="MsoNormal">It didn’t take long before Richie was stumbling to his feet,
trying to beat the traction of the sand as he ran towards their beach house.
Mike counted in his head, listening intently for the sound of padding footsteps
exiting the house again. When they finally did, Mike was up to 38 seconds, but
he chose to keep that to himself.</p><p class="MsoNormal">He heard a tumbling and whirled his head around to see Richie
losing his footing on the stairs, his body slipping horizontal as his hand held
on to the rail to keep him from fully falling. Mike noted the speedo, pulled
haphazardly around Richie’s knees, and guessed that the culprit of his
downfall.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Someone’s eager.” Mike noted, as Richie righted himself and
took the time to pull his speedo the rest of the way down, stepping out of it
carefully before resuming his sprint towards Mike.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Richie came to an ungraceful halt in front of Mike,
thrusting the lube out with a triumphant smile, his breathing labored from
trying to beat the clock.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Richie’s cock looked painfully hard, and Mike wondered if
going one day without fucking had always affected Richie this way, or if it was
just since they’d gotten together. Mike’s ego would like to believe the latter.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Alright, let’s get you satiated before some poor sap has to
look out their window only to be blinded by your pale ass.” Mike crooked his
finger in a come-hither motion.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“They can <i>admire </i>my pale ass all they want, as long
as you’re the one fucking it.” Richie responded without missing a beat,
climbing back into Mike’s lap.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Mike laughed along with Richie, giggling into each other’s
mouths with a bliss that Mike only ever felt around the love of his life. It
was a carefree laugh with no worries hiding behind closed doors or secrets hiding
under floorboards. They were as raw and open with each other as they possibly
could be, in a way that Mike hadn’t felt in any of his relationships outside
the other Losers. He felt grateful that the world had allowed him to fall in
love with one of his best friends.</p><p class="MsoNormal">It only took a few minutes of kissing for Richie to get
impatient, tugging on Mike’s hand and trying to guide him where he wanted him.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Please, Mike, just-” Richie panted against Mike’s lips, his
voice breathy with need and cutting off midsentence.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“What, you want me to go in there dry after you went to all
the trouble to grab the lube?” Mike chuckled deeply, reminding Richie that he
was, in fact, holding the lube hostage in one tight-knuckled hand.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Oh, fuck- yeah here.” Richie eagerly popped the cap on the
bottle and squeezed about half its contents into Mike’s awaiting hand. It oozed
through Mike’s fingers and down to his wrist as Mike’s shocked eyes flitted
back and forth from the massacre in his hand to Richie’s face.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Well jeez, think that’s enough, Rich?”</p><p class="MsoNormal">Richie made a noise deep in his throat that sounded both
needy and apologetic all at once. As if he was sorry, but<i> not really that
sorry</i>.</p><p class="MsoNormal">With enough lube to drown a man, Mike had no problem
slipping the first finger in. The others took a little more time, but within
minutes Mike had four of his fingers thrusting in and out of Richie, the
excessive lube making a lewd squelching noise that made Mike blush from top to
bottom.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Mikey, I can’t wait any longer, <i>please</i>-”</p><p class="MsoNormal">The switch from fingers to cock was effortless, Richie’s
body stretching to accommodate the intrusion like the well-trained boy he was.
He slid down Mike’s length with a heady moan that crawled into Mike’s gut and
ignited the coil that was already pulling taut.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“I’ve got you.” Mike wrapped his arms around Richie’s waist,
the action made easy by how tiny Richie was compared to him. Mike’s hand alone
almost engulfed Richie’s entire back, eclipsing the pale skin with dark umber.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Richie melted above him, his muscles relaxing under Mike’s hold
and the familiar stretch of his hole.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Over the years, they’d discovered that Richie took to dick
the way others took to chocolate, or ice cream; cock was his comfort food. When
Richie was nestled around Mike was when he was happiest, and Mike sometimes
forgot how stressed Richie could get without his fill. Their trip really <i>had</i>
taken its toll on him.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Is that better, baby?” Mike asked gently, rolling his hips
and elating at the content mewl he got in response.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Mmm.” Richie hunched over slightly so he could set his head
on Mike’s shoulder, kissing his neck lazily as he began bouncing shallowly in
place. Mike let his hands trail down the length of Richie’s back, settling on
the globes of his ass and squeezing hard enough to leave crescent moons in his
wake.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Richie responded with a slight increase to his thrusts, but
not enough to satisfy Mike’s pulsing need.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Are you gonna pleasure yourself on my cock, or just play
around with it a little?” Mike teased, nudging Richie’s forehead with his chin
so he was forced to look up and meet Mike’s wanting eyes.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Richie gazed at him through a shadow of lashes, innocence
and deviance battling behind his eyes. Mike could tell Richie was trying to
decide which response he wanted to give; whether he wanted to comply, or tease.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Richie straightened back up, placing his hands on Mike’s
chest for stability as he peered down at him, decision made and determined.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Locking eyes with Mike, Richie tensed his thighs and raised
himself up until just the crown of Mike’s head was settled against Richie’s
rim. Mike’s lungs seized up in anticipation, before Richie was baring down and
punching the air right out of him, along with a drawn-out groan.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“So good for me.” Mike crooned, watching as Richie repeated
the motion again. “So beautiful like this.”</p><p class="MsoNormal">Mike’s hands moved to Richie’s thighs, surveying the fading
marks he’d left there a few days ago. He pressed down on one, noticing how it
blossomed around his finger and caused Richie to let out a little gasp.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Wanna mark you up like this again.” Mike said absently.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“<i>Please</i>.” Richie begged wantonly.</p><p class="MsoNormal">If it was possible to get his mouth on those thighs and
still fuck into him, Mike would have done so in a heartbeat. But as it was, he was
not a contortionist, so he settled for putting it on the list for later.</p><p class="MsoNormal">They settled on a brisk but relaxed pace, letting themselves
enjoy the languid thrusts and the thrill that rushed under their skin each time
they remembered they were out in the open.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Mike ran his hands back up Richie’s body, taking his time to
trace every curve and dip and crevice along the way. He payed extra attention
to Richie’s nipples, grinning when it caused Richie to arch his back further
and turn his head towards the sky.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Once Richie was red chested and begging for release, already
wound so tight even though they’d only been at it for a few minutes, Mike let
his hands trail the rest of the way towards their destination. Thick fingers
threaded through black hair, which reflected in shades of brown and blue
depending on how the sun chose to illuminate it. Richie’s hair was one of Mike’s
favorite parts of his appearance, though it was tough competition if he was
being honest. He loved everything about Richie, but there was something especially
appealing about the way those soft curls would tighten around his fingers, caging
him in as if they had a life of their own and never wanted to let him go.</p><p class="MsoNormal">In response, Richie’s hands darted into Mike’s own hair,
which had been grown out since their younger years, and was now pulled into a
bun atop his head. Mike had voluptuous curls of his own, but the sides and nape
of his neck were all shorn, leaving the natural curls atop his head the main focal
point. Richie had loved every hair style Mike had worn over the years, but this
one was by far his favorite, and he was <i>vocal</i> about it, too.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“God, you’re so sexy Mikey-” Richie breathed, eyes lidded
and already looking fucked out of his mind. He absently pulled off the elastic
that held Mike’s hair in place, and dug his fingernails deep into his scalp,
watching as the curls cascaded down to frame Mike’s face.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Mike pulled him in close, leaning their foreheads against one
another, and settling his gaze where they were connected. He watched intently
as Richie continued to grind up and down, slowly squeezing the life out of Mike’s
cock.</p><p class="MsoNormal">He couldn’t help but grind his hips, imagining himself stirring
Richie’s insides around. And if Richie’s reaction was anything to go by, it
probably felt fairly similar. Moans were dripping out of his mouth like saliva,
getting higher and higher pitched as Mike continued his ministrations.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Mike pistoned his hips up once, experimentally, and received
a resounding response.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Daddy! Daddy- <i>fuck</i>- oh my god-” Richie’s hips
slapped down to meet Mike’s next thrust, his cheeks now marked with tear
streaks that Mike wanted to lick off. Richie never looked as good as he did
when he was wrecked like this.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Mike continued to fuck up into him, leaning in and kissing
Richie’s forehead, his eyebrow, his temple. Their mouths intermingled as they
both labored for breath and struggled to keep their pace.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Fuck… look at you, princess.” Mike whispered against Richie’s
lips</p><p class="MsoNormal">Richie keened at the use of the nickname, his entire body
seizing up as he crested over the edge. Mike continued to fuck him through his climax,
his touch gentle but his thrusts rough.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Once Richie finally stopped spilling out onto Mike’s
stomach, aftershocks mimicking the waves behind them, Mike hit his own
threshold.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Richie was pliant as Mike fucked up into him. He knew Richie
was probably experiencing overstimulation, but he didn’t make a peep, letting
Mike ride out his own orgasm for as long as he needed to.</p><p class="MsoNormal">It was a long time before either of them moved again. The warm
sun had a way of lulling them into even deeper of a post-coital bliss than usual.
It wasn’t until a seagull squawked nearby that they were brought back to reality.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Mike stretched his arms up above his head, smiling down at
Richie as he nuzzled further into Mike’s chest. By now he’d completely softened
inside Richie, and their stomachs were sticking together like someone had
poured glue between them. He’d have to get them to a shower before Richie tried
to prance back into the Ocean and claim it was ‘good enough’.</p><p class="MsoNormal">The seagull squawked again, sounding closer now and almost…
human like. Now that Mike thought about it, it didn’t sound all that much like
the seagulls they were used to. He swivelled around as much as he could with another
full-grown man laying on his body and caught sight of the very-much-not-a-seagull
trampling towards them.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Fuck! Richie, get up!” Mike scrambled to stand on his own
feet, hissing slightly as he slipped out of Richie’s tight heat and suddenly felt
much more exposed than he’d like.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“What’s going on- OH FUCK.” Richie stumbled backwards a few steps
before homing in on the fast approaching threat that had caused Mike’s
reaction.</p><p class="MsoNormal">A few meters away, holding a sandal threateningly in her
raised hand and a scowl on her face, was a woman who was speaking in spurts of Spanish
and broken English. Richie had taken Spanish in high school, and although he didn’t
remember much, he’d prided himself on learning every Spanish swear word there
was; and this woman seemed to know them all.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Richie panicked, turning around in a circle and searching
the sand as if he could find a way to hide himself, maybe build a quick sand
castle and crown himself king. All may enter except this lady.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Mike, being the rational one as always, grabbed Richie’s
wrist before he started booking it back towards the beach house.</p><p class="MsoNormal">As they reached the steps, Richie realized they’d left their
lube behind, and high on adrenaline and panic, suddenly it seemed like the most
important possession he’d ever owned.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“THE LUBE!” Richie shouted to Mike, tearing his arm from Mike’s
grasp.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Richie, leave it!” Mike shouted back, eyeing the woman who
was still storming towards them, now yelling words that he didn’t need to speak
Spanish to understand.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“No one left behind, Michael!” Richie ran back towards the
chair, slipping down on to his side and sliding along the ground like he’d seen
Bill do a million times in his baseball games. He felt the sand dig into his bare
flesh and immediately regretted the decision, but he had no time to do anything
but grab the bottle and run.</p><p class="MsoNormal">So, he did just that, kicking sand up behind him as he tried
to move as quickly as possible. Ahead of him, Mike was holding the patio door
open for him, anxiously ushering him forward as if it had the magic ability to make
Richie faster.</p><p class="MsoNormal">When he finally reached the stairs for the second time, Richie
felt something hard hit his back. He kept moving, his rapid heartbeat drowning
out the yelling to the right of him.</p><p class="MsoNormal">He reached the top step, took a giant leap, and landed
inside the beach house on wobbling feet. He turned back towards the door which
Mike was sliding shut and locking into place, and he raised his hands in triumph.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Staring back at him from the bottom of their stairs, picking
up the sandal she’d thrown at Richie, was the middle-aged woman who had all but
damned them to hell. She was glowering in fury at the two younger men, the grip
on her sandal strong enough to bend it nearly in half.</p><p class="MsoNormal">Richie lowered his arms, realizing it probably looked like
he was flashing her on purpose. He mouthed a guilty ‘sorry’ as Mike drew the blinds
shut.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Well… that was an experience.” Mike whispered, as if worried
the angry woman might have superhuman hearing.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Yeah, I’m gonna be digging sand out of my ass crack for
days.” Richie responded, turning and presenting his backside to Mike. The lube that
coated his ass and upper thighs had acted as an adhesive for the sand he’d
rolled in, leaving him absolutely caked in it. At the sight, Mike couldn’t help
but burst out laughing at the absurdity of the whole situation.</p><p class="MsoNormal">“Alright, let’s get you a shower.” He chuckled,
side-stepping around his sandy boyfriend and only getting close enough to leave
a peck against Richie’s forehead before was disappearing down the hall towards
the bathroom.</p><p>



































































































































































































































Richie trailed after him, leaving a literal
trail of sand in his wake.</p>
Tags: hanzier, notsfw, fanfic
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Question: ‘In a vehicle’  ‘missing the other’
Answer: <p>“I miss you.” he only said, his hands still on the steering wheel. Richie looked at him confused, still unable to suppress a broad smile.<b></b></p><p>“I’m still here.”</p><p>He really didn’t know what to say: Eddie wasn’t usually like these things, <i>Richie</i> was the one with great confessions and big gestures, Eddie was the one with the longest hugs when there was no one to see him, with the quick kisses stolen behind corners, with the sweet words whispered where no one could hear him. Eddie was the one who could make you understand what he felt without telling you, leaving the words in Richie’s hands.</p><p>That’s why this situation was out of the norm even more than their own weird norm.</p><p>“I know, I’m not an idiot, I can understand very well what’s in front of my nose, <i>ri-tard.</i>”</p><p><i>Here he is his Eds.</i></p><p>“I’m just saying…” he continued, not looking at him but tapping his fingers rhythmically on the steering wheel to hold the tension: it was something he had learned to do from Richie.</p><p>“Since you told me about New York, Rich, I- I’m SO proud of you and the fact that it can’t come to your first show is… I want to hit my boss, but if I want that damn promotion I have to stay here and take her place now that she’s on maternity and… I mean, I don’t think I can even hit a pregnant woman. ” he blubbered out at full speed, making Richie smile. He took his hand, stroking his knuckles lovingly. Eddie finally met his gaze, smiling back at him.</p><p>In a few seconds, however, his eyes went down again, the smile quickly disappeared from his face.</p><p>&ldquo;This is all so stupid,” he said, intent on bringing his hands back on the wheel, Richie wouldn’t let him, holding them between his fingers. Eddie didn’t resist further.</p><p>“I should be a supportive boyfriend.” He murmured disconsolately, and Richie was on the verge of arguing when he continued “You have a wonderful, unmissable opportunity, and not only won’t I be able to be there, but I feel as if you were already in New York, I have this <i>stupid weight</i> in my stupid chest and I feel my body so stupidly heavy and I’m always so stupidly sad and empty, even if you are here in front of me, being the perfect boyfriend, while I am not able to be at 100 % happy for your unparalleled goal and, really, I miss you, even if you’re right next to me.”</p><p>Richie was silent, his face was red, as was Eddie’s, but he really didn’t know what to say. How… how did you respond to something like that? To such a statement?</p><p>“You think I’m a perfect boyfriend?”</p><p>Eddie narrowed his eyes, as if the other’s doubt had offended him personally.<br/>“Obviously? You always give your best, set the table the way I tell you to do, and you make me happy. What did you expect?”</p><p>“I…” said Richie, observing him as lost “I don’t know, I always thought you- Wait.” He assumed a confused face, arching his eyebrows down. “Setting the table is part of the perfect boyfriend’s homework?”</p><p>“Okay listen,” Eddie said, as if it concerned him personally. “Coasters must always be there, but they also must not be fabric coasters because they get dirty easily and you can’t wash them every single time, so it becomes a horrible agglomeration of germs. And the glass goes to the center, not to the side! Yes, maybe it’s unlikely that you need to grab it with your hand with your weak hand, but put that you’re suffocating for a piece of bread, you might not have time to put down your fork, and then what you do? Die? Not under my roof. ”</p><p>At that point Richie didn’t answer, he just unbuckled his belt and stood up just enough he could stretch his long legs into his boyfriend’s car, at least.</p><p>He lifted one foot, being careful not to hit Eddie, placing it in the leg space belonging to the other.</p><p>“What are you- Nonono, wait! Just let me….” Eddie complained, pulling back his seat, leaving room for Richie between the steering wheel and the other’s back.</p><p>“You’re an idiot. Twenty-nine years old and still you sit on my lap, as tall as you are, too, at most we should do the opposite.”</p><p>Richie grinned, showing all his teeth proudly, suppressing a laugh of pure and simple joy, like those you rarely feel.</p><p>“I love you.”<br/>Eddie smiled at him, smoothing his nerves and placing his hands on his hips. He kissed him on the lips. “Me too, a lot.”</p><p>“And I think you’re the perfect boyfriend of the two, I’ve never stopped saying it, since high school. I really don’t know how you can still bear me.”</p><p>Eddie kissed him again, longer, his grip tightening, feeling that weight in his chest getting lighter and lighter “ You clearly have no idea of the power you have on me, Richie Tozier. ”</p><p>“Or maybe I know, maybe I’m controlling your mind to make you do what I want, Eds, maybe it’s all a super evil plan that I’ll only reveal when we’re at the altar. What would you do then?”</p><p>Eddie decided not to about the rollercoaster trip his heart made at the mention of their hypothetical marriage, he brought both arms around his boyfriend’s neck.</p><p>&quot;I don’t know, I will plan my absurd revenge, I presume. But for the moment…”</p><p>He went on towards his face, resting his lips against his’ again.</p><p>For the moment he liked exactly where he was.</p><p><b>Permataglist: <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m4XCAnnsfz3dBnxjUm6wi7Q">@madi-personal</a> (ask if you want to be added!)</b></p><p><a href="https://anellope.tumblr.com/ask"><b>Ask me</b></a><b> more from<a href="https://anellope.tumblr.com/post/188001373031/alphabet-prompts"> this</a> (too many kissings, time to change) or freely!</b></p>
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Question: pleasee mess me up with reddie/cruel summer
Answer: <p>you’re in love with a boy, and there is a sunken imprint on your heart from the weight of your revelation.</p><p>he kisses you like he always has, in all your years of friendship, with that jagged edge of jest and theatrical <i>whoosh</i> that makes your friends laugh and your heart ache. only now, instead of your cheek (though he certainly likes to pinch it like the ass he is), his lips find the curve of your hipbone, the ridges of your ribcage, the hollow of your stomach (you pull his hair every time he blows a raspberry into your bellybutton, sometimes punch him in an act of imitation from your twelve-year-old selves, but that, if anything, encourages him), little kisses peppered all over your thighs (he whispers, the very first time, how they always drove him crazy, exposed to the summer sun as they usually were by fault of your favorite red shorts), and, endlessly, the bow of your lips, so much so that they’re tinged a shade darker from being pecked, sucked, bitten so often⏤it took a half hour of convincing your mother that <i>no, i’m not coming down with something, ma, it’s just from the cherry cough drops you always make me take</i>. </p><p>there’s a (stupidly hopeful) part of you that insists (on a merciless loop like the childish picking of flower petals) an innocent case of summer experimentation on the brink of college (whisking away each six-part piece of your heart) wouldn’t call for the constant arm around your shoulder, the curly-haired head burrowed into your neck in the mornings after you recklessly allow him to spend the night and don’t push him back out of the window he came in from, the bright eyes (magnified by the ugliest pair of glasses you’ve ever seen) that never fail to find yours to speak a secret language, even in the harmoniously chaotic midst of your closest friends that call for your attention.</p><p>but that’s the way it’s always been (and he has always teased you, in both head and heart), and it’s not like he’s been harboring any buried feelings all this time (<i>get real, kaspbrak</i>), so you remind yourself to play the game: kiss him without softening your pace, let him touch you without touching too liberally back (your hands always get caught on his hips, you can’t help it), whimper his name in chants of three, rather than the three words lodged in your chest that beg to come out. these are the rules you keep to yourself, just like the strict schedule of your medicine regime; simply a different kind of corral. </p><p>you don’t feel guilty for eagerly nodding along into his kiss, the killer words muffled into your mouth (<i>no rules, just us, just this summer, just for fun</i>), and you only ever feel ashamed (no, not ashamed, but known, exposed, viscerally <i>seen</i>) with the eyes of ben on you, pitying as you think they are, overflowing with a kindness that makes you want to⏤<i>cry, insist that everything is fine, </i>you’re<i> </i>fine<i>, yell at him to stop looking, that you’re not like him, richie isn’t beverly and you sure as fuck aren’t ben, because you </i>got<i> your crush, even if it’s only in desperate moments that are over far too soon</i>⏤but instead you just turn away, into the barbed embrace of your best friend, the boy whose features you could trace in the dark, and hide in the grim safety of that cruel summer.</p>
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Question: <p>talk abt stenbranlon (what u like abt them or hcs or whatever) or perish</p>
Answer: <p>ty for enabling me enjoy these random hcs</p><ul><li>mike had always been used to waking up hella early bc of the farm so whenever the losers had sleepovers (usually at bill’s bc his parents were the only ones who didn’t give a shit about 7 teens being loud as fuck all night) he’d be the first up &amp; he’d start making pancakes for everyone and he always reserved the bigger ones for bill &amp; stan. after the first couple of times bill always made sure he always had the ingredients at home + stan &amp; mike’s favorite toppings (honey &amp; blueberries respectively)</li><li>when bill starts to explore his writing he asks for mike &amp; stan’s opinions on his short stories but instead of taking the notebook for themselves they just lean on bill, one on each side, and bill is losing his mind. they’re like giving him annotations and compliments and bill doesn’t hear any of them he’s too busy trying to keep his head from exploding</li><li>mike enrolls in school when he turns 15 after begging his grandpa for months. he’s a smart kid so he doesn’t struggle much academically, but it’s still a big difference from being homeschooled so he ends up spending a lot of time in the library w stan helping him study. after a week or so bill ends up joining them bc “studying a little harder won’t hurt me” and richie is like thats fucking bullshit but ok have fun w your boyfriends (he actually says that to him once and bill’s cheeks match his hair)</li><li>bill and mike absolutely adore going birdwatching with stan. if the losers ever question them they’re like “oh i love animals i live in a farm ahaha” or “the landscapes are pretty and great inspo”. these are absolute lies, they all know (except stan bc he’s mega oblivious) that they go with him just to look at stan. bill does doodle when they do it tho, but instead of drawing pretty birds &amp; lovely sunsets he doodles the two boys who own his heart</li><li>this is literally canon but i’m still gonna say it: mike gives the absolute best hugs!!!! handshakes? he doesnt know her he only knows bear hugs!!!! stan &amp; bill are always thinking “oh, he’s a hugger that’s just how he is w everyone” but they don’t realize that mike hugs them extra tight &amp; extra long </li><li>on the anniversary of georgie’s funeral bill swears all day that he’s fine, really. but at night after the losers hang out and he’s on his way home he passes the drain where georgie was taken and he just breaks down crying in the middle of the street. stan &amp; mike had agreed to check up on him so they find him there a couple minutes later. no one says anything, they just hug him and then walk him home in silence. the three of them lay in the denbrough’s couch, bill between the other boys, his head on mike’s lap &amp; his legs on stan’s. they encourage him to let it all out, assuring him there’s no need to put on a strong front. stan caresses his leg w his thumb as mike runs a hand thru his hair. bill sobs and sobs until he’s asleep, mike and stan just stay there for him all night </li></ul>
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Question: misc 12 + streddie
Answer: <p><b><b>“Can we please stop running? I think I’m dying.”</b> 

</b></p>
<p><b><b><br/></b></b></p>
<p><b>“Can we please stop running? I think I’m dying.”</b> Stan and Eddie could hardly understand the words panting from Richie’s mouth, but the action of him veering off of the running path to flop himself down face-first on one of the wooden piers that cut over the lake was sign enough.</p>
<p>Eddie wiped the sweat from his head from the bottom of his t-shirt - an old top of Richie’s that didn’t quite fit him anymore. That’s the good thing about Eddie’s small frame - he gets all of Stan’s nice pressed polo shirts and button-downs, and he gets Richie’s old t-shirts which have long since been too small for his broadening shoulders. </p>
<p>“We’ve only done two laps, Richie.”</p>
<p>Stan pulled to a stop, looking as out of breath as he would walking to and from the mailbox, “I told you he’d only hold us back, Eddie.” </p>
<p>Richie let out an anguished groan and made grabbing motions with his hands, “Eds, gimme a hit of your gazebo lung.” </p>
<p>Eddie shifted his fanny pack to the other side of his hip, as if Richie is in any way shape or form to reach it, “I told you to stop fuckin’ calling it that.”</p>
<p>“So you’re not arguing that it’s a gazebo?”</p>
<p>“It’s not a gazeb- placebo.” </p> <p><a href="https://stanleytoziers.tumblr.com/post/188051512611/misc-12-streddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: <p>Need and in the snow for reddie? </p>
Answer: <p><b>This is&hellip;long. I don’t know why, there just a lot of Bill appreciation and Loser club love, sorry XD</b></p><p>It was a unanimous decision, a promise that had been made at the beginning of the last year of high school, taking away a fear that seemed to have been heavier than the college choice itself. </p><p>Every year, for the Christmanukkah party (official name established by the creative and amazing Richie Wentworth Tozier) and for the summer holidays they would always find themselves having fun, drinking and spending some wonderful time all together back in Derry.</p><p>They were the Losers, after all, and they would never let even millions of kilometers separate them for too much to long.</p><p>Luckily there was not some strange demonic curse to make them forget about each other the moment they hung out of their hometown. Or something like that.</p><p>That end would have sucked after all.</p><p>Anyway.</p><p>Five years had passed since that promise, and many things had changed, but not the bond that united them, that had remained the same, strong, relationship which had always kept them together, and that had brought them, even that year, to meet up in Derry to exchange Christmannukkah&rsquo;s gifts. </p><p>Well&hellip; not all of them.</p><p>Who most anxiously awaited the time for coming together every year was Bill Denbrough, the leader of the group. Everyone was looking forward to it, marking on their adults calendars the famous free week, but Bill&rsquo;s smiles were always the biggest, the hugs always the tightest. It was hard not to notice how bad it felt every time someone failed to make it, like the year before with Stanley, or the previous summer with both Bev and Eddie, and the young writer would go on until his own end with the awareness, never said aloud, that he never would have met in his life better friends than the one he had when he was 12.</p><p>And maybe that was the worst part for everyone when Mike got the call.</p><p>&ldquo;I&rsquo;m sorry guys, I&hellip; I had organized everything, as usual, but then the thing with the publisher happened, the possibility of going to a more focused school in Europe and all&hellip; I really would do anything but the costs are&hellip; the line and the apartment&hellip; my parents help me as much as they can but I can&rsquo;t ask them to anticipate me a flight to America, interrupting my studies already behind due to the sudden move, I&hellip; I am broke, friends of mine.&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Ohh c’mon! Don&rsquo;t whine like that Big Bill, you’ll make me cry!&rdquo; Richie had said, leaping forward and putting himself in the foreground of the camera (hiding Bill from Eddie&rsquo;s sight, who snorted annoyed and pushed him for an answer, causing him to move and let him space to come to his side). &ldquo;I&rsquo;ll keep your slice of Mike&rsquo;s pie safe!&rdquo; He continued.</p><p>&ldquo;You have a big change right there, Bill, it is right that you enjoy it, even last year I couldn’t come, but it&rsquo;s okay.&rdquo; murmured Stan, eyeing from the top of the arm of the sofa and gently smiling at him.</p><p>&ldquo;It&rsquo;s right! You’d better be happy, eh! Or we all come to you on purpose to hit you!” Beverly stated with a bold sneer, then raising the glass of sparkling wine in his hand, as a toast. &quot;Cheers!&rdquo; The others raised their glasses too.</p><p>&ldquo;You are wonderful guys, I miss you so much&hellip; I can&rsquo;t wait summer, there, the world  may even fall, but you will find me in front of Mike&rsquo;s door two weeks in advance!&rdquo; Bill chuckled, with his improvised at the moment glass full of water, taking a theatrical sip, then making a face &ldquo;It’s sparkling&hellip; yeeks.&rdquo;</p><p>They all laughed at his disgusted expression, then a female voice called him, making him turn as red as his hair.</p><p>&ldquo;Ohhhh, Audra is there with you, big boy?&rdquo; Richie scoffed &ldquo;So maybe we should do more than a toast tonight! Do you understand Eds? He abandoned us here like dogs for his redhead! &rdquo;</p><p>Eddie let his shoulder be surrounded by the other&rsquo;s arm, allowing without resistance him to be closer.</p><p>&ldquo;Unforgivable&rdquo; he grinned at the screen, watching as his friend sticked his tongue out to both.</p><p>&ldquo;I have to go now, guys, it was nice to hear you&hellip; maybe we&rsquo;ll call each other again later, okay?&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Okay, Big Bill, enjoy Europe and your British girl,&rdquo; Ben said with an amused smile.</p><p>&ldquo;I&rsquo;ll do it,&rdquo; smiled Bill, watching them all with relief: he had done well to call them, although he now missed them maybe a little more than before. &ldquo;And don&rsquo;t let Richie eat my piece of cake, Mike deserves it.&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Hey!&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Always too generous.&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Bye guys.&rdquo;</p><p>The call was interrupted and Mike put his phone away, still with that smiled smile in face.</p><p>The evening went on for the better and, between a laugh and a bottle -three- of liquor, it soon became very late.</p><p>The first to leave were Ben and Bev, strangely it was the third year in a row that they left Mike&rsquo;s farm together, but no one had the courage to have a finger in their romantic situation: the important thing was that they were happy, taking a way and a the time more appropriate to them, it was enough there was no cheat in between (but for that they trusted their friends).</p><p>Then also Stan decided it was time to go, hugging all the rest of them, almost like a goodbye, letting go in Mike&rsquo;s arms a little longer than Eddie and Richie, muttering a sleepy &ldquo;Hi&rdquo;.</p><p>Stan was much more physical when he was drunk.</p><p>&ldquo;Excuse me, what was that?&rdquo; Eddie asked with an amused grin, sprawled on the couch with his head resting on Richie&rsquo;s legs.</p><p>&ldquo;Nothing,&rdquo; Mike replied, too quickly to be taken seriously.</p><p>Richie, a hand playing with the hem of Eddie&rsquo;s sweater and the other one caressing his hair, giggled &ldquo;And how was it nothing, did we miss some episodes of your TV show?&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Noooo! But Bill and I share the monthly payment!&rdquo; Eddie complained, making the other laugh, which for a second distracted the shortest from the entire situation.</p><p>&ldquo;You are ridiculous, he has a girlfriend, Patty&hellip; beautiful, very kind, too good for this world? Does it say anything to you?&rdquo; Mike murmured, not quite downcast by the direction he was suddenly taking the speech. Perhaps this is why they often found themselves talking about it only when alcohol was involved.</p><p>&ldquo;Aaaand you all could have a threesome! Think about the benefits, Mikey! The benefits! &rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo; Okay, it&rsquo;s late, get the fuck out, clowns, we&rsquo;re all too drunk for this talk.&rdquo; Mike said, blushing and helping Eddie get up off his couch. He huffed in response but still let himself be pulled up like a cat. Richie followed him a few seconds, standing back to his side and lazily resting his head on the other’s shoulder. Eddie didn’t even flinch.</p><p>&ldquo;And you even dare try to lecture me, Ben and Bev 2.0, unbelievable &hellip;&rdquo; Mike muttered as he accompanied them to the door, watching them put their jackets awkwardly.</p><p>&ldquo;What did you say, Mikey?&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Nothing important, goodnight guys, and don&rsquo;t get hit by some car, please!&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Night, farmboy!&rdquo;</p><p>But what Mike had said was important, because actually Beverly and Ben weren&rsquo;t the only story in which the rest of the Losers had decided not to poke their nose and &ldquo;let go&rdquo;, but both boys were too caught up in each other to realize the looks they were given.</p><p>No coincidence at all was that even that evening they had spent it stuck, leaving nothing and no one could put themselves between them after months of just video calls, pretending that it was something totally normal for two dear friends in their group of dear friends.</p><p>But the others saw the looks, the light contacts, the words that they didn&rsquo;t have the courage to say, and they were rather scared they would never be able to reveal it, but maybe, maybe that was just the right evening. The chosen one.</p><p>&ldquo;So &hellip; here we are.&rdquo; Richie murmured, looking at the large house in front of him. As a child he had always liked the white walls and windows covered with colored curtains; despite Sonia the house had always seemed bright to him. But now he understood what had actually changed since then, what had made it distort, yellowed, saddened.</p><p>The difference, and Richie knew it well, was that Eddie no longer lived there, now Richie no longer climbed that window on the side, secretly spending the evening with his crush. And so there was nothing to call him back to that house: because his friend was already beside him, shoulder to shoulder, hands that had touched each other through all the way home. And Richie, for the first time, had hoped that house would never appear around the corner. Yet there it was.</p><p>&ldquo;Yeah &hellip;&rdquo; Eddie just said, turning and looking at his face. He burst out laughing.</p><p>&ldquo;What?&rdquo; Richie asked, lost, the other denied his head with that big grin on his face.</p><p>&ldquo;Oh nothing &hellip; grandpa&rdquo; and he laughed again, then he raised his arm towards his head, running a gloved hand through his hair, dropping a few flakes of snow that had settled on the uncovered curls. Richie missed his breath, Eddie was red in the face, but it was difficult to say why, he was still drunk, cold and&hellip; intent on combing it, in short.</p><p>Don&rsquo;t put your head up, you idiot, you should have moved on. A little voice said in his head, a little voice that Richie knew well, belonging to the very person who at that moment was touching every strand with surgical attention.</p><p>&ldquo;Here, now you&rsquo;re 24 again.&rdquo; Eddie murmured, smiling happily at him.</p><p>&ldquo;But look at you.&rdquo; Richie grinned in amusement &ldquo;I don&rsquo;t say anything when you wear woolen gloves and then you tease me for the snow, the audacity.&rdquo;</p><p>He put his hand on his cheek, which without alcohol he would never have been able to do without the accompaniment of a stupid joke. Eddie winced.</p><p>&ldquo;You have cold hands,&rdquo; he said, but did nothing to get away from the touch.</p><p>Fuck it, you didn&rsquo;t moved on.</p><p>Richie was about to move away, or at least lower his hands so as not to annoy his friend, when Eddie stopped him, taking both hands and bringing them to the sides of his face.</p><p>Eddie was burning.</p><p>&ldquo;I told you you had to put on gloves too, jackass.&rdquo;</p><p>Eddie felt Richie&rsquo;s hands sink down to his neck, his slender fingers brushing it under the collar of his jacket.</p><p>&ldquo;Ngh&rdquo; ran away from his lips as he shivered with cold and something else down his back.</p><p>Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck!</p><p>&ldquo;Eds-&rdquo; murmured Richie breathlessly &ldquo;I need &hellip; I mean, if you&rsquo;re not okay with this it’s better that you make me immediately get it because-&rdquo;</p><p>He didn&rsquo;t even have time to finish.</p><p>Eddie had canceled the distances, quickly making room in Richie&rsquo;s mouth, kissing at least five soft kisses on his lower lip without fear or doubt. Not anymore.</p><p>He looked up, meeting Richie&rsquo;s, wide and darker than ever.</p><p>Neither of them said anything, there was no need for it after twenty years. They collided together again as if it was the only thing that mattered at the moment, Eddie brought his hands to the other&rsquo;s face, grunting in his inability to feels him. He took off his gloves in quick annoyed tugs, not even bothering to push his lips away from Richie’s in doing so.</p><p>&ldquo;Take that smile off your face or I&rsquo;ll tear your tongue out with my teeth, Tozier!&rdquo;</p><p>The other chuckled &ldquo;Kinky.&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;I&rsquo;m trying to make out with you, shut the fuck up!&rdquo; He admonished him again, fastening his arms to his neck and practically collapsing on him.</p><p>Richie simply laughed, starting to kiss him again, hugging him closer. It had not yet stopped snowing.</p><p><b>Permataglist: <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/M_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/M4XCAnnsfz3dBnxjUm6wi7Q">@madi-personal</a> (ask if you want to be added!)</b></p><p><a href="https://anellope.tumblr.com/ask"><b>Ask me</b></a><b> more from<a href="https://anellope.tumblr.com/post/188001373031/alphabet-prompts"> this</a> (too many kissings, time to change) or freely! </b></p>
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Question: 25/35 reddie.
Answer: <p>Let’s go take two.  Sorry anon, I’m writing this on my phone so it’s short and tumblr are the first one.  This actually… let’s call this director’s super cut for the everything has changed verse.</p><p>The constant drone of the breathing machine, the click of the I.V. and the steady beeping of the heart monitor had all but blurred away in Richie’s head.  The hospital in Bangor only allowed two at a time and, since he refused to leave his side, the rest of the Losers took turns.  At this point, they were more keeping an eye on Richie than Eddie.  </p><p><span style="color: #000000">Richie added the 21st Sharpie tally mark to Eddie’s wrist, contemplating giving him a full sleeve of tattoos.  Instead, he held Eddie’s right hand between his gently.  Bev sat to his right, tracing small circles over his shoulders. <b><i>“Squeeze my hand if you can hear me,”</i></b> Richie coaxed, pressing a kiss to the other man’s thumb.  “Come on, Eddie.  Give me something.”  He lifted his hand, careful not to disturb any of the wires and tubes.   “Eddie, I’ve never gone this long without hearing your grating, snippy voice.”  Bev watched him sadly.  Three weeks had elapsed since their boss battle with It.  In that time, Richie had gone to extremes trying to get Eddie to wake up, even though he understood that it was medically necessary for him to heal. “I’m going to lick your face and I haven’t brushed my teeth in…” he paused, realizing he couldn’t give an actual number, settling on “a long time.  Please.”  He closed his eyes and rested his head on their entwined hands.  “Please, Eddie,” he whispered, a prayer to the only entity he’d ever worshiped.</span></p><p>Leaning into him, Bev’s voice quivered.  She hadn’t been surprised in the least when he finally broke down and told each of the Losers the truth about his relationship with Eddie.  The minute they met up in the parking lot of Jade Of The Orient, she could tell.  If they were hiding it, they obviously had their reasons.  “Richie, honey, come on,” she cooed, trying to walk back the breakdown she could hear coming.  “The doctors said…”</p><p>“Look, Bev, I love you,” he said, a little shorter than he’d intended, turning to face her sharply, but with no malice, just exhaustion.  He slid his glasses up onto his head and closed his eyes.  “but please don’t go there.  I know what they said.”   They said if he wakes up.  They said if the swelling goes down.  They said if it had been an inch higher… They said if so many fucking times that Richie thought he would rather fight the next person who said the fucking word to him than listen to another hypothetical situation.  </p><p>“You can’t do this to yourself,” Beverly said, combing her fingers through the mess of curls his hair had become.  “We got him out.  He’s safe.”</p><p>Richie choked out an incredulous laugh.  “Safe.”  That took some nerve.  Safe would be their bed, 3200 miles from Derry.  Safe requires the person in question to be awake.  He couldn’t believe her.  “You of all people should understand.”  Watching his friend blink at him, he sighed.  “In the deadlights…  I saw him die.”  A sob escaped with his admission, forcing him into another fit of tears.  “I saw him die and we left him there.  You guys dragged me away and I couldn’t fucking do anything.”  He vaguely registered Bev’s arms encircling him, but that was little comfort to Richie.  “I came to and he was on top of me and I did everything I could.  He still wound up kebabbed.  He still…”</p><p>“I know,” she said, resting her cheek against his head.</p><p>“Do you?” he snapped.  Bev moved back instinctively and he regretted it immediately.  “What if it was…”  Watching her shift uncomfortably at the suggestion, he merely grumbled, “forget it.”  He was so fucking tired.  He nodded his glasses back down onto his nose and returned his gaze to Eddie. </p><p>She swallowed thickly, thinking the whole situation through.  “If it was Ben?”  If it was Ben… she thought what would have happened if Pennywise had slit his throat while she and Mike held him.  If he’d drowned in the dirt, grasping for her hand.  She couldn’t have handled it.  She couldn’t even imagine if they’d been together since they were kids.  “It’s different.  It’s new,” she admitted, finally agreeing that his reaction wasn’t so far fetched, “but I’d be inconsolable. </p><p>&ldquo;Exactly. So stop wasting your breath,” he said, unable to bring himself to look at her.  She got to go back to the Townhouse, crawl into bed with good ol’ Haystack, feel his arms around her, wake him up when she has a nightmare, kiss him, talk to him… </p><p>Likewise, Bev couldn’t look at Richie.  She had no reason to feel guilty, but still… Staring at the too-even rise and fall of Eddie’s chest, she shook her head.  He wasn’t dead.  He was there.  “Look.  Watch the monitor,” she instructed, pointing to the jagged lines of his heart rate. “He’s alive,” she reminded him gently, sliding one of his hands up to Eddie’s wrist.  “Feel right here.  His heartbeat is right here and you’re not imagining it.  He’s not going anywhere.”  She regained the courage to look at Richie.  “They’re gonna start weaning him off the meds in the morning, so he should be awake by dinner tomorrow.”  Richie sniffled unevenly, nodding.  “Why don’t you come back to the townhouse and get some sleep.”  She suggested, returning her hand to his shoulders.  “Shower.  Eat real food.  He’s gonna need you in good shape when he wakes up.”</p><p>Blinking out the last of his tears, Richie shook his head, knowing that she was prepared for him to decline, like he had every night.  “I haven’t slept anywhere but beside him since we were seventeen.  I doubt I could even if I wanted to.”</p><p>“Richie…”</p><p>“I’m not leaving,” he repeated. </p><p>Bev sighed, standing up and straightening her back.  “Okay, honey.  Okay.  Call me before you go to sleep.”  She leaned across him and kissed Eddie’s cheek gently.  “Love you, Eds.”  On her way by, she stopped and wrapped Richie in a tight hug, kissing the top of his head.  “Love you, Trashmouth.”</p><p>He gave a humorless laugh, and reached up to pat her hair.  “Love you too.”</p><p>That night was the slowest one since the first couple, when everything had been touch and go.  He called Bev around 12:30 and swore he was going to sleep.  He didn’t.  Instead, he watched cheesy, nostalgic movies on his phone, all Eddie’s favorites; Dirty Dancing, then Pretty in Pink.  He marked the 22nd tally as Duckie sent Andi off after Blaine, the only part of the movie RIchie couldn’t get behind.  Still, Eddie had told him he loved him for the first time to the strains of the song from the end of this movie so he could never shut it off.  And it had been 22 days without talking to the love of his life.  22 soul sucking days.  Eventually, he dozed off about two-thirds of the way through The Outsiders.  </p><p>All-too-soon, he was awakened by the bustle of shift change and nurses doing their thing and the whole process started over.  Around 8 a.m., the morning nurse came in.  Richie had hardly noticed, in a sort of daze.  </p><p>“Mr. Tozier?” she asked, quietly.</p><p>Snapping back to reality, he nearly dropped Eddie’s hand.  “Oh, sorry,” he said, shaking the fog from his brain.  Eddie really needed to wake up now.</p><p>“You’re fine,” she insisted, bringing a bag of liquid to the stand by the bed and a handful of small bottles.  “Just scoot back for me a little, please.”  She hung the bag and screwed it into Eddie’s I.V. line, then affixed the bottles. </p><p>Squinting to make out the labels, as though he’d have any idea of their purpose, Richie decided instead to just ask the nurse.  “What’s that for?”</p><p>She smiled and put her hand on his shoulder.  “To start countering the sedative before we back it off.”</p><p>Richie took a deep breath.  “Okay,” he nodded.  His heart hammered in his chest.  They were actually going to wake him up today. </p><p>“Can I get you anything?” the woman asked sweetly.</p><p>As though Richie was the one anyone needed to worry about.  He shook his head and managed the weakest of smiles.  “You’re already working on the only thing I could possibly ask you for.”</p><p>She leaned against the empty sliding table and eyed him carefully.  “How about a coffee and a bagel?”</p><p>Richie paused.  He hadn’t eaten since lunch time the day prior, so it wasn’t a bad idea.  “I’d appreciate it. Thank you,” he said, realizing that maybe Bev had been right.</p><p>If Richie had thought that night was long, he was in for the most torturously slow day.  Nurses in and out.  Medicines of all sorts.  He didn’t know what to do with himself, so he just… stared.  Asked questions.  Finally, the nurses administered the last of the rounds Eddie would need to wake up and Richie was left alone to his thoughts.</p><p>After two episodes of I Love Lucy, he leaned in as close to Eddie as he could.  “Do you remember the first time we did this?” he asked, knowing there would be no response.  “When you had your tonsils out and I snuck in like a fucking ninja as soon as I saw my beloved Sonia leave?”  He gave a bitter laugh, imagining what good ol’ Mrs. K would do seeing Eddie laid up like this with that dirty Tozier boy still by his side.  “The woman couldn’t manage to sleep in the chair for one night.”  He gave a mischievous smile for the benefit of no one.  “But, experienced as I was in the art of finding ways to see my Eds, I sweet talked the nurse into letting me stay.”  He certainly hadn’t done a great deal of sweet talking anyone this time.  That had been Mike, plus a good deal of good faith from Bev and Bill.  But he’d certainly known how to work adults when he was a kid.  “I snuck you in a pint of real ice cream and we played gameboy in bed together and, even though I tried to get you to shut up, you couldn’t let me do all the talking and even though it hurt, you still laughed and joked.”  He took a deep breath, realizing he was rambling.  He stared up at the ceiling, blinking back tears once more.  “God, and I thought I was in love with you then,” he groaned.  It was almost hysterical how he still felt like that same clueless teenager.  “I don’t know what 14-year-old Richie would think of 39-year-old Richie but I hope he’d enjoy knowing that he’s still in love with you.”  He sniffed, giving in to the tears because what else was he supposed to do.   He rolled his eyes, adding “He’d probably call me a pussy for all the crying I’ve done in the last three weeks but that’s fine.  It’s normal.  It’s whatever,” he dismissed darkly, voice thick and nasally.  “He’s a teenager.  What the fuck does he know?  Bug eyed little creep,” he laughed, pawing the tears from under his glasses.  “How to keep the person he loves in one piece.  Something that apparently fades with age,” he waited for a response again, mainly out of muscle memory.  He stood and propped himself awkwardly on the edge of the bed.  He took a much more serious, exhausted tone.  “I need you to laugh, babe.  I need you to wake up and bitch at me for my rumpled shirt and greasy hair and getting snot on you and crying and getting you stabbed in that fucking sewer.”  He sighed, leaning back a little to just watch him.  He could have sworn he saw… he shook his head.  That wasn’t possible.  It was wishful thinking.  “Eddie,  please,” he started, but cut himself when he saw a pair of startled, panicked brown eyes staring up at him, gagging on the respirator.  “Holy shit.  Hi,” he sobbed, stroking his side, momentarily at a loss for what to do.  Suddenly, he refocused and remembered the nurse’s instructions.  Keep him calm and hit the emergency call button immediately.  “Okay, stay calm, babe,” he said, springing from his seat and hitting the bright red button on the remote for the TV.  “We’ll get them to take this out.”  He took Eddie’s hand and stroked it, trying to ward off the look of sheer terror in Eddie’s face.  “Stay calm, okay,” he cooed.  Hearing footsteps outside the door, Richie called out frantically “Miss Kim!”</p><p>“What do you need, baby?” she asked, seemingly startled by the call.  When she pulled back the curtain, she flew into action mode.  “Oh!  Mr. Kaspbrak, welcome back.”  Eddie choked a little against the machine and Richie felt his chest constrict.  “Don’t fight the tube, sweetie,” she said warmly.  “We’ll get this out of here.  Relax.”  Eddie locked eyes with Richie, then nodded and finally squeezed his hand.  The nurse gave them a little smile, “Cough a couple times for me.”  Eddie, ever the good patient, did as he was instructed.  Miss Kim raised a small hooked tool and pointed it out to the men.    “This is gonna suck the fluids out.  Okay?”  Eddie nodded and coughed again.  “I know, I know,” she soothed.  “Alright, I’m gonna ask you to take a couple of deep breaths, tell you to hold one, then when you push all that air out, I’m going to extract the breathing tube.  Okay?”  She was talking to Eddie, but for some reason, Richie nodded too, then admonished himself for it.  “Alright.  In.”  He did.  “Hold.”  He did.  “Out.”  He did.  Miss Kim pulled the tube out and Richie had to try not to wince as he watched the outline of it move up his windpipe.  “Attaboy,” she said, nodding proudly and patting him on the shoulder as he caught his breath.  “It’s nice to see you.  I’ll let your husband have a minute before we continue.”</p><p>“Hi,” Eddie said, voice raspy and quiet. </p><p>Richie fought against the urge to fling himself on top of him, instead nearly collapsing onto the bed rail and grasping his hand.  “Eddie.  Oh my god.  You’re awake.  You’re alive.  I was so scared.  God, I love you.  I love you so much.  You’re here,” he babbled, unable to pry his eyes from Eddie’s- God, had they always been that beautiful?</p><p>“Did we…” Eddie asked, then his eyes darted to the nurse.  </p><p>Richie smiled broadly, then broke into wrecked sobs.  “We did.  It’s over.  Everyone’s okay and It’s gone.  It’s not gonna bother us ever again.”  He leaned his forehead against Eddie’s, tears smattering down on him and he couldn’t be bothered to care.  “We never have to fight It again.” </p><p>Eddie nodded slowly, taking the minimal information in.  It was over.  They won.  <b><i>“Will you shut up so I can kiss you?” </i></b>he asked, wincing.</p><p>“If I’d have known that that was all it took to get a kiss out of you, I’d have been quiet as a mouse for the last-” From behind him, he heard Miss Kim laugh and blushed, nodding. “Sorry.  I’m shutting up.”  </p><p>Richie leaned forward and let Eddie reach up into his hair, pulling him into a warm kiss that, if Eddie had noticed the taste of stale instant coffee or the slick of unwashed hair or tears still streaming down Richie’s face mingling with the ones starting to fall from his own, he’d never mention it.  It was, for his money, possibly the best kiss they’d ever shared.  When he opened his eyes again, he caught a glimpse of something out of the corner of his eye.  “What the fuck is this?” Eddie asked, laughing at the group of black slashes on his wrist.  </p><p>Richie laughed, too. He couldn’t even begin to explain the scattered mess in his head without Eddie to help balance it out.  Instead,  he kissed the inside of Eddie’s palm, where the 27 year old scar no longer lived and felt himself relax back into the chair.  They were free of It.</p><p><br/></p>
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Question: ommmmgggg can you please do 98 Hanbrough plssss (like movie version for this prompt) you're fucking awesome af
Answer: <p>Based off of <a href="https://marsisaplanetyall.tumblr.com/post/187724475990/100-prompts-of-fluff-part-2">this</a> prompt list </p><p>Mike and Bill walked down the stairs from the top of the library’s tower. They knew what they had to do. Bill was now more than sure what must be done. That didn’t change the fact that they were still in awe of how much their friends had changed over the years.</p><p>“I always that you would be taller,” Mike said to Bill. “I would see pictures of you on the red carpet and you seemed pretty tall but, I guess the camera makes things look different.” Bill laughed at this, Mike was taller than him. Then again, he was when they were kids. Some things never change.  </p><p><b>“Hey-I’m perfectly average h-height for my age, thank you very much.” </b>Bill said, his eyes slowly raking up and down Mike’s body. “<b>You’re the one who’s freakishly tall.” </b></p><p><b>“</b>Nah, I’m average height Bill,” Mike said, clasping a hand onto Bill’s shoulder. “You were just a short kid.”</p><p>“I b-blame my parents,” Bill said, raising up his hands defensively. Mike smiled one of his wide kind smiles, the kind of smile that never hesitated to melt Bill’s heart. Bill knew in that moment, he would give anything to see that smile again. Looks like he had an evil demon clown to kill. </p>
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Question: Prompt: Richie works himself up SO HARD to come out to Stan who is then like “yeah no shit”
Answer: <p>lmao i got excited and wrote this in like an hour oops</p><p>Richie tapped out a rhythm across his thigh and hummed to himself, and Stan really was about to throttle him. </p><p>Stan liked to think he was a rational person, and he’d been around Richie for most of his life, knew how to deal with him and his mannerisms, no matter how I-am-seriously-going-to-murder-you-if-you-don’t-stop-that <i>annoying </i>some of them (most of them) were, but shit, he couldn’t take it for much longer. </p><p>All he’d wanted to do was read his copy of <i>Bird Directory for the Avid Birdwatcher</i>, but Richie had followed him into Ben’s ground house (“it’s not a tree house,” Richie had insisted, “it’s in the fuckin’ ground!”) and wouldn’t stop moving, which, in itself, wasn’t abnormal or bothersome, but the air around him was charged with nervous energy, and <i>that </i>drove Stan insane. </p><p>“Richie,” he said finally, placing his book on the ground next to the hammock, “pray tell, what the Hell is wrong with you?” Richie’s head jerked up from where he stared at his beat-up shoes like he hadn’t expected Stan to speak, his eyes wide and mouth dropped open before he schooled his expression into something fake. A grin stretched over his cheeks, and he pushed his glasses up on the crooked bridge of his nose. </p><p>“Why, nothing, Stan the Man. Why d’you ask?” </p><p>The words swelled at Richie’s lips, two simple words, but they sat on his tongue like stones, stubborn and unmoving no matter how much he swallowed them down. 	</p><p>Where was Eddie when he needed him? Because Richie desperately wished Eddie would crawl down the ladder and wag his little finger in his face and tell him, “this is stupid, just keep your damn mouth <i>closed </i>for once, asshole.” </p><p>Eddie was good at shutting him up, and oh, how he needed to be shut up right now. </p><p>At the same time, Richie needed to tell someone, and his someone, ever since kindergarten, was Stan, but fear froze him where he sat, foot tapping against the dirt floor and gaze jumping from the picture frame on the shelf to his lap to his foot to Stan to the cover of Stan’s book to the ladder to the—</p><p>It wasn’t like no one knew what it meant; a lot of celebrities, influential, important people, were—they were like him. </p><p>Not <i>gay </i>because he hadn’t yet said it out loud that that’s what he was even though he knew it was true. There was a carving on a bridge on the edge of Derry to prove it, the margins of his notebooks to prove it, the late nights thinking about red shorts and the names of medications to prove it. </p><p>“I ask because that’s bullshit,” Stan told him. The chains holding the hammock to the wall creaked as Stan moved to stand, but the words dislodged from Richie’s throat before his feet even touched the floor: </p><p>“I’m gay.” </p><p>Stan paused. Richie’s lungs stalled. Ice settled in his veins, and he closed his eyes tight so he didn’t have to see Stan walk away, too ashamed to be associated with someone like him. A tear ran down his cheek, and he curled his hands into tight fists until his dirty fingernails dug into his palms, and he reached up to wipe it away as the chains protested again. </p><p>“I know.”</p><p>Richie’s eyes opened, and he turned fast enough to give himself whiplash. “You know?” </p><p>“Not all of us are as blind as you are, Trashmouth.” Stan leaned over the back of their ratty couch and flicked the taped-up frame of Richie’s glasses, rolling his eyes. Richie snorted wetly, and Stan grinned. </p><p>The two paused, and Richie sniffed. </p><p>“So…you’re okay with it?” </p><p>“What? That you’re gay?” Richie winced and nodded, and Stan rolled his eyes again. He left Richie’s side and fell back onto his hammock. </p><p>“Yeah, Rich, don’t worry about it.” He picked up his book again. </p><p>“How’d you know?” </p><p>“You didn’t say anything.”</p><p>“Huh?”</p><p>“You didn’t say anything when Bill asked who you liked a few weeks ago, which was weird because you’re always saying <i>something</i>.” </p><p>“Hey!”</p><p>“I’m not wrong, am I?” And, no, Stan had never been wrong in his life. He shrugged and went back to his book. He flipped a page. “But, yeah, that’s how I knew.”</p><p>“And you didn’t think anything about it?” </p><p>“Richie, please, I’d like to read my book now.” </p><p>“Yeah, okay.” For a moment, Richie was silent, Stan had to give that much to him. “You can’t tell anyone, you know, not even Big Bill or Mike or Bev or Ben or—<i>definitely </i>not Eddie—or, like, fuckin’ anyone, okay? Stan, you gotta promise. Like, not a fuckin’—” </p><p>Stan threw a spare shower cap at Richie’s head. </p>
Tags: stan uris, richie tozier, fanfic

Post id: 188054897184
Date: 2019-10-01 01:09:11 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/188054897184/give-me-some-stan-birds-hcs
Slug: give-me-some-stan-birds-hcs
Reblog key: gCQF4FAW
Reblog url: https://kaymcgivemeacall.tumblr.com/post/187455326059/give-me-some-stan-birds-hcs
Reblog name: kaymcgivemeacall
Question: give me some stan + birds hcs 🥺🥺🥺
Answer: <p>- stan and his dad built a big treehouse for him in their backyard (which is an acre of woods) so he could watch the birds. stan will stay out in the treehouse at night to catch a glimpse of a nocturnal bird but end up falling asleep instead </p><p>- in the margins of his notebooks he’ll doodle random birds that he’s seen recently and give them names and backstories </p><p>- he’ll sometimes take one loser with him while he birdwatches and he notice that each of them behave differently. </p><p>bill - whenever stan takes bill with him, bill always brings a sketchbook to draw stan </p><p>mike- mike brings his own pair of binoculars and has stan teach him his mystical bird watching ways </p><p>ben- ben who is always curious, asks stan thousands of questions about the types of birds which stan enjoys because he LOVES talking about birds </p><p>bev - bev will talk about literally anything while stan bird watches its a sort of therapy for her because stan will always listen to anything she has to say </p><p>eddie - eddie will always ask stan to see the birds so stan started bringing a second pair of binoculars for eddie to look at and they always compete to see who can guess what kind of bird theyre looking at </p><p>richie - richie is strangely quiet when stan takes him out and when stan asked him about it richie said he knew how important the birds were to stan so he always kept quiet. stan almost cried </p><p>- stan watches bird documentaries and he dreams of being in one when hes older </p>
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Question: What about some adult reddie hcs?
Answer: <p>- richie works as a drama teacher for high schoolers and eddie is a pediatrician </p><p>- all of richies students know eddie because he shows up for every show the kids put on </p><p>- they have a kid!! her names lily and richie and eddie are the best parents </p><p>- when they first adopted her she was an infant and they were nervous wrecks and richie was absolutely terrified of swearing in front of her so he barely spoke a word except he sang her lullabies every. single. night  </p><p>- every one of the losers thinks richies gonna be the cool parent but it turns out to be eddie </p><p>lily: can i go to my friends house this weekend </p><p>eddie: yeah sure just please dont do drugs </p><p>richie: i dont know will boys be there i just dont want you to injured or if something happened to you i dont know have i asked if there will be boys there yet </p><p>- richie makes up for his nervous wreck parenting by baking constantly. on lilys birthday he’ll bake her a big cake and frost it and invite all of lily’s friends over and the losers club (who act as aunts and uncles) </p>
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Question: 29 + stan/bill
Answer: <p><b>29.  “Do you want to kiss as bad as I do right now”</b></p><p><i>listen listen,,, writing this made me so soft. bless you for this</i></p><p>(<a href="https://bookrockshooter.tumblr.com/post/187253508898/prompt-list">prompt from this list!</a>)</p><p>-</p><p>It’s quiet at the park. Not many other people are hanging around, probably since it’s around noon and most other people are busy, so it feels like Stan and Bill are the only ones there. They’re perched on a bench, Stan with his binoculars up against his eyes and Bill flipping through Stan’s bird book, content to just read about the same birds Stan is looking for.</p><p>Stan absolutely lives for days like these. Doing his favorite activity, with his favorite person with him, on a day with near-perfect weather? If this day never ends, Stan wouldn’t mind at all.</p><p>“Hey.” Bill’s fingers brush against Stan’s arm and he lowers the binoculars to give his friend his attention. Bill taps on the page he’s open to, drawing Stan’s eyes to a picture of a bird with dark feathers. “This one looks p-pretty cool. D-Do you think we’ll s-see it t-today?”</p><p>“Oh, a black-throated blue warbler,” Stan says, smiling. “We could! They like heavily shaded areas because it makes it easier for them to hide, but I saw one a few weeks ago. We could get lucky today.” He offers the binoculars to Bill and continues, “Here, you can look for a minute if you want.”</p><p>Bill smiles and tugs them from Stan’s hand so he can look through them, and it’s only when Bill has to shift a little closer to do so that Stan realizes he left the binocular’s strap around his neck. His face warms and he goes to pull it up over his head so Bill doesn’t have to sit so close and feel uncomfortable, since he probably already does, but then Bill says softly, “No, it’s okay.” He turns, smiling, and he’s much closer than Stan initially expected, but – he doesn’t mind. Not at all.</p><p>“Okay,” he says, unable to hold his own smile back, and Bill looks through the binoculars for a few minutes while Stan just watches him. He finds that he enjoys the close-up view a lot more than he does from his usual one, when they’re with friends and Stan has to force himself to sit a few feet away and only watch him secretly every once in a while.</p><p>Eventually, Bill inhales sharply and whispers, “I think I s-see one. O-Over in that t-tree.” He moves the binoculars over a bit so he can still look through one side and gestures for Stan to look through the other side. His blush deepens, but he manages to ignore it and shift in closer to look, too. He has to close one eye to be able to see clearly, but it’s worth it, because Bill’s pressed in close to his side and he can see the bird for himself.</p><p>“Yeah, that’s the one,” Stan murmurs, laughing when Bill mutters “fuck yeah” under his breath. “You can see the blue up on the top of it, and then the black on its throat, of course, and then some white under it. That’s definitely it.”</p><p>“Nice to know I’m not c-completely dumb when it c-comes to b-birdwatching,” Bill says, leaning back to grin at Stan, and they’re still close – much closer than normal. Stan feels a little lightheaded, seeing Bill’s bright eyes so close up.</p><p>“You’re rarely dumb in the first place,” Stan scolds, but there’s not much heat in his words. “But yes, good job.”</p><p>Bill’s still grinning as he sets the binoculars down; the strap they’re on makes them swing back into place in front of Stan’s chest. Stan barely notices, too transfixed by Bill when he really shouldn’t be, at least not right now. They’re both quiet, just looking at each other, and then Stan watches as Bill’s gaze drops, to– </p><p>To Stan’s lips. His mouth goes dry.</p><p>Bill’s gaze flickers back up, and then he says, nervous but without breaking their eye contact, “<b>Do… do you want to k-kiss as bad as I d-do right now?</b>”</p><p>“Yes,” Stan breathes, and then Bill’s leaning forward to press his lips to Stan’s.</p><p>It’s short and sweet and still completely firework-inducing, at least for Stan. In all the time he’s harbored feelings for Bill, he’s imagined what he’d want their first kiss to be like – who doesn’t? – and somehow this is exactly what he’s wanted. He’s smiling before Bill even pulls away, also grinning, and then they both start giggling, leaning into each other for support.</p><p>“That was nice,” Stan says finally, leaning his head on Bill’s shoulder, bird-watching activities nearly forgotten. It’s not a loss, really; he can do it again tomorrow. He can’t break this moment with Bill, yet.</p><p>“Just nice?” Bill teases, resting his own head against Stan’s. Stan’s never felt this energized while sitting still before. “I sh-should work on m-my skills, then.”</p><p>“I think that’s a good idea,” Stan says without really thinking, and they laugh again, loudly and without a care in the world.</p><p>Stan sincerely hopes this day never ends.</p><p>-</p><p><i>i hope you enjoyed this!! ty again for the prompt uwu</i></p>
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Question: can you draw some stenbrough please?❤️
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Question: reddie w “i can’t sleep, can i sleep here” and maybe.. “you’re a terrible liar” ??? 💓💓
Answer: <p><i>Thank you for sending this! Here you go! </i>  💓  </p><p>Eddie let out an annoyed grunt when he felt a hand slap him right in the face just as he was finally drifting off to sleep. He had been trying to do that for hours now, tossing and turning on the cold hard floor, too uncomfortable to be able to. No one seemed to be having the same problem as Eddie. Not Bill who was snoring to his right, or Bev sprawled out to his left and definitely not Ben whose hand was the one that had just smacked him. </p><p>He knew Mike and Stan were also asleep, they had been whispering to each other long after the others had fallen asleep and Eddie heard when their words began to slow and slurr until they both just stopped talking completely. And Richie. Richie was most definitely asleep having won couch privileges for the night. </p><p>Eddie had been so close to winning them himself, it had been down to him and Richie and an arm wrestling competition. Eddie was sure he would be able to take Richie and his lanky arms. He was short but strong and he would have won if Richie hadn’t cheated and distracted Eddie in order to win. </p><p>Eddie was an expert ignoring Richie’s teasing and taunting but what he didn’t know how to ignore was Richie knowingly licking his lips and winking at him. He should have, after all, Richie did that all the time but just a couple of hours earlier he had been wearing that same expression as he dragged Eddie to Mike’s room for a make out session while the others watch a movie in the basement. They were almost caught when Bill came looking for them after noticing they had been gone for awhile. After they were found, Eddie had to lock himself in the bathroom for ten minutes to calm himself down ―both from Richie’s kisses and Bill almost walking in on them.</p><p>Richie giving him that same expression resulted in him growing just as flustered before and allowed Richie to beat him with a triumphant cry. </p><p>He offered to share the couch with Eddie, of course but he was too proud to accept the offer.</p><p>He was seriously regretting that decision right now. </p><p>Not only was he super uncomfortable, he also wished he was sleeping with Richie. </p><p>This thing between them was very new ―so new even the losers didn’t know yet― and very exciting and Eddie would often find himself missing Richie in the most ridiculous ways. For example, while they were both in Mike’s basement, sleeping just a few feet apart. Well. Richie was sleeping. Eddie was glaring at the ceiling. He wanted to kick himself for passing on the perfect excuse to share the couch with Richie without raising too much suspicion among their friends.</p><p>Turned out he didn’t have kick himself because in that moment Bill turned around and kicked Eddie’s side in his sleep. </p><p>That did it.</p><p>With an annoyed huff, Eddie got up dragging himself as well as his pillow and blanket over to the couch where Richie was sleeping.</p><p>“Richie. Richie.” Eddie whispered, shoving Richie’s shoulder. He stirred slightly but other than that he remained fast asleep. “Rich wake up.”</p><p>Richie didn’t.</p><p>After five minutes Eddie lost his patience and dropped his pillow on Richie’s face. Hard.</p><p>Richie jolted awake and blinked confused at Eddie.</p><p>“Eds?” He grumbled, struggling to see in the dark and without his glasses. “Is everything okay? Why are you awake?”</p><p>“The floor is too hard and I’m sure I have like ten bruises from Bill kicking me and Ben hitting me in the face and I can’t sleep.” Eddie whispered. “Can I sleep here?”</p><p>Even if he was still barely waking up Richie smirked up at him. “I thought you said you didn’t want to sleep with me.” He teased. </p><p>Eddie did say that earlier, when Richie suggested they share the couch. He had been lying of course but he couldn’t just come out and say that. “I don’t.” He said but he didn’t sound very convincing. “I want to sleep on the couch. That’s different.”</p><p>“You’re a terrible liar.” Richie said, grinning. </p><p>Eddie was tired, irritable and now he was also blushing furiously. He huffed, crossing his arms. “If you’re going to be a dick I’m going back to the floor but when I wake up with a sore back in the morning I’m blaming you.” He whirled around on his heels but Richie grabbed his wrist, stopping him. “What?&ldquo; </p><p>&quot;Come here.” Richie said, scooting over against the back of the couch, making space for Eddie. </p><p>Eddie didn’t move, pouting at Richie. “I won’t be a dick I promise.”</p><p>“I don’t believe you but okay.&quot; </p><p>He tucked himself in the tiny space but even if he tried to make himself as small as possible, he still ended up practically on top of Richie. Not that he particularly minded, Eddie liked the way their bodies felt pressed together from head to toe and judging by Richie’s happy sigh, so did he. But Eddie couldn’t help but wonder what their friends would think if they woke up and found them like this. Way to make their relationship known. If it even was a relationship. Richie and Eddie had yet to talk about it, about them and Eddie would rather get that out of the way before the losers found out in case this wasn’t what Richie wanted and Eddie was just imagining things and―</p><p>&quot;No wonder you can’t sleep Eds.” Richie whispered, Eddie felt his breath against his neck and suppressed a shiver. “I can hear you thinking from here. Are you sure you're―&quot; </p><p>&quot;Are we dating?” Eddie asked, cutting Richie off. As soon as the words were out, he regretted them. He closed his eyes, wishing he could take them back or that at the very least the couch would swallow him whole. </p><p>“What?” Richie asked and he sounded genuinely confused. Fuck, oh fuck, Eddie thought.</p><p>“You know what? Forget I said anything. We don’t have to do this. I’m gonna return to the floor now.”</p><p>“Hey no no. Wait.” Richie said, wrapping his arm around Eddie’s waist to stop him from leaving the couch. </p><p>“It’s fine Richie I get it. We don’t have to talk about it.”</p><p>“I didn’t think there was anything to talk about!”</p><p>And wow, that hurt. It was all the answer Eddie needed, if Richie didn’t think there was anything to talk about it meant that this, them wasn’t a thing like Eddie had hoped.Forget going back to the floor, at this point, Eddie was considering riding his bike home in the middle of the night. </p><p>“Shit. No that’s not what I meant.”</p><p>“Richie it’s fine just let me go.”</p><p>“No! Eds I didn’t think there was anything to talk about because I thought it was clear that we are dating.&quot; </p><p>Eddie stopped struggling to break himself free, frowning. &quot;What?”</p><p>“Yeah. I mean we’ve been making out on a daily basis, we hold hands, we’ve been going on dates. I thought it was clear.”</p><p>“Oh.”</p><p>“Eddie you’re literally on top of me right now. We’re cuddling.” Richie chuckled and Eddie shrugged nonchalantly as if he wasn’t having a crisis a minute ago. “How long have you been worrying about this? Is that why you didn’t want the losers to know about us? Because you thought this was just- what? Me fooling around?”</p><p>“No. I mean― maybe.”</p><p>Richie snorted and he kissed Eddie’s temple. “Oh my fucking God you’re adorable. And so so clueless but mostly adorable.&quot; </p><p>&quot;Shut up.” Eddie said, blushing furiously. “You said you weren’t going to be dick.”</p><p>“You’re right, you’re right I’m sorry.” Richie said, keeping his laughter in. “But just so we’re clear on your question. We are dating.”</p><p>Eddie smiled, a smile so dopey he was glad Richie couldn’t see it. “Okay. Cool.”</p><p>“Are you two idiots done?” Stan said, startling both Eddie and Richie who were sure they were the only ones awake. “Because I would like to be able to go back to sleep now.”</p><p>Their eyes met in the dark and they burst into laughter which they tried to muffle by shoving their faces into the pillow. </p><p>“Guess the secret is out.” Richie whispered. </p><p>They heard Stan snort. “Please. It was never a secret. You both disappeared for like an hour today and when you came back there was a hickey on Eddie’s neck.” He said and Eddie blushed, hand instinctively flying to where the mark Stan was talking about was. He had hoped it wasn’t that visible. “Now I promise I will be happy for you in the morning but right now you both need to shut up and get the fuck to sleep or I will personally murder you both.”</p><p>They didn’t dare to speak another word, knowing Stan meant every word. Instead Eddie closed his eyes and whether it was the fact that he was now on the soft, comfortable couch or in Richie’s arms he fell asleep right away. </p><p><i>Send me a number and a ship from <a href="https://jem-carstairs-is-perfection.tumblr.com/post/187241426335/angstfluff-prompt-list-mvps">this</a> list and I’ll write something! </i></p>
Tags: reddie, fanfic

Post id: 187967086022
Date: 2019-09-26 19:34:41 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/187967086022
Slug: 
Reblog key: 1qDrRUBa
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/xandertheundead/187249794990
Reblog name: xandertheundead
Question: <p>I need you to write about Eddie and his love of Ice Cream. Reddie would be appreciated. </p>
Answer: <p>“What the fuck are you doing?”</p><p>Richie stopped turning the crank, frowning as he turned to look up at his husband whose arms were crossed and had a very disapproving look on his face. He turned to look around, as if that would offer him some kind of answer to what Eddie was asking.</p><p>“I’m….making ice cream? Like you asked?”</p><p>He watched as Eddie groaned, throwing his arms up as he moved over to him and shooed him away from the ice cream turner. Richie went easily, knowing that arguing would only bring more trouble as he watched as Eddie started to turn the crack and a quick speed, not stopping every minute for a break like Richie had.</p><p>It was hot as fuck.</p><p>“You need to continuously turn the crank, otherwise it won’t mix and harden up from the cream and vanilla.”</p><p>Richie bit his bottom lip, the grin too much to contain as he tried his best not to chuckle. “I’ll give you something hard and creamy.”</p><p>“If you so much as even hint on comparing me making my dad’s famous vanilla ice to your dick I’m going to fucking drag you to the return store.”</p><p>Richie grinned, moving behind his husband so he could place his hand over Eddie’s on the turn crank, making Eddie stop for a moment. When Wddie grunted and turned back to look at him, Richie placed the softest kiss against Eddie’s ear and felt him husband shudder softly.</p><p>“Watching you turn that cream if so fucking beautiful. Do you know how your biceps bulge when you turn that crank? Fuck.”</p><p>He heard Eddie groan, moving to continue to turn the crank but pushing his hips back against Richie and Richie let out an exaggerated purr. Eddie laughed and continued to churn the ice cream while moving his hips, this being the sexist ice cream making Richie had ever been a part of.</p><p>But when he was pushed away, Richie let out a squawk of disappointment and he pouted as Eddie started churning quicker. The look of determination on his husband’s face was super cute, but he still felt cheated until Eddie turned to him with a smirk.</p><p>“Once I finish. How about your first bowl you eat off my chest and stomach?”</p><p>Richie didn’t even give it a single thought.</p><p>“I’ll go get the spoon!”</p><p><br/></p><p><a href="https://xandertheundead.tumblr.com/ask">I’m drinking so send me a prompt!</a></p>
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Question: <p>Reddie and stanlon on a play date with their kids?? Only if you want to&#128151;</p>
Answer: <p>“He’s the top reader in his reading group.”</p><p>Richie snorted. “So what? MJ can count to twenty.”</p><p>Eddie rolled his eyes and turned back to Mike, grabbing a chip as they watched their husbands compete with their children. “I swear to god, our kids are going to get complexes the way those two brag about them to each other.”</p><p>Mike chuckled and shook his head. “Wanna know a secret?”</p><p>Eddie raised an eyebrow and nodded quickly. “Always.”</p><p>He leaned in when Mike did, grinning when his friend lowered his voice to whisper so their husband’s wouldn’t hear them. “Stan was so upset when Richie told him that MJ went number two on the toilet last week. We still haven’t gotten Asher to even look at the toilet, let alone go in it.”</p><p>Eddie tried to smother his chuckle, schooling his features into a more serious look when he saw Stan glance over.</p><p>“Richie tried to teach MJ her alphabet as soon as he got the text that Asher had learned his.”</p><p>“What are you laughing at, Chucolious?” </p><p>Eddie glanced over to see his husband looking over at them, their daughter slung over his shoulder so her Spider-Man underwear clad butt was on display for everyone. Eddie shook his head, not even trying to tell Richie to try and pull MJ’s purple skirt down so she wasn’t flashing the world.</p><p>“Nothing, babe. Did you need something?”</p><p>“Potty! Potty, Dada!”</p><p>Richie pointed to the wiggling child butt on his shoulder. “Babe needs to shit.”</p><p>The chorus of Richie’s name yelled was truly amazing as Eddie moved to whack his husband’s shoulder while Stan dove to cover Asher’s ears.  </p><p><a href="https://xandertheundead.tumblr.com/ask">I’m drinking so send me some prompts!</a></p>
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Question: OMG for the fluffy reddie prompt either "I found an old birthday card why did you keep it" OR "why are you practicing kissing the mirror?" SURPRISE ME WITH WHICHEVER ONE SPARKS JOY FIRST 
Answer: <p>….hmmmm…<i>I was cleaning up and I found an old birthday card I gave to you years ago. Why did you keep it?</i></p><p>Instead of a hello, today Richie receives the sound of sneeze. He didn’t need proof of Eddie’s symptoms, but of course, could undoubtedly rely on the deliverance of them - even without demand. Richie had only come by Eddie’s to drop his medication off for him; a favour with no intention of reward or recompense. He catches the tail end of the sneeze as he enters through the back door, left ajar, and whispers of affection crack the corners of his lips.<b> “Hey,” </b>he calls, and all he gets in response is a low and muffled groan. </p><p>Eddie’s in the living room, his frail frame folded between the mixed fibres of two or three blankets. He’s looking peaky; pale like he’s been doused in flour, clammy like he’s been put in a sweaty oven to bake. His cheeks are flushed as though they’ve been pinched by grotesque aunts for hours, and Richie’s tempted to add his own hue of paint to to their effulgent red. But he holds himself in, for once. He bets the sicknote is well past the point of motherly saturation. </p><p><b>“Pills.”</b></p><p><b>“Thanks.”</b></p><p><b>“Tea?”</b></p><p><b>“Please.”</b></p><p>The brief exchange sends Richie to the kitchen, where he’ll make an inevitable task of prepping two cups of tea. He calls through a couple times; “where are the cups?” “what flavour?”, and from Eddie’s perspective he’s beginning to feel as though he should have just gone and made the tea himself. It seems to take forever, and Eddie thinks it’s because when it comes to kitchens, Richie is nothing short of useless. That isn’t the case, however. Not even a little bit.</p><p>In the restless fingers of the healthier boy is a card. While the kettle rose to a whistle, he’d allowed himself a nosy poke at the various charts and documents pinned to the fridge. It was all predictable Kaspbrak paraphernalia - reminders to wash your hands, information on upcoming vaccination appointments, etc. But it was the colourful corner of the now held card that had caught Richie’s attention, just visible behind an allergy chart. He gulped, the kettle screamed, and so did his brain that skipped forward and backward over the threshold of excitement and panic. </p><p>He’d regretted giving Eddie that card the moment it exchanged hands. Eddie had accepted it with the amiable reception he had accepted all his other cards and gifts, and taken them all home to open in private. He always liked to fold the wrapping paper up, and privy to the nature of a certain Trashmouth, knew adhering to this particular preference would only lay himself open to irritating ridicule. So, with the rest of it, this card from Richie to Eddie had been supposedly opened in solitude. It must have done, and yet, it was never mentioned. </p><p>Richie had chastised himself for weeks after that, and despite his usual attempt of forcing his obnoxious humour into the personal space of Eddie and the rest of the Losers, there had been an irrefutable awkwardness between the two of them. Eventually, that palpable air passed, but from time to time Richie did ponder on whatever did happen to that card he’d given to the boy he was so evidently fond of. Now he knew.</p><p><b>“Eddie Spaghetti,</b></p><p><b>I think squirrels really like spaghetti, there is nothing to suggest this is true but I believe they do. I mean - squirrels… spaghetti…it makes sense! That being said, I think I like you.</b></p><p><b>…as much as I think squirrels like spaghetti.</b></p><p><b>Richie&quot;</b></p><p>Richie reads the card out loud and watches Eddie’s head bob up behind the couch back, turn tomato red, and dip back down with the urgency that the card’s fabled squirrel might duck out of sight from a hunter. Richie’s just as red, but unlike Eddie, he’s smiling. </p><p>He moves to the sofa, perches on the seat that Eddie’s feet are cacooned upon. Richie doesn’t look up at the other boy; his spectacled vision hangs fixated upon the scruffy scrawl of the afrorementioned birthday confession. </p><p><b>“You kept this stupid card,”</b> he mumbles eventually, and the blink away from the card finds the others’ eyes with some kind of sheepish glance that’s glassy with wonderment. Eddie looks like he’s attempting bravery in the face of fear, chocolate brown hues twinkling and red around the edges, and his top lip is tucked beneath the bottom. Richie continues: <b>“how come?”</b></p><p>A few groggy sniffs are his answer, and something’s cogged the route of his words from his brain to his mouth. Is it sinusitis, or a self constructed flood gate keeping a tidal wave of emotions from rushing into the room? </p><p><b>“I- well, I dunno. I guess I liked the words and I just couldn’t bring myself to get rid of it.”</b></p><p>Richie’s mouth releases a short burst of air, a stifled chuckle, and his fingers grip the card like a flimsy lifeline. He looks back down to it, runs his eyes across the words once more.</p><p><b>“Do you think squirrels like spaghetti?”</b> He asks.</p><p>Eddie’s still, until he nods. <b>“Yeah, I think so.”</b></p><p><b>“Eddie…”</b></p><p><b>“Yes Richie?”</b></p><p>Richie reaches forward, thumb and knuckle at last allowing that cheek pinch he’d craved.</p><p><b>“…You’ve got snot on your lip.”</b></p>
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Question: You said you made “brownies” for my birthday and now we’re high as a fucking kite?? 👀👀
Answer: <p><i><b><a href="https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=O3tGImqhrMo">“Did you just order a $5 shake?”</a></b></i></p>
<p><i><b><a href="https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=O3tGImqhrMo">“Mm-hm.”</a></b></i></p>
<p><i><b><a href="https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=O3tGImqhrMo">“A shake? Milk and ice cream?”</a></b></i></p>
<p><i><b><a href="https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=O3tGImqhrMo">“Last I heard.”</a></b></i></p>
<p><i><b><a href="https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=O3tGImqhrMo">“That’s five dollars… You don’t put bourbon in it or nothin’?”</a></b></i></p>
<p>Richie smacks his lips. His eyes feel like the lids have weights clipped to them. <b>“I want one of those.” </b>He says, the mere fantasy of dousing his dry tongue in sugary thick and frozen ice cream allowing his cotton mouth to subside temporarily, only to strike back with a vengeance seconds later. Beside him, a sleepy Eddie grunts<b>. “Same here. I’ve never wanted anything more in my whole entire life.”</b></p> <p><a href="https://fuzzylogik.tumblr.com/post/187215984576/you-said-you-made-brownies-for-my-birthday-and" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: <p>chart 1 A1 and D1 stenbrough? </p>
Answer: <div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="800"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/4d59d17cf2264fca5191c34f91227f16/7b985d9acd5d26bf-c7/s640x960/dd05f479d6e63a2d3cd9f3639edc761ed2ba60e9.jpg" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="800"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="955"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/dc5c071735b0c83ced15dbd07b3780a0/7b985d9acd5d26bf-42/s640x960/a5d4cdb8b5c7904d7d0a0a08658c2b9067f96cb6.jpg" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="955"/></figure></div><p>babes babes babes </p><p>thank you so much for the request!!!</p>
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Question: for the ship + sentence thingy ~ Stozier and "How did you get your arm stuck in there /again/?" 
Answer: <p><i><b>I had so much fun with this, you have no idea. I’ve never considered myself to be a Stozier person, but like. You’ve changed my mind.</b></i><br/><br/></p>
<p>“How did you get your arm stuck in there <i>again?</i> Richie, you <i>know</i> that vending machine doesn’t work.”</p>
<p>“Yeah, well, I know that <i>now,” </i>Richie retorts, as if he’s got any sort of dignity left to defend. It’s hard to believe he has, when he’s literally sprawled on the floor with his arm wedged nearly halfway up the vending machine.</p> <p><a href="https://richie-kaspbraks.tumblr.com/post/187228806566/for-the-ship-sentence-thingy-stozier-and-how" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: <p>Cna you write a Stanlon fic where Mike is the new kid and Stan is the one assigned to show him around? Pe I looooove you </p>
Answer: <p>“That’s where the gym and if you go downstairs through the long hallway? The lunchroom is that way.” Mike glanced down the hall where the other gestures with his arm, the stairs steep and old as he hitched his backpack up further on his shoulder. Stan, his guide for the new school, but at his bottom lip for a second before giving a small shrug. “I mean, that is about it.”</p><p>“Oh.” Mike replied with a nod, not exactly wanting to leave the side of the first real nice person he had talked to at this school, but he didn’t want to cling either. “I’m, thanks for showing me around by the way.”</p><p>“It’s no problem.” Stan replied quietly, moving to brush soft curls from his green eyes. “I&rsquo;m the student body president, it’s what I do.”</p><p>“Oh.” Mike repeated, the sound sounding softer even though he tried to make it sound like he didn’t care. “Well, still thanks. I would have been lost without you.”</p><p>The way the corner of Stan’s lip curled made Mike take a deep breath, something about the amused look making the boy look confident. “Well, if you ever have any questions don’t be afraid to ask. Alright?”</p><p>Mike gave a nod and Stan nodded back slowly.</p><p>When the silence between them had gone on for at least a minute Stan took a deep breath in through his nose and gave another more firm nod. “Okay, well, I’m going to head to class. You good?”</p><p>“Umm…” Mike hesitated for a second. “No?”</p><p>“No?”</p><p>“Is it bad that I don’t really wanna go off on my own yet? Is the like&hellip;lame?”</p><p>Stan actually laughed, his face lighting up in a way that had Mike wanting to lean closer to him. </p><p>“I mean&hellip;kinda.”</p><p>The laugh that came out of Mike’s mouth surprised himself and he had to place a hand over his mouth to stop it, glad that Stan looked delighted by it. When Stan angled his body towards him, Mike gulped when the other reached out to fix the collar of Mike’s shirt.</p><p>“But it’s cute.”</p><p><a href="https://xandertheundead.tumblr.com/ask">I’m drinking send me drunk prompts!</a></p>
Tags: stanlon, fanfic

Post id: 187906214545
Date: 2019-09-23 19:34:55 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/187906214545
Slug: 
Reblog key: 5udv3SRU
Reblog url: https://s-brant.tumblr.com/post/187237897178/bichie-if-youre-into-that-they-meet-in-a-coffee
Reblog name: s-brant
Question: <p>Bichie if you're into that? They meet in a coffee shop au oneshot or something? Barista Bill makes my heart melt</p>
Answer: <p><b><i>I love Bichie! This is really short, but I hope you like it, thank you for sending this!</i></b></p><p>Bill hates his job. And that isn’t an exaggeration by any means, not when one takes entitled, rude customers and the monotonous nature of pouring coffee all day into consideration.</p><p>Every day feels the same; waking up in the morning with no urge to get out of bed, going to work, and falling back onto his mattress at the end of the day. Often times, he wonders if it’s bad that the only time he feels alive is when he writes for hours late into the night, when words become reality and, for a brief, fleeting moment, he can learn to breathe again. The answer to that concerned question always evades him somehow, slipped through the cracks between extra shifts and sleepless nights spent writing, but it’s always there. It always remained unanswered and he figured it always would, but then he met him and that stranger started to make him question a multitude of things about the way he lives his life.</p><p>It started on a slow time of the morning, right after the rush of people grabbing coffee on their way to work, and he was busy scrubbing down the counters when Richie walked in for the first time.</p><p>He wishes he could say it was love at first sight on his end, but the truth is not as glamorous. Their first interaction consisted of Bill slipping and spilling an entire pot of coffee down the front of his shirt. Between the scrambling to grab napkins and frantically apologizing while he tried to dab away the stain forming on the stranger’s clothes, he hadn’t even looked at him, let alone gotten the chance to fall in love with him as desperately as he soon would. His cheeks tinged a deep pink and his embarrassment reached its peak by the time he finally spoke to him.</p><p>“Dude, it’s totally fine, don’t worry about it,” Richie said with a soft chuckle at Bill’s near- hysterics.</p><p>Looking back on it, it’s strange that Richie came into his life at such a perfect time. Just as the isolation and loneliness began to suffocate him, just as he began to lean toward that swirling darkness that called to him every second of every day, <i>he</i> showed up. He’s conscious of the fact that the only reason he pulled himself out of that hole is because he wanted to, but to deny Richie’s role in it would be a crime. Richie; with his stupid voices and jokes that made Bill laugh until he cried, walked into the cafe every day after that incident. Bill had bought him a coffee and he spent an extra fifteen minutes sitting at his table watching him as he worked because he, as a matter of fact, did fall in love the moment he saw him.</p><p>He often went there and sat down for hours, working on his computer and taking glances at him every once in a while. It was the same routine of Bill handing him his coffee, him sitting down to work, and the both of them exchanging glances when the other wasn’t looking until Bill decided to take one of his breaks with him.</p><p>The rest is history.</p><p>As soon as they sat down and started talking for real, they were both gone for each other.</p><p>Even if it took a month or two before they got to acknowledging and acting upon their feelings, it took one conversation alone.  </p><p>Between the first kiss and the next, Bill can’t remember where exactly it began, but Richie does. He remembers every first touch and kiss like it happened yesterday.</p><p>He had been rambling on about his day while they leaned against the wall outside the cafe, passing a cigarette back and forth between them, when Bill kissed him for the first time. It had been quick at first, but he distinctly remembers how gentle it was. How soft his hand had been cupping the edge of his jaw and how sweetly he had smiled at him as they both pulled away. It had been intoxicating, <i>Bill</i> had been intoxicating, and Richie wasn’t sure if he’d ever have the strength to pull away. </p><p>Luckily for him, he would never need to. Luckily for him, from that day forward, they would be together and he wouldn’t have to spend a day without him. And, luckily for Bill, as soon as he pulled away from that first kiss, he felt like he could breathe again.</p>
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Question: 10 and 25 for hanbrough if you please! otherwise any pairing will do ♥
Answer: <p>you know that thing where u can’t even search ur own blog for something you /literally/ tagged? this was something like…idk something but it reminded me of something i already wrote so i Really have no reason for not posting it sooner other than procrastination being my middle name so anyways, this:</p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p><b>M</b>ike doesn’t mean to start writing a sex scene while sitting in a Starbucks, but he’d tried writing at home, well it’s just his parents house now, and his mom kept walking in trying to talk to him. So he left the old farmhouse and drove into his newly modernized hometown of good ol’ Derry, Maine.</p>
<p>	It’d started with a piece of his story inspiring a memory from his own sex life. Something he’d done forever ago with an ex. Secretly, in a tent. Surrounded by friends. Not their most shining moment but it was hot and applicable to his current story.</p> <p><a href="https://veganmikehanlon.tumblr.com/post/185370231288/10-and-25-for-hanbrough-if-you-please-otherwise" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: <p>i love you maybe write something about reddie at/before prom?</p>
Answer: <p><b>ahh i love ya more !! here we goooooooo,,,</b></p><p>“Richie, I really have no clue as to why you’re nervous!” Mike rolls his eyes annoyingly, “I catch that dude starin’ at you in math class all the time!”</p><p>At that, Richie just shrugs shyly, “Yeah but, maybe he was.. I dunno, lookin’ at my page for the answers?”</p><p>Mike goes to open his mouth, but is interrupted by none other than Eddie Kaspbrak runnin’ up to Richie Tozier.</p><p>”Hey,” he says, outta breath ‘n’ desperately wantin’ air, “can I talk to Richie, alone?”</p><p>Mike gives him a small ‘n’ warm smile, with a cheeky knowing wink to Richie, before catchin’ up with a curly headed boy down the hallway. </p><p>Richie props his glasses up to his speckled nose, “Uhm, h-hi?”</p><p>Eddie giggles, the faintest tint of pink on his tanned cheeks, “Hi! I have a question I gotta ask you,” he squeezes his eyes shut quickly, inhalin’ while doin’ so, “do you have anyone to go to the prom with?”</p><p>”Not that I know of, nope,” he shyly says at the blonde haired boy, his heart practically soarin’ into space! </p><p>“Well&hellip;.. would you like one? Because, I’m gonna be very straightforward here, I really, <i>really</i> like you ‘n’ I wanna take you to it,” Eddie grimaces at his own words, shocked at himself that he even has any left.</p><p>”M-Me? Richie Tozier?<i> Richard ‘Bucky Beaver’ Tozier</i>? Are you fuckin’ with me or?!” Richie whispers, truly not believin’ the question he’d just been asked. </p><p>“I fuckin’ hate that nickname,” he mumbles to himself, “but yes. It’s okay if you don’t feel th—“</p><p>”Yes. Yes I will, I <i>really</i> freakin’ like you too Eds,” the nickname causes Eddie too blush even harder.</p><p>He grins at Richie, “Great, that’s— that’s fucking amazing! Here’s my number,” he slips a piece of paper to him.</p><p>Richie, at a loss for words, has his mouth hangin’ open, “See ya, Tozier!” Eddie winks before scurryin’ off to his next class, leavin’ Richie in awe.</p>
Tags: reddie, fanfic

Post id: 187883069622
Date: 2019-09-22 17:43:36 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/187883069622/a-beverly-marsh-and-ben-love-those-guys
Slug: a-beverly-marsh-and-ben-love-those-guys
Reblog key: jEEzTlyp
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/transkasp/187232970285
Reblog name: transkasp
Question: a Beverly marsh and Ben? Love those guys
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="450" data-orig-height="450" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/ce14e9f4bee333f5dea2310e35f3c31f/cefb9914f46cfa84-58/s500x750/945beb8fa8a6922380bd12b4fa6baec978d396c1.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="450" data-orig-height="450" data-media-key="ce14e9f4bee333f5dea2310e35f3c31f:cefb9914f46cfa84-58"/></figure><figure data-orig-width="494" data-orig-height="494" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/bc7c2b20acc62397cce4de5d1a377229/cefb9914f46cfa84-c0/s500x750/6e1de5ffc0f99346fdc9a843f24a489d17c34b26.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="494" data-orig-height="494" data-media-key="bc7c2b20acc62397cce4de5d1a377229:cefb9914f46cfa84-c0"/></figure><p>. * º ☆ º * . * º ♥︎ º • .</p>
Tags: benverly, fanart

Post id: 187848097214
Date: 2019-09-20 23:17:45 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/187848097214/s-spare-some-richie-and-stan-self-harm-hcs-its
Slug: s-spare-some-richie-and-stan-self-harm-hcs-its
Reblog key: UUbkUZjc
Reblog url: https://chewytongue.tumblr.com/post/186992092012/s-spare-some-richie-and-stan-self-harm-hcs-its
Reblog name: chewytongue
Question: S-spare some Richie and Stan self harm hcs? It’s for my self-projection. 
Answer: <p>Boy howdy. Mood. </p><p>I headcanon that richie would go to stan first like “I fucked up, don’t be mad” / Stan tries to react neutral, but he’s lowkey having a panic attack cause ah shit, still does his best to counsel richie without making it obvious that he’s also struggling the same thing / they keep it between themselves but eventually Eddie finds out and then Beverly, but richie still only wears short sleeves around stan / eventually Stan’s scars are becoming less practical to hide and he’s doing it more often because stress and school and friends and everything so he tells richie / richie’s like “oh fuck if I hadn’t shown him mine he wouldn’t have started because blah blah blah” and Stan’s like “no I was doing it before you told me, don’t beat yourself up over it” and they’re both like “too late for that” / the majority of Stan’s scars are surface level scratches and are orderly, only on his forearms and ankles, doing it is just kinda part of his nightly routine, he cleans his wounds after, yknow, stan shit. / richie is more chaotic, he sometimes carrys a blade with him, his scars are often deeper, but he only self harms when he’s really kicking the shit, but it’s like a blind fury and he doesn’t necessarily have control of where he does it / sometimes he slaps a bandaid on but they’re kinda useless / after stan tells richie he starts feeling comfortable wearing t-shirts around richie, but only him / richie starts wearing clothes that show off his scars more often around the rest of the losers cause hey they’re gonna find out eventually, and now they know / he also does it as a nudge to stan, cause he wants stan to feel comfortable enough to wear what he wants too. / uh. Yeah. :’)</p>
Tags: stozier, headcanon, tw: self harm

Post id: 187829796394
Date: 2019-09-20 01:09:12 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/187829796394/draw-yogwarts-stan-and-richie-or-so-help-me-god
Slug: draw-yogwarts-stan-and-richie-or-so-help-me-god
Reblog key: smg2lN4G
Reblog url: https://autisticbateman.tumblr.com/post/187127059783/draw-yogwarts-stan-and-richie-or-so-help-me-god
Reblog name: autisticbateman
Question: draw yogwarts stan and richie or so help me god.
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="839" data-orig-height="701" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/2451558949c205be6c8d4629594d0986/8cf1c95eaa43c62b-f7/s640x960/af2bc0c5304bd7d55de10f27e0decceaf93a5c45.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="839" data-orig-height="701" data-media-key="2451558949c205be6c8d4629594d0986:8cf1c95eaa43c62b-f7"/></figure><p>idk how to draw people KBJGNFLMDGKBJFNLHBKjnfkjnljnkfm</p><p>here r ur gays, sir</p>
Tags: stozier, fanart

Post id: 187825281794
Date: 2019-09-19 20:32:05 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/187825281794/love-that-this-blog-does-all-ships-theres-not
Slug: love-that-this-blog-does-all-ships-theres-not
Reblog key: hDWHY2yC
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: Love that this blog does all ships there's not enough blogs like it
Answer: <p>Thank you!! </p><p>We really try to represent all loserxloser ships - they all deserve love!</p>
Tags: dadbod2016richie

Post id: 187801945969
Date: 2019-09-18 17:43:17 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/187801945969/hi-if-youre-still-taking-requests-would-you-mind
Slug: hi-if-youre-still-taking-requests-would-you-mind
Reblog key: 05btHOHj
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/spastuetheobsessedphylosopher/187159721085
Reblog name: spastuetheobsessedphylosopher
Question: hi if you’re still taking requests would you mind drawing richie and bev being pals🥺
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="1065" data-orig-height="653" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/741d88fb11ffd009df6cbfdb2f832601/7575f755fa50ed3f-ad/s640x960/a652cf96fa6a6d0e85e81cc1ef867c3b0f560e28.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="1065" data-orig-height="653"/></figure><p>i call this one: idiot kids chainsmoked and yo-yo’d until they took an accidental nap at the quarry </p>
<p>(i put the effort into colouring it quick but didnt like it but put the effort in so its under the cut anyways bye)</p> <p><a href="https://wtfmqkqylq.tumblr.com/post/187159465773/hi-if-youre-still-taking-requests-would-you-mind" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: platonic bevchie, fanart

Post id: 187787202279
Date: 2019-09-17 23:17:34 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/187787202279
Slug: 
Reblog key: f4I5AfzY
Reblog url: https://themoontaurus.tumblr.com/post/187133266765/3c-kasplon
Reblog name: themoontaurus
Question: <p>3c kasplon???</p>
Answer: <p>Here ya go honey!!</p><div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1129"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/b26dda8f799dc78c0e055b9a48f94338/eabb30fccda78af1-74/s640x960/ff840374831ab4d630cf0ce4c492c2742ab59f16.jpg" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1129"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1129"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/e79ac2bedec185379ea87b49a8388f34/eabb30fccda78af1-be/s640x960/a833ed1a093b9449fa5ef7abe73e25c723c2fc27.jpg" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1129"/></figure></div>
Tags: kasplon, fanart

Post id: 187765401194
Date: 2019-09-16 23:17:42 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/187765401194/ooh-when-you-laugh-like-that-it-just-youre-so
Slug: ooh-when-you-laugh-like-that-it-just-youre-so
Reblog key: ni0ak1DO
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/private_473437472?186929973017
Reblog name: 
Question: ooh "when you laugh like that it just- you're so beautiful, you know that?" with reddie!!
Answer: <p><b><span class="npf_color_joey">+</span></b> <b>request from this prompt list <a href="https://lgbtqbyers.tumblr.com/post/186840605662/one-shots-anybody">here</a>! </b></p><p>Eddie watched his friends as they splashed around in the water of the quarry; giggles and laughs echoing around them all. Eddie sat from afar a few feet away, his feet dipped in the brownish water. His arm rested on his thighs, the large cast being super fucking annoying, if he was being completely honest. But, he didn’t want it to get wet. He didn’t want it to get <i>dirty</i>.</p><p>It sucked that he’d have to wait out his injury before being able to really join his friends again out in the water. Soon enough though, as his friends splashed on, Richie swam his way over to where Eddie sat and joined him on the rocks. “Eds, I could totally hold you on my shoulders out there. Your cast would stay totally stone dry,” he said, pushing his glasses up the bridge of his nose and smirking. Eddie blushed, watching the other boy. <i>He was so fucking cute everytime he pushed his glasses up like that. Richie was </i>always<i> so god damn cute. Ugh. </i>Eddie Kaspbrak had it really fucking bad.</p><p>Richie jabbed his elbow into Eddie’s arm. “You know, kinda like how your mom’s legs were up on my shoulders—” Eddie glared at him and let out a groan of disgust, suddenly pushing the boy away from him playfully and cutting him off before he could finish his stupid joke. “Ew Richie, seriously, that’s so fucking disgusting.”</p><p>Richie grinned, biting his lip as to try and attempt to hold back his fit of laughter. It was pretty much useless. The boy just couldn’t stop himself from <i>laughing</i> and soon enough he was laying against the rocks, holding his chest, trying to catch his breath. Eddie watched from beside him, a smile on his face as he tried to contain his own laughter. “Richie Tozier, you are really something else, you know that?” Eddie squeaks out in between laughs. </p><p>After that, time passes a little more slowly; the sun begins to lower and the rest of the Losers sit in different spots across the rocks, drying off while wrapped in towels. Richie lays down a towel underneath him as he lays on his stomach, leaning his head against his arm so he can look at Eddie while he talks. A few minutes of silence pass between them before Richie hears Eddie take a sharp inhale of breath, and the boy looks like he’s about to say something but then he closes his mouth and nothing comes out. </p><p>Richie’s about to ask him what’s up before he hears Eddie spill out in one quick, anxious breath, “when you laugh like that it just— you are just so beautiful, you know that, Trashmouth?” Eddie stares down at his cast, picking at it after his words fall out into the open. His entire face is burning red with embarrassment.</p><p>“Aw, Eds!” Richie says, sitting up and throwing an arm around his best friend. For now, Richie ignores the butterflies that swirl around in his stomach, the blush that rises in his cheeks and the slightly faster pace of his heart at Eddie’s words. “You are just <i>so</i> sweet to me.” He scoots closer to Eddie and leans his head against his shoulder, the two of them watching the sun set over the water as they both begin to wonder about the feelings that they were harboring for one another.</p><p>Eddie breathed in deeply. Not like his feelings towards Richie were anything new, but he knew how <i>dangerous</i> all of that could be. He closed his eyes and relaxed. It would all be figured out in time. For now though, he was perfectly content laying with Richie as their night came to a peaceful end.</p>
Tags: reddie, fanfic

Post id: 187738265479
Date: 2019-09-15 19:34:53 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/187738265479/as-in-art-requests-oooo-maybe-some-kaspbrough-or
Slug: as-in-art-requests-oooo-maybe-some-kaspbrough-or
Reblog key: vYvG2mXA
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/tylerdun23/187121583547
Reblog name: tylerdun23
Question: As in art requests? Oooo maybe some Kaspbrough or some Stanscom? Your choice what they are doing. :)
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="687" data-orig-width="1132"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/374abe50ce8510b0cc68b127a1259d46/fd44724aec53ccf0-1e/s640x960/dd0cd040dc4f10cb24e3c809d94be8823d7f7f26.png" data-orig-height="687" data-orig-width="1132" data-media-key="374abe50ce8510b0cc68b127a1259d46:fd44724aec53ccf0-1e"/></figure><p>bill was everyones first crush</p><p>(sorry this is like the bare minimum)</p>
Tags: kasbrough, fanart

Post id: 187691168798
Date: 2019-09-13 17:43:23 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/187691168798/hey-babe-do-u-have-any-soft-stenbrough-hcs-i-saw
Slug: hey-babe-do-u-have-any-soft-stenbrough-hcs-i-saw
Reblog key: t88IxEL6
Reblog url: https://yozora.tumblr.com/post/187018099842/hey-babe-do-u-have-any-soft-stenbrough-hcs-i-saw
Reblog name: yozora
Question: hey babe do u have any soft stenbrough hcs,, i saw ur cosplay and now im fixated
Answer: <p><i>*cracks knuckles</i>* Boy, do I!! Here have some of my random faves: </p><ul><li>Stanley gets Bill a typewriter as a high school graduation gift because he’s a sap.  Bill considers it the best gift he’s ever received. Even years later Bill continues to write on <i>only</i> the typewriter because he insists it’s how he does his best work.</li><li>Stanley is the baker of their house. This probably attributes mostly to the fact that baking is very precise, which is something Stanley likes and is good with. Bill, however, is not. He tried to make Stanley cookies once and the instructions said to bake them at 350 degrees for 8-12 minutes and he thought, that by increasing the temp <i>significantly</i>, he could cut the time. The risk he took was calculated, but he’s bad at math and it was a disaster. </li><li>Stanley’s entire Instagram is pictures of different birds in a very well thought out, themed and coordinated layout. The only reason anyone on the internet knows what he looks like is because every other picture on Bill’s disaster of an Instagram is of Stanley. </li><li>Bill is easily distracted at home all day while Stanley is at work and, instead of working on his latest novel, he’ll text Stanley consistently throughout each day asking how work is or what he’s doing. </li><li>Bill always brags about Stanley being an accountant despite not understanding what Stanley does at his job in any capacity.</li><li>Bill also texts Stanley pictures and videos of any bird he sees. He never knows what the bird is, but he always comments how cute they are. (They’re usually just pigeons. Bless him.) </li><li> When they get married, they hyphenate their last names rather than Stanley taking Bill’s or vice versa. Denbrough-Uris. </li><li>Stanley really wants children and when they have a child, they decided to name a boy Georgie, for the obvious reason, or, if a girl, Andrea (nickname: Andie), after Stanley’s mother. </li></ul>
Tags: stenbrough, headcanon

Post id: 187676517309
Date: 2019-09-13 01:08:59 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/187676517309/yo-for-the-one-shot-can-i-get-richie-getting
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Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/froggyheadband/186343597893
Reblog name: froggyheadband
Question: yo for the one shot can i get richie getting braces with stozier 
Answer: <p>The tea is I love them and braces Richie owns my heart. To clarify they are freshmen. Also the stozier is faint but like it felt like a good way to end it. Follow up, sorry it took so long</p><p><br/></p><p><br/></p><p><br/></p><p><br/></p><p>After pleading his case with the guidance counselor, she eventually let Richie go to lunch. Richie has just pushed the doors open when all eyes caught him. He tucked his head down and headed to the Losers table. “Waths your probthem Tothier?” Said a deep voice as someone blocked his path. He looked up to find one of the meathead varsity football players. “Can you pleathe move?” Richie asked as he tried to step around him. “I juth wanth to eath my lunch.” The football player didn’t let Richie move, continuing to block his path as Richie began to grow mad. “What’s wrong metal mouth? Cat got your tongue?” He laughed in Richie’s face. “I don’th geth your probthem, I juth wanth to sith down.” Richie said as he stepped back. “Why would I do that when making fun of you is so entertaining?” He said and tried to get his friends to join him. When his back was turned, Richie stepped around him and began to walk towards the table of his friends. “Hey!” The meathead yelled. He grabbed Richie by a handful of his knotted, unruly hair and pulled him back. “Agh!” Richie yelled as he fell onto his ass, rubbing his scalp. “I didn’t say you could leave.” He said looking down at Richie. Just as Richie was read to try and beat the shit out of this guy, an administrator called him out to their office. Richie finally got to sit down at the Losers table and pulled his thermos of soup out of his backpack. He didn’t really pay attention to the others staring at him as he drank the soup instead of using a spoon. </p><p><br/></p><p>“So,” Bill said from across from Richie. “You got the braces!” He said with slight jazz hands. “Yeah.” Richie said as he wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “They decides to start earthy.” He said quietly as he went back to drinking soup. “Can I see them?” Stan asked after a couple minutes of the others talking. Richie furrowed his eyebrows. “You wanth to see them?” Richie asked, not understanding who in this world would want to see this metal cover mouth. Stan smiled his brightest smile. “I’ve never seen braces before.” He said simply. Richie sighed. “Fine. But onthy becauthe I thove you.” He made a kissy face before pulling his lips back to show off his teeth. Stan looked at the metal and how it was connected and the use of rubber bands and the thickness of the wire. “They look cool.” He said finally. “Cool?” Eddie asked. He received an elbow in the side from Bev. “Yeah, like it’s a bunch of metal concreted to his teeth. I think it’s cool how Richie’s gonna have straight teeth.” Stan said and sipped his apple juice. Richie smiled at that and Stan smiled back. “Well Than, I believe thith ith the firth time you’ve callthed me cool.” Stan smirked. “I never said you were cool I said your braces were.” </p>
Tags: stozier, fanfic

Post id: 187672681321
Date: 2019-09-12 21:26:27 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/187672681321/stozier-for-road-trip-au-and-summer-romance
Slug: stozier-for-road-trip-au-and-summer-romance
Reblog key: zAsXCoQW
Reblog url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186824141732/stozier-for-road-trip-au-and-summer-romance
Reblog name: tinyarmedtrex
Question: Stozier for road trip au and summer romance?
Answer: <p>How about some dumb boys with big feelings? Sound good?</p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>“Richie I’m waiting for one more minute then I’m leaving.” Stan said from Richie’s doorway, watching as his friend tried to do all the packing that he’d put off for two weeks in under 5 minutes. </p>
<p>“Stannyyyy don’t say that. Not all of us can be as perfect and organized as you.” Richie said as he leapt up, kissing Stan quickly before darting away to smell a pair of underwear that he deemed ‘clean enough’ and shoved in his bag. </p>
<p>Stan tried not to melt from the quick kiss. He knew that it was just Richie being Richie- it didn’t mean anything. Last fall, when both were being sick of being perpetually single, they made an arrangement to be friends with benefits, someone the other could call with no questions asked. It had started with them just calling for quick hook ups, something to relieve some stress but it had become more. They’d been best friends since diapers so it wasn’t surprising that soon Richie was calling Stan when he couldn’t sleep. Stan would rush over, rubbing Richie’s back and talking to him until he fell asleep. Stan would call Richie when he had a panic attack and Richie would talk him through it, holding him and listing off all the birds he could think of. </p>
<p>They were best friends, who occasionally saw each other naked. It was fine- as long as Stan ignored the pit in his stomach, the one that never let him forget that he was in love with Richie, that he’d always been in love with him. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186824141732/stozier-for-road-trip-au-and-summer-romance" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: stozier, fanfic

Post id: 187666857056
Date: 2019-09-12 15:52:02 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/187666857056
Slug: 
Reblog key: STzo61yA
Reblog url: https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/post/186992216582
Reblog name: tozierpunks
Question: 🎵 
Answer: <blockquote><p><b><a href="https://open.spotify.com/track/4uvjOKsp7mSjrDhWdkLPBY?si=z7UR4t7MQuiVBex8VXC9Ag">Tiffany - I Think We’re Alone Now</a></b></p></blockquote><p>Covering his mouth to stifle the giggles, Richie had to clamp his teeth down on his tongue to truly hold back.</p><p>Stan was dancing around the living room; his moves left a lot to be desired, but he was more uninhibited than Richie had ever seen him before. He shook his hips, and Richie bit his lip, distracted by Stan’s ass.</p><p>“This is a great record,” Richie blurted, his eyes widening when Stan yelped and whirled around. The music kept playing, but they were both silent. “Don’t mind me, keep dancing-”<br/></p><p>“Beep beep, Richie,” Stan groaned, cutting off the music and disappearing into the kitchen. Snickering, Richie slumped onto the couch, waiting for his boyfriend to return. When he did, he held out his arms to welcome Stan.<br/></p><p>“I’m lucky I get this,” Richie whispered as Stan snuggled with him. “I’m lucky I can see you being yourself. Dancing like no one’s around. That’s special. I’m in love with every part of you, but especially that.” Kissing Stan’s temple, Richie closed his eyes. He never felt more content than when he was home alone with his Stanley.<br/></p>
Tags: stozier, fanfic
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Reblog url: https://peachyuris.tumblr.com/post/171556979247/okay-either-bichie-or-kasplon-their-first-i
Reblog name: peachyuris
Question: okay either bichie or kasplon + their first “i love you”s
Answer: <p>Eddie sighed and shoved his books off his lap with a dramatic air about his movements. Mike looked up at him smiled at the pout on Eddie’s face.</p>

<p>“What’s wrong?” Mike asked. “Need a study break?”</p>

<p>Eddie nodded. “If I read anymore about the Weimar Republic my head is going to explode.”</p>

<p>“Yeah, I guess we’ve earned it.” Mike moved his own books to the floor beside him, and stretched his legs out. “Are you feeling okay?”</p>

<p>Eddie nodded again. “I just need a break,” he said. He shuffled closer to Mike and laid down, putting his head in Mike’s lap. “That’s better.”</p>

<p>Mike looked down and smiled at him, reaching up to run a hand through Eddie’s hair. Eddie leaned into the touch with a content sigh, his eyes fluttering shut. Mike couldn’t help but stare. Before he could think the words were slipping past his lips.</p>

<p>Eddie froze and his eyes shot open. He stared back at Mike, wide-eyed, and sat up. “Did you just tell me you… you know?”</p>

<p>Mike could feel his heart racing in his chest. The phrase had escaped him before he could think about it and Eddie didn’t seem like he was taking it in the best way. “I- I mean- no! Well, I did. I said it. But-” he paused and took a deep breath, glancing away. “It’s too soon, isn’t it?”</p>

<p>Eddie’s face broke into a huge grin and he shook his head. He reached up to take Mike’s face in his hands, turning it towards him. “Tell me again.”</p>

<p>Mike looked into his eyes, searching his gaze. He smiled softly at him, the slight nervousness still hidden underneath beginning to ease away. “Eddie, I love you.”</p>

<p>Eddie leaned forward and kissed him, his arms wrapping around Mike’s neck and pulling him in for a tight hug. “I love you, too.”</p>
<p>—</p>

<p><i><a href="https://www.peachyuris.tumblr.com/ask">send a ship + prompt for a short drabble</a></i></p>
Tags: kasplon, fanfic
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Question: Kasplon hcs, super in love from Mike's POV? 
Answer: <p>Anything for you my dear. ❤</p><ul><li>When Mike and Eddie get together the rest of the losers are confused at first- the kindest member of the group with the most ornery? <br/></li><li>But Mike sees an Eddie the others don’t. He loved the fire that Eddie has, how he’ll stand up to anyone and defend himself and his friends.<br/></li><li>And he loves how prepared Eddie is, how he seems to know how to handle all emergencies and situations that arise (and over the years they’ve gotten in quite a few). <br/></li><li>(the adorable fanny pack probably helps) </li><li>(ok, definitely helps)</li><li>Mike’s favorite moments are when it’s just him and Eddie and he gets to pull the smaller boy into his lap and just hold him.<br/></li><li>At first Eddie protested it, saying that he didn’t want to be held or babied. <br/></li><li>But once they were alone Eddie would carefully inch towards Mike, Mike waiting until he asked and then pulling Eddie into his arms, sometimes kissing him softly but usually just holding him, enjoying how warm he is, how perfectly he fits in Mike’s arms. <br/></li><li>Mike quickly learns that there’s lots of things Eddie likes when its only the two of them.<br/></li><li>Eddie loves to ride in the basket of Mike’s bike, trusting Mike completely and letting him pick where they go.<br/></li><li>And Mike loves watching Eddie there, happy and giggling in the basket. <br/></li><li>Or flower crowns. If they’re with the others Eddie will protest them but in private, Eddie will make them for Mike, weaving together whatever flowers (and usually some grass) before placing it on Mike’s head, declaring him King of the Forrest. <br/></li><li>(which leads to Mike picking Eddie up and spinning him, asking Eddie what that makes him) <br/></li><li>Mike can’t believe he’s lucky enough to call Eddie his. He loves all soft noises that escape from Eddie when they kiss and the careful way he always finds his way to Mike’s side, threading their fingers together. <br/></li><li>He loves how bright Eddie’s eyes are after finishes a race, bent over and catching his breath. And the way the smile spreads on Eddie’s face when he sees Mike in the crowd. <br/></li><li>He’s just so madly in love with the smaller boy. <br/></li></ul>
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Question: 28 for Mike and Eddie, please? 💗
Answer: <p>

<b>Kasplon &amp; 28 Role playing</b>  <br/></p>
<p><b>NSFW </b></p>
<p>Eddie moved on the dance floor, letting his hips shift back and forth. He felt several sets of eyes on him, all of them stuck on his ass and how it moved to the music. It was intoxicating, he loved this, loved feeling like this. The power that he held. He was just waiting for one of them to be brave enough to come over and-</p>
<p>“Hey.” Right on cue someone appeared behind him, strong hands wrapping around his waist. Eddie looked up, making sure to bit his lip as he did. Behind him was a tall black man, smiling warmly down at him. </p>
<p>“Hi there,” He replied, drinking in his features. </p>
<p>“You looked lonely.” The man said, bending down to his voice was in Eddie’s ear. “I’m Mike.”</p>
<p>“Eddie.”</p>
<p>“Are you here alone Eddie?” Mike asked, fingers curling on Eddie’s hips. He could feel the heat of them through his shorts.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/187012462592/28-for-mike-and-eddie-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: I didn’t see someone did claws already lol sorry!
Answer: <p>I’m soooo sorry I don’t see a previous ask in my inbox from you so I’m assuming that tumblr fucked up and didn’t send it to me? Because this looks like maybe you sent me something about the cat asks meme? But anyway as an apology here’s something I wrote for you (apologies in advance if it’s not good or if it’s not the ship you like):</p><p>====</p><p>“No.”</p><p>“No??”</p><p>Eddie looked up from his phone, eyebrows furrowed at the sight of an annoyed-looking Richie in front of him. He had his arms crossed and a frown on his face, clearly expressing annoyance, but at what, Eddie wasn’t sure.</p><p>“I mean it, Eddie. No.” </p><p>Eddie frowned at hearing Richie using his preferred nickname. Richie <i>never</i> called him Eddie, which meant Eddie had done something to upset him enough to drop the ridiculous nicknames he always used. </p><p>“Baby, I have no idea what you’re talking about.”</p><p>“Don’t play dumb Eddie!” He raised his voice slightly, frustration clear. “I saw the cat food you hid under the sink. Where is it? Where’s the cat??”</p><p>“<i>Fuck.</i>” Eddie whispered to himself as he realized he’d been found out before he had a chance to plead his case to his boyfriend. “You weren’t supposed to-” </p><p>“What Eddie? I wasn’t supposed to find out?” Richie interrupted. “Eventually the cat was going to make noise. Were you just planning on fucking hiding it from me for as long as you could?”</p><p>“Obviously not dipshit!” He snapped, angry that Richie interrupted his attempt to explain himself before he began accusing Eddie of hiding things from him. “I was going to tell you after dinner. You know, bribe you with dessert so that you’d say yes to keeping him.”</p><p>Richie sighed, dropping his arms and moving to sit next to Eddie on the couch. “I’m sorry I yelled at you Eds. I shouldn’t have done that but why did you bring a cat home? You know I hate cats.”</p><p>“Rich, just because one cat attacked you once doesn’t mean they all have it out for you.” He laughed, moving to curl up next to the curly-haired man he loved. “Besides, you deserved it. You provoked the poor thing and it was only trying to defend itself.”</p><p>“Yeah well, twelve year old me is still scarred from the experience of having a feral ass cat scratch the shit out of me!” He huffed as he recalled the memory he tried so hard to suppress. “That’s why no cats allowed here babe. I won’t stand for this type of betrayal!” </p><p>Looked up at him with a pout. He shifted himself so that he was sitting in Richie’s lap, straddling him. He placed his arms around Richie’s neck, foreheads connected and lips lightly touching.</p><p>“Come on babe. My ma never let me have any pets, always saying I was allergic to anything with fur.” Eddie pleaded. “Can’t you do this one thing for me?”</p><p>“Oh that’s playing dirty Kaspbrak.” Richie warned, feeling as if he was already beginning to concede to Eddie’s request. “You can’t keep using your mom against whenever you want me to agree to something!”</p><p>They both knew Richie would do anything Eddie asked of him, that any restraint he showed was purely for the sake of pretending that he wasn’t completely stupid in love to the point that he was what his friends so lovingly called “whipped”. This, however, was something Richie did not want to agree to. He hated cats and despite the fact that he believed Eddie deserved anything and everything he could ever want, there was no way he was going to give in to this request. </p><p>Eddie sighed, a sad look on his face as he pulled back from Richie. “Fine. I’ll get rid of Mr. Whiskers tomorrow.”</p><p>“Mr. Whis-” Richie laughed at the ridiculous name. Something he would have never expected Eddie to name a pet. Eddie had always seemed like the type of person to give their pet human names like ‘Brad’ or ‘Oliver’. “Lord Eds that’s so fucking cute!”</p><p>Eddie smiled at him, happy to see his boyfriend was no longer in a bad mood over the whole ordeal. “Cute enough to convice you to let me keep Mr. Whiskers? That’s our son you know? Are you really going to make me give away our son?” </p><p>Richie grinned up at him at this. He loved the idea of being a parent with Eddie. He would have preferred being a ‘dog dad’ though. Maybe, ok just maybe, he could look at the cat Eddie brought home and see if they could get along. He could try for Eddie.</p><p>“Ok, maybe we can keep him.” He began, pasuing to shush Eddie before he could say anything. “But only if we name him Sandy Claws instead”</p>
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Question: who has the most pets? the weirdest pets? who doesn't have any but wants them and who doesn't have them and doesn't want to? This is a mess I guess you can figure out one chart and make it pet based I can't come up with good ideas :' sorry 
Answer: <p>thank you for trying! I still love the requests you sent :)))</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="968" data-orig-width="600"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/d1c340d4b69dd597f6c787879bec4e8e/d9f8975d1ecb5ca8-91/s640x960/252a2ecfbc9056e7e5fbfac8e6007222929dbda9.png" data-orig-height="968" data-orig-width="600" data-media-key="d1c340d4b69dd597f6c787879bec4e8e:d9f8975d1ecb5ca8-91"/></figure><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Richie</b> has SO MANY pets. They’re all lizards and spiders and snakes but he’s given them all dumb names like Mr. Cuddles and Fluffy. Stan refuses to come over purely because he’s afraid of Stumpy (one of Richie’s lizards with three and a half legs).</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Eddie</b> has a cat. Well, sorta. He keeps it at the farm but everybody knows it’s his cat. Except Sonia. She’s convinced he’s allergic to cats. Her name is Carol. </p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Mike</b> has all sorts of animals on the farm. And he doesn’t call them pets he calls them ‘family’. But yeah, he has a lot of pets.</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Bev</b> claims half the animals on the farm as ‘hers’. Mike doesn’t argue, but he does make her do chores to maintain the stays of ‘co-farmer’. She honestly doesn’t mind.</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Bill</b> has a small chihuahua he will defend with his life. She’s evil but he loves her so much and nobody has the heart to tell him how much they hate ‘Lady’. Bill takes her everywhere, he puts her in the basket on the front of his bike.</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Stan</b> doesn’t have any pets. They’re too messy in his opinion. Although the birds at the Hanlon farm all know and love him. They’ll sit in his hand because he feeds them and basically trains them to be affectionate.</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Ben’s</b> mother has two dogs that hate him for some reason. He doesn’t like them much either. They’re too big and they drool a lot. He doesn’t consider them to be his pets. </p>
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Question: 21 with reddie
Answer: <blockquote>
<p><b><i> 21. Best Friends Sibling AU</i></b></p>
<p><b><i>This got way longer than I thought and I’m calling it ‘Get it right the First Time’ after the billy joel song okay ‘njoy! (WC: 1600+)</i></b></p>
</blockquote>
<p>“He’s adopted. We all are.” Stan said out of the blue, after dinner. </p>
<p>“What?” Richie asked.<br/></p>
<p>“Eddie. He’s adopted. So is Ben. Bill is too.” He said again, louder this time. <br/></p>
<p>“I-I mean.. I guessed.” Richie shrugged. “Cause they’re white and you’re-” Richie threw a hand over at Stan. “Not.” </p>
<p>“Israeli.” <br/></p>
<p>“I forgot the word.” <br/></p>
<p>“clearly.”<br/></p>
<p>“I-I didn’t have to know, dude, it’s not a big deal.” Richie stammered.<br/></p>
<p>“You were staring at Eddie the entire meal.” Stan said loosely, eyes never leaving his book. <br/></p>
<p>Richie shifted. He <i>was </i>staring at Eddie. How could he not? He was… gorgeous. Big grey eyes, freckled, tan skin, wavy blond hair and the cutest little face. He had a look of perpetual surprise and annoyance, like someone just stole his parking space. </p>
<p>He sat a the table quietly nearly the whole meal, watching the conversation with curiosity and every now and then, his eyes shifted over to Richie. </p>
<p>Richie couldn’t take his eyes off of the younger boy. He was so… pretty. The light from the dining room was framing his face <i>this</i> side of perfect, and his sweater was too big and it gave him the sweetest little sweaterpaws- </p>
<p>“I wasn’t staring at Eddie.” <br/></p> <p><a href="https://honkhonkrichard.tumblr.com/post/186902302556/21-with-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: HC: when Eddie grows up he’s THAT bitch and everyone had a crush on him (but he doesn’t realize)
Answer: <p>THIS IS SO TRUE OMG</p><p>literally all of the losers were hardcore crushing on Eddie at one point or another </p><p>for Bev it was like a spilt second where she looked at Eddie was like omfg this guy is so pretty I think I just might die. She stared at him for like a solid five minutes just taking in all of his features and was like omg omg omg omg no I’m literally not crushing on eddie, my baby, my little brother and then Eddie snapped up at her and was like “tf you looking at” and Bev was like oh right omg it’s <i>Eddie </i>and she was like “omfg eds you’ll never believe what just happened”</p><p>For bill it was sort of the same thing, Eddie was talking softly to Mike about something and the light was just so and Eddie’s blonde highlights were coming out and his eyelashes were illuminated and bill was like holy cow and proceeded to draw him for like a week, it was more of like and artist’s intuition and not really a romantic thing because Eddie is his genuine best friend, but for a day or two there he couldn’t look at Eddie without blushing like an idiot</p><p>For mike it was when they were cooking together, the brush of their hands and Eddie’s little giggles were so endearing and so insanely adorable that he was like omg am I crushing rn and he was and he did really hard for a while, and he would always give Eddie little gifts at his door and Eddie, forever oblivious would just be like “haha friends giving friends gifts cute” and Eddie would leave little things at Mike’s farm and Mike would loose it when he saw them. Plus, Eddie started helping around the farm to get some space from his mother so he started getting pretty toned, and that didn’t help Mike’s case at all. But pretty soon he just realized it was just so easy to be friends around Eddie and Eddie was so good to laugh with that they would just be so much better as best friends, and Mike grew out of it pretty quickly after that but told Eddie a couple months later to find out that Eddie was going through the exact same thing the entire time.</p><p> For stan it was quick and fleeting, he and Eddie have always been close, closer in ways the other don’t really understand. So Stan knows to come to Eddie when he feels like he’s spiraling because Eddie would understand exactly how he felt and how to deal with it. And Eddie was always so gentle. He would brush Stan’s hair out of his face and touch his cheeks ever so slightly. And Stan would push his cheek into Eddie’s hands. Eddie was so warm and so full of love and understanding that Stan couldn’t even help it if he tried. He was so in love with Eddie in those moments that it felt like he was drowning. But he knew that he could and would never be romantic with Eddie and just realized that Eddie was the person that he could be purely himself and that was immensely comforting and unlike what he has felt in a while. Eddie sobbed his eyes out when Stan told him all of this and hugged him for about an hour. </p><p>For Ben it was when they were in the library together when it started. Eddie was chewing on the end of his pen and doing homework, Ben was reading a book about mechanics. He knew that Eddie was an insanely good driver so he asked him about a couple things and Eddie burst into a very passionate speech about cars and all of things he loves about them and about driving. And watching someone talk about something they love has always been something that makes his heart absolutely flutter and it definitely did then. They also worked out together regularly so Ben was thrown for a loop for those couple of months. </p><p>I really don’t think y'all need to know the reddie story you all know well enough ;)</p>
Tags: the losers, headcanon
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Question: <p>could you draw stanlon with stan in a turtleneck pls? bc we all need stan in turtlenecks, especially mike hanlon.</p>
Answer: <div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1280"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/d4bee4f6c789c1e08ee2be1cf51b9617/fe659f5e2cf4b667-fa/s640x960/bad415e482cdaa1c74323c2078acc48c30aadb17.jpg" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1280"/></figure></div><p>just realized i have never drawn them ahhhh</p>
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Question: If you want promts; Reddie and bodypaint? Or omg 😂 body paint on a canvas and Richie of course have to have it on the wall 😂
Answer: <p>Damn this is a concept. NSFW</p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>“This is really your final?” Eddie asked, watching from the far end of the room as Richie put down the cans of paint.</p>
<p>“Look the whole class has been weird as fuck.” Richie said, straightening and looking at his friend. “So yes, now I have to do this. I would have asked Bev but she’s out of town with Ben. And there’s no way Stan would have agreed.”</p>
<p>“I’m so glad I’m your third option.”</p>
<p>“Nah, Mike was busy too.” Richie said, grinning as Eddie rolled his eyes. “Now strip please.” </p>
<p>Eddie swallowed then pulled off his shirt. When Richie had asked him to help him with a final project he had assumed it would be making a powerpoint or finding sources for a paper. It wasn’t until after he agreed that Richie told him that it was for his sexuality and art class- a class Richie had taken because he assumed it would be an easy A. It had ended up being anything but but Eddie had been impressed when Richie had stuck with it, throwing himself into the class and trying to actually learn about the source material. So even after Richie had revealed that his final was painting a human canvas Eddie had still agreed. Richie would be painting him and he’d be in his boxers. He’d been trying not to think about it all week, knowing how weird it would be for both of them.</p>
<p>Eddie stripped down then turned around, seeing that Richie was pulling off his shirt and pants too. “What are you doing?” He asked, staring at Richie’s TMNT boxers. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186823687327/if-you-want-promts-reddie-and-bodypaint-or-omg" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Stozier for road trip au and summer romance?
Answer: <p>How about some dumb boys with big feelings? Sound good?</p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>“Richie I’m waiting for one more minute then I’m leaving.” Stan said from Richie’s doorway, watching as his friend tried to do all the packing that he’d put off for two weeks in under 5 minutes. </p>
<p>“Stannyyyy don’t say that. Not all of us can be as perfect and organized as you.” Richie said as he leapt up, kissing Stan quickly before darting away to smell a pair of underwear that he deemed ‘clean enough’ and shoved in his bag. </p>
<p>Stan tried not to melt from the quick kiss. He knew that it was just Richie being Richie- it didn’t mean anything. Last fall, when both were being sick of being perpetually single, they made an arrangement to be friends with benefits, someone the other could call with no questions asked. It had started with them just calling for quick hook ups, something to relieve some stress but it had become more. They’d been best friends since diapers so it wasn’t surprising that soon Richie was calling Stan when he couldn’t sleep. Stan would rush over, rubbing Richie’s back and talking to him until he fell asleep. Stan would call Richie when he had a panic attack and Richie would talk him through it, holding him and listing off all the birds he could think of. </p>
<p>They were best friends, who occasionally saw each other naked. It was fine- as long as Stan ignored the pit in his stomach, the one that never let him forget that he was in love with Richie, that he’d always been in love with him. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186824141732/stozier-for-road-trip-au-and-summer-romance" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Some Benverly fluff please?
Answer: <p><b>Thanks for this ask! Not sure if this is exactly what you wanted, but I hope                   you like it ♡</b></p>
<p>Ben Hanscom always got this special look on his face whenever he saw Beverly Marsh. </p>
<p>It would transform his face every time she walked into the room or he walked into one where she already was. Despite never noticing himself when he was doing it, he was aware because of everyone telling him about it.</p>
<p>Of course they all saw it. Even Beverly was well aware. How could she <i>not</i>?</p>
<p>Ben could just be meeting the Losers at Bill’s for a movie night, and as he’d step into the basement and his gaze would land on Beverly laughing with Richie and Stan, his entire expression would change. His eyes would open a little bit, eyebrows raised slightly, and the tiniest of smiles would make its way onto his lips; just a raise of the corners. Jaw would go slack, and sometimes his mouth would be open too, teeth peaking out in a love-struck smile.</p>
<p>It was like watching his entire face relax, drop every weight of stress and tenseness, as if every worry of his was out the door the second he saw her.</p> <p><a href="https://moonlightrichie.tumblr.com/post/186815057651/some-benverly-fluff-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Stanlonbrough cuddling? Are these for art or writing? 
Answer: <p>Yo this is so old from like a couple weeks ago when I asked for little prompts, but I finally have an itch to answer so here we go (these are just little headcannon writes btw):</p><ul><li>Bill and Mike love cuddling so much. Stan isn’t the fondest of it, but they know that when he’s in the mood, Stan is the clingiest of them all</li><li>Mike is always the ‘base’, seeing as he has the widest shoulders and the softest chest according to his boyfriends. </li><li>Then there’s Bill, who is usually draped over Mike’s shoulder or in his lap. </li><li>Then Stan, who is snuggled comfortably between them both wherever he can fit. </li><li>Stan, despite being the one more likely to pull an all nighter, always falls asleep when the three of them cuddle.</li><li>Their combined body heat with just the genuine comfort of Mike and Bill always lulls him into a very comfortable rest.</li><li>Mike and Bill dread this, no matter how cute it is. </li><li>Stan’s pratically a deadweight while asleep, and there’s no budging him.</li><li>Despite all of this, Bill and Mike always let him sleep. They both know he needs it. </li><li>Bill is someone who loves physical comfort. It’s something he lacked as a kid, and something he craved for a long time without really understanding why. </li><li>Bill has bad days. Maybe his stutter was getting to him, or maybe someone said something not-so-nice. </li><li>Whenever Bill has a bad day, Mike and Stan are immediately with him the moment they find out.</li><li>Depending on how Bill’s feeling, the three either turn on a movie in the living room, or they just head straight to bed. Either way, Stan and Mike barely let go of Bill the entire time. </li><li>Even if the affection can’t immediately help Bill’s mood, his boyfriends and their endless supply of cuddles and kisses never fail to make him smile despite his bad day. </li></ul>
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Question: Eddie k hcs?
Answer: <p>oh anon i love you for this</p><p>since this is very general i’m gonna throw a bunch of different things at you and hopefully you enjoy some</p><ul><li>in one of my aus <b>(what are you looking for, eddie?)</b> sonia makes eddie get extensive surgeries and i hc that when he goes to college he gets tattoos to cover some of them up</li><li>he gets flowers and vines and a prescription bottle intertwined with them out of spite</li><li>but he leaves some of them uncovered because he owns it and never wants to forget where he came from</li><li>in <b>any au</b>, eddie’s first crush was bill</li><li>absolute hero worship</li><li>remember how in the book he says that he’d die for bill if he asked him to?</li><li>yeah</li><li>he doesn’t realize how unhealthy it is until he’s already moved on</li><li>definitely had a crush on all the loser boys at one point even if he didn’t have the words to put to his feelings</li><li>my three favorite <b>non-canon career hcs</b> for him are either a mechanic because he loves cars and trains and has ever since he was a kid and he loves being able to get his hands dirty since he was never allowed to,</li><li>a pediatric nurse because he wants to help people and make sure that every child is properly taken care of, </li><li>or the co-founder (bev is the other) of a charity/shelter for abused and neglected children because he wants to create a place where they can feel loved, or at the very least safe, until they can find a better home for them</li><li>in a <b>forgetting timeline</b>, he starts listening to the radio constantly after he leaves derry</li><li>he never used to do that before but now he feels almost a desperate urge to listen</li><li>but none of the stations are ever right </li><li>until he finds one that makes him cry the second he hears the dj’s voice</li><li>it’s not a dramatic or upsetting radio show—it’s comedic when he’s speaking, and the music is really good</li><li>but for some unexplainable reason, eddie can’t stop crying the first time he listens to this station</li><li>sometimes in his dreams he’ll get flashes of his life before he left derry</li><li>they most prominently feature a boy whose face he can’t remember but whose smile and laugh he can</li><li>whose lips he absolutely can</li><li>he wakes up crying at that, too</li><li>and he doesn’t remember why</li><li>but then he gets a phone call</li><li>and he doesn’t even need to go back to derry for the memories to come rushing back</li><li>also, some <b>general hcs</b>:</li><li>has a caffeine addiction and is fully aware of it</li><li>loves cats!</li><li>track star in high school but didn’t want to be tied down in college so he didn’t go on a track scholarship</li><li>has anxiety but the older he gets the better he can get a hold on it </li></ul>
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Question: Stanverly first date hcs?
Answer: <ul><li>Stanley and Beverly never were the closest when the group first got together as a seven. They were good friends, of course, but they didn’t know each other inside and out like Bev did with Richie or Stan did with Bill.</li><li>It wasn’t clear when they started getting closer, but it definitely happened, as soon enough all Stanley can pay attention to is Beverlys blue eyes and amazing laugh (he also is suddenly more aware of when he makes her laugh or smile)</li><li>Beverly suddenly notices more about Stan, how careful and smart he is, his gorgeous blond hair, all of it.</li><li>Both just pass it off as a harmless crush and something that will be a short term thing, until they’re stuck together at the quarry one day.</li><li>It wasn’t meant to be a date, everyone else just left earlier than planned and Beverly didn’t want to go home, so Stan said he’d stay with her.</li><li>It didn’t take long for Beverly to slip her hand in Stan’s, and it was only shortly after that she was leaning into him and he was happy to move his arm around her waist.</li><li>They stayed out way later than planned, to the point where Stan would definitely get in trouble, but he really couldn’t care, for once.</li><li>When they finally did leave neither knew what to say, both wanted it to be a date but didn’t know if the other saw it as just a slightly more affectionate friendly evening.</li><li>“I really like you,” Stan blurted as Beverly was about to turn down her road, and instantly regretted it.</li><li>“What?”</li><li>“I… I like you?”</li><li>The last thing Stan expected was the wide smile that took over Beverly’s face, “I like you too. A lot, really.”</li><li>“So was that? Are we..?” Stan asked with caution.</li><li>“Yes,” Bev answered matter-of-factly before kissing Stanley on the cheek and and hugging him for a minute, before saying they should get home.</li><li>They organised their first proper date the next day, and told the losers a few weeks later- who were all slightly shocked at first but happy nonetheless</li></ul><h1>Send me HCs/HC requests!</h1>
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Question: PLEASE tell me more about this Good Omens reddie au, it sounds AMAZING
Answer: <p>Fuck yeah I will </p><p>Okay so I mentioned in this post that Richie is Crowley and Eddie is Aziraphale. Side note but I think that we could fuck around with this and actually say that those were their names but as times changed Eddie went by Edward/Eddie and Richie went by Richard/Richie.</p><p>Richie puts all his feelings about his fall into very flat jokes that only he laughs at. He thinks he has everybody (Eddie) fooled but Eddie can see right through it. Richie’s sense of style is really gothic Hawaiian shirts because he may be sad but he’s having fun. Hes more carefree than Eddie, as in he played in a band once and now he’s apart of the immortal celebrity conspiracy theories. He has literally no fucks to give and is very very flirty with Eddie. It’s classic reddie with “oh he flirts with everyone like that” (no he doesn’t) and “I’m so desperately in love with you but you turn down my affection so I guess you don’t feel the same way” (YES HE DOES). Richie also doesn’t bother to assign himself to a permanent gender. He finds that he enjoys being whatever he wants (even a snake) and he has fun because nobody can say anything about it. He keeps his hair long and shaggy, definitely wasn’t popular in the old days but luckily fashion is different in every century. He calls the Bentley Silver because I have to put Silver somewhere in here. Richie especially loves children, if we go by canon Good Omens, Richie never had more fun with a child than when he was Warlock’s nanny. He loved raising the boy (in a much less demonic way than canon) and often checks up on him in the future because he knows the boy’s parents are shit useless.</p><p>Eddie is probably the worse angel in literally any other angel’s eyes. Quite frankly, he doesn’t let any humans push him around. He’s not afraid to strike the fear of god into them so they’ll leave him alone, it’s left him with more reprimands from heaven than he cares to admit. Despite the fact that, to most people, Eddie seems like the biggest asshole on the planet, he’s actually very sweet. Unlike canon Good Omens, Eddie has a love for music no matter the generation, but sometimes he’s just very caught up in one generation of music he forgets that time keeps moving forward. Eddie has a soft spot for most humans but especially anybody in the lgbt+ community because he reminds him all too much of his own situation. A life he wants to live going against the life he was, for a lack of a better term, assigned. He does have the bookshop, and he does enjoy reading, however he doesn’t really display his important books anymore because he finds that he makes an impact on people when he actually lets them in and buy books. He might do a miracle or two to make a copy of a certain book but seeing the joy on their faces makes it all worth it.   </p><p>And, of course, reddie. Just to fuck with you guys, Richie and Eddie knew each other in heaven before Richie fell. Maybe I’d even go as far as to say the whole losers club was there? Anyway, they have no memories of this but they always felt like there was something more to their relationship before they were even friends. Richie knew almost instantly that there was something about Eddie he couldn’t help but love, and when he found out Eddie gave Adam and Eve the flaming sword, he was gone for good. Eddie was harder to crack because he always felt the same love Richie did, but with the angels breathing down his neck about doing the right thing and all that, he wouldn’t let himself admit it until the night with the nazis. After the almost-apocalypse, they don’t wait much longer to say fuck it and let themselves fall in love. Though nothing really changed between them at all. Richie was still flirty and had a dumb sense of humor that made Eddie snort, and Eddie always had witty comebacks that would have both of them rolling. They sort of acted like teenagers sometimes but maybe that’s just their personality. They had forever to mature, anyway.</p>
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Question: <p>Do you have any headcanons about your Werewolf Richie and Deerling Eddie AU? Love to Hear some. </p>
Answer: <p>omfg do i ever</p><p>Okay so Eddie and Richie have been friends since they were really little, Richie was abandoned as a wolfling (idk what to call it) because he was too small ((werewolves are born as what seems to just be a small dog but they grow into furry sort of humans?? Idk how to explain this without making me seem like a furry no hate tho,, like when they&rsquo;re like 10 they are like a visible human boy but,,, like,,,, furry,,, idk just shut up)) </p><p>The actual transformations back to a wolf begins at puberty, it&rsquo;s extremely painful. Werewolves are creatures that are bred with magic, illegally, they do not occur naturally. The two species are literally fighting inside the body to gain consciousness. It happens once every month for three to four days, it doesn&rsquo;t really have anything to do with the moon that&rsquo;s just a myth. </p><p>Richie loses complete control and it&rsquo;s like Harry Potter or whatever &ldquo;he would eat his own brother&rdquo; or whatever so it&rsquo;s super dangerous to be around him, but pack of werewolves usually find eachother and basically try and eat other for the three days so when they settle down and the human side regains consciousness they are pretty battle worn and stuff. </p><p>Anyway back to Richie and eds. Richie sort of lurked around Eddie&rsquo;s settling place with the other centaurs and soon Eddie started noticing him cause it&rsquo;s pretty hard to miss a black ball of fur with two yellow eyes constantly watching you. Eddie brought him food and water and stuff and they grew up as friends, Eddie being a year older. I&rsquo;m not really sure if I want to label this au as romantic reddie or not,, so for now we&rsquo;ll go with really good friends. </p><p>Eddie and him were together constantly and it was always hard when Richie turned because he would completely leave for the three days, he&rsquo;d go far away and not come back for like a week and Eddie would be freaking out the whole time and Rich would come back with loads of scars that were horribly mended and Eddie would scold him and be &ldquo;angry&rdquo; and mend him properly and stuff. </p><p>On one occasion Richie didnt come back for three weeks after he had turned and it sent Eddie over the edge and they were both wrecks when they finally found eachother again. </p><p>They stuck together ever since, Eddie leaving his pack to be alongside Richie to help him with the transformation so he would stop getting so badly hurt. Along their aimless traveling they met a witch, Bev. She uses magic for only the best things, nothing to complicated or dangerous. She makes a lot of clothes and helps a lot of wounded animals. She makes Richie his clothes and new ones if they get wrecked. </p><p>She lives in a cottage in the middle of the forest and she lets them use it for refuge after Richie&rsquo;s turn to give him time to heal. ((even if a werewolf did not fight for the turn, it is still so painful and dangerous that it takes at least a week for the person to heal, most werewolves do not live past the age of forty due to the overwhelming mental and physical toll of it all)). She helps Richie heal faster with medicines and is constantly comforting Eddie throughout the process, it&rsquo;s extremely hard on him as well. In return Eddie will let her hang fabrics on his horns to dry and cook for her. She makes Eddie a bunch of clothes but they make him feel restrained so usually he doesn&rsquo;t wear them for very long, but she did make him a sweater that actually fits over his horns which he loves. </p><p>Other small things:</p><p>-bev has a huge garden with literally any outdoor item you can think of and she is constantly in it </p><p>- when they see Bev she tries to teach them how to read. Richie isn&rsquo;t so good as he&rsquo;s horrible at concentrating but Eddie actually sort of got the hang of it and reads all time when he&rsquo;s over and is constantly reading to Richie. </p><p>-richie is constantly smiling a looking like he&rsquo;s totally up to something he just has an aura of mischief</p><p>- Eddie fights off werewolves during turning time or any other threat that is trying to get near Bev&rsquo;s cottage</p><p>-richie is crazy quiet when he wants to be, like in a sneaking way, he is literally silent when he is sneaking up on someone. He uses this talent to pickpocket humans in the village as no one will hire a deerling or a werewolf</p><p>- Eddie is always frustrated by how tall Richie is because he used to always be smaller than Eddie (cause Eddie is literally half deer) but then suddenly he shot up like three feet and then he&rsquo;s 6'3&quot;</p><p>- the other losers will come in somehow I&rsquo;m just not sure yet,, the Bev drawings are coming soon :))</p>
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Question: 42 pls
Answer: <p>OMGG thank you <a href="https://tmblr.co/mYXjK_ZWqSYpmvZTiGe3yoQ">@anellope</a> you’re my first ever ask!</p>
<p>I had so much fun writing this, hopefully you like it :D</p>
<p>Word Length:1583 </p>
<p>42: The Big Damn Kiss from <a href="https://freddiebatson.tumblr.com/post/186720298431/fanfiction-trope-mash-up">this list</a></p>
<p><a href="https://freddiebatson.tumblr.com/ask">Feel free to send me prompts!</a></p>
<h2><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/20090443">Read on Ao3</a></h2>
<p>or </p> <p><a href="https://freddiebatson.tumblr.com/post/186739425781/42-pls" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: i’ve recently been obsessed with alec benjamin. could you write a little drabble/song fic to his song water fountain? for reddie? make it sad i dare u
Answer: <p>Anon, I will take that dare. <br/></p>
<p>Richie finished his drink, looking around the room at all the other people, drunk equally off happiness and alcohol.  He didn’t know why he was still there, why he had agreed to come to the party in the first place. </p>
<p>That wasn’t true. He knew exactly why he’d agreed. Because the small man who was currently tearing up the dance floor had asked him to come. It was supposed to be an olive branch of sorts, a way for them to start to mend what was broken.</p>
<p>The only issue was that Richie didn’t want to mend it. Not in the way Eddie hoped for. </p>
<p>Hating himself he watched as Eddie’s boyfriend, Jake, approached, wrapping his arms around Eddie’s hips and whispering in his ear. Richie watched Eddie’s eyes flick up and how he smiled at whatever Jake said and then Jake leaned down- </p>
<p>No.</p>
<p>Richie finally looked away. He couldn’t watch them kiss, watch them be happy and in love. That would break him.</p>
<p>As if he wasn’t already broken. <br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186681468657/ive-recently-been-obsessed-with-alec-benjamin" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: 🌻a reddie moment?
Answer: <p>on god, we’re gonna get you a reddie moment anon! :’)</p>
<p><a href="https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Farchiveofourown.org%2Fworks%2F20036869&amp;t=OGU1YzI2MzM4N2ZkNjc5NGI5MGI4MzQzMmUxYTc5NDk3ODNlMDJkOCw0MzI0MGZiYzRlZjBkNDVhYTczMmNkMzgwYzY2Mjg2NDhkOWFlY2Qy">Read on AO3</a></p>
<p>Eddie leaned against the wall, arms crossed as he frowned at the sight of the pouring rain in front of him. He glanced over to his bike, the only one left in the bike rack, and shook his head in disappointment. Disappointment that he didn’t check the weather, as he usually would, and decided that today would be a great day to ride his bike to school.</p>
<p>Then again, “decided” was the wrong word. It was more like Eddie had <i>forced</i> himself to ride his bike to school today. All in the name of avoiding a certain curly-haired boy. That’s right. Eddie Kaspbrak, after being kissed just the night before by the trashmouth himself, had decided that avoiding his friend was the best course of action.</p>
<p>In a way, this felt fitting. Karma herself had seen how he had practically pushed his friend away last night, running away, without even a word, and then waking up early and leaving for school before said friend could pick him up and confront him about what he had done and said, “This asshole needs to be taught a lesson”.</p> <p><a href="https://reddietrashclub.tumblr.com/post/186645943002/a-reddie-moment" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Since we had angsty Richie and reddie clips in the trailer I would like a fluffy, cute headcannon or whatever about idk, one telling how much he loves the other to get his selfsteem high or something like that, (sorry, it was an awful description but now my head is a mess) kisses ❤️
Answer: <p>This isn’t really a self-esteem thing BUT it is kind of inspired by a few conversations between me and <a href="https://tmblr.co/mEfXr5xJ1uqOoCWyiMXpCIA">@wonderfuleds</a> I hope that’s okay!</p><p>“I feel invisible there,” Eddie breathes out into air cold enough so he can see the breath. </p><p>“You feel like a loser with the losers?” Richie attempts to joke, but he knows it’s a lame try and he won’t pursue it further. </p><p>“Well, yeah,” Eddie turns to Richie, the roof’s tile doesn’t leave much for a grip so he pushes himself up with the rubber of his shoes. “Ever since we told them that… that we were going to run off together by the end of school they’ve been different.” </p><p>Richie knows what Eddie’s talking about, he’s not immune to it himself. Part of Richie wonders if they’re acting strange because they’re not supportive of their relationship, but he doesn’t assume it because of how sweet they were when they started dating during their freshman year.</p><p>“Mike doesn’t act different,” Richie offers. </p><p>“I would be sobbing right now if Mike treated us different, believe me.” </p><p>“Maybe we could ask him what’s up?” </p><p>Eddie scoffs, “that’s assuming he knows, and I don’t think Mike would turn his back on everyone and spill their guts. It’s not his style you could say.” </p><p>Richie goes silent then, he can’t think of many things to say now. <i>Gee</i>, he thinks, <i>that’s rare of me.</i> So he doesn’t speak, maybe right now that’s what might be best for Eddie. Eddie vents a lot, he always has to get his emotions out and usually Richie is always there to listen. </p><p>“What if…” Eddie starts, then he furrows his brows in the cute way that Richie likes. Though, Richie likes everything Eddie does. “What if they’re upset… Upset that we’ve decided to leave together and they haven’t?” </p><p>“What do you mean?” </p><p>“Like… Ben and Bev are together, but when school ends they’re going away, same with Mike and Stan, and Bill is single… But, you and I are the only ones going off together.” </p><p>Richie considers this and, though it’s petty, he thinks it might be true. He hopes it’s as trivial as that at least, it’s better than them entirely hating their relationship. </p><p>Richie’s about to say something but then he sees the soul-crushing look in Eddie’s eyes and decides that maybe it’s time to end this conversation. </p><p>“Babe, c’mere.” Richie lifts his arm up and waits for Eddie to slowly shuffle into the warmth of him and his jacket. There, Eddie rests his head on Richie’s shoulder and wraps his arm around his torso. They stay silent for a little longer, a few moments of Eddie thinking so loud Richie could hear it. </p><p>“Eds,” Richie sighs, “baby, I love you. I know you’re worried about our friends, I am too, but I need you to stop blaming yourself for something that you’re not even sure is your fault.” </p><p>“Yeah, but-”</p><p>“I love you.”</p><p>Eddie huffs but he smiles anyway, “okay, bubba.” </p><p>Richie smiles too and rests his head on top of Eddie’s. They sit there for a while longer and instead of worrying about the losers, they think about their future together. </p>
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Question: <p>i feel bad for requesting another since you drew that huge reddie one for me last time so don&rsquo;t feel obligated to draw this!! but maybe some adult benverly or literally anything with mike being happy he deserves it</p>
Answer: <p>no worries at all!!! you always have great requests ;)) ,, this isn&rsquo;t exactly adult benverly more like early/mid twenties and they&rsquo;re just like crazy happy together, plus a lil doodles of happy mike because he deserves it :,)), thank you so much for the request!!!</p><div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1865" data-orig-width="1395"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/cfda23444c45dc49c9cbb933f833fe07/12aa6245083bd3cb-80/s640x960/5ebbbf66a4d6dc3bb792b1e138f5e488b1a6a80a.jpg" data-orig-height="1865" data-orig-width="1395"/></figure></div><div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1856" data-orig-width="1373"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/1fe9e015b0143a60c16afd1ad4b0a29f/12aa6245083bd3cb-ee/s640x960/33192df8bf88579245dfc55e7b569788c3717d42.jpg" data-orig-height="1856" data-orig-width="1373"/></figure></div>
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Question: could you draw reddie??
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="1506" data-orig-height="1000" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/901e08b29aa5478208294e3f13383a7c/9e1420263553f416-e6/s640x960/bb8d76f02da36d756de1d683872e8af6360487e1.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="1506" data-orig-height="1000" data-media-key="901e08b29aa5478208294e3f13383a7c:9e1420263553f416-e6"/></figure><p>yes please</p>
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Question: <p>what if.... sweet n tender reunion reddie, after one of them has gone away to college, and the other gets to drive up and visit for the first time since they left. and they are trying to be chill and cool in front of new college friends, but also BIG HEART EYES</p>
Answer: <p>Oh god I love this with all my heart thank you! This will be part one of however many parts because I wanted to write more but it was getting too long!</p><p>Eddie&rsquo;s palms were sweating as he slowly drove down the highway. Cars were beeping all around him to speed up as the radio played some random song, but his heart was beating too loudly in his ears for him to be able to hear anything. It had been 2 months, 13 days and 4 hours - not that he was counting, of course - since Eddie and the rest of the Losers had proudly dropped Richie Tozier off at his college dorm room, and Eddie could hardly keep his mind straight. They had all agreed to give Richie some breathing room whilst he adjusted to college life and sorted out his classes so he could keep focused, but Eddie couldn&rsquo;t handle it anymore. Their Sunday night phone calls weren’t enough to keep him satisfied, and not seeing Richie’s mop of hair or hearing his voice as he told his dirty jokes made Eddie&rsquo;s heart ache. Although he wasn’t quite sure why. </p><p>So as Eddie merged off the highway and made his way closer and closer towards Richie’s college, he felt like crying. He felt like crying and turning back around and going home and crying some more. He was so nervous. His hands were tingling and his leg was bouncing and his pits were sweating as he drove around the front of the massive school and attempted to find a park, and when he finally did, he just sat there. He sat in his driver&rsquo;s seat, closed his eyes, and tried to take some deep breaths. </p><p>“Knock knock!” Eddie heard from outside his car. He jumped at the sound of someone tapping on his window and opened his eyes to see none other than Richie Tozier’s bright smile.</p><p>Eddie felt his nerves and stress wash away the second he saw that smile, and he let out a deep breath of relief as he opened the car door. </p><p>“Richie!” Eddie screamed as he pounced on his friend, wrapping his arms around the waist of the taller boy. </p><p>“Hey, Eds,” Richie said, snaking his arms around Eddie’s neck and pulling him close. Richie wasn’t going to admit it to anyone - not even himself - but he missed Eddie Kaspbrak more than anyone these last 2 months. So the moment Eddie called him asking if he could come up to visit, Richie didn’t hesitate for a second to say yes. And as they hugged on the side of the road for what felt like forever, Richie felt his heart melt at the familiar scent of Eddie’s shampoo. </p><p>Eddie was the one to pull away from the hug, not wanting Richie to think he was weird for wanting to stay in the embrace for as long as possible. He awkwardly tucked his slightly messy brown hair behind his ears and crossed his arms over his chest as he stared at Richie. </p><p>“So, how’s college life treating you?” Eddie asked, squinting his eyes to try and shield them from the sun. He held up a hand to block it out, but it was still blinding him.</p><p>“It’s so cool,” Richie started. He took note of the sun in Eddie’s eyes and moved around so his shadow would block it out for him. “Is that better?”</p><p>Eddie smiled as something inside his chest fluttered at Richie’s actions. “Yeah, thanks,” he said softly. He looked up at Richie, pure hearts in his eyes as he stared at the tall boy. Richie stared back too, biting his lip slightly and furrowing his eyebrows as he wondered why Eddie was looking at him like that. </p><p>“You good there, Eds?” Richie asked. </p><p>Eddie quickly dropped his gaze down to the ground and nodded his head. “Yeah, I’m good,” he said, his cheeks heating up in embarrassment. “Let’s uh… Let’s go walk around. Show me where you learn all your smart people things.”</p><p>Richie chuckled. “Yeah, okay.” He wrapped an arm around Eddie’s shoulders without thinking twice and began directing the smaller boy around the campus. Eddie felt tingles where Richie’s fingers pressed into his arm and he could hardly concentrate on anything the curly-haired boy was saying.</p><p>They wandered around for quite some time, Richie taking him to the seat where he made his first friend, and the gym that he went to once. With the warm Spring sun and the gentle breeze, it was a perfect day for a walk outside. </p><p>“And that’s where my I have my biology classes,” Richie said as he pointed to a large building. He stopped walking and looked down to Eddie, ready to talk about all the cool animals he had dissected so far this year, but instead was met with an Eddie that looked to be deep in thought. </p><p>Richie stared at him for another few seconds before he pulled Eddie closer to him and whispered, “Hey, Spaghetti. You okay?” </p><p>Eddie jumped a little and a shiver went down his spine at the soft voice in his ear. He had never reacted quite this extremely every other time he had been around Richie, so why now? And why was it even happening? Usually, he would only get shivers down his spine when he stepped outside on a cold day, or when he looked at pictures of Patrick Swayze - not that anyone knew about the latter. But definitely not ever from Richie Tozier, of all people. </p><p>When Eddie hadn’t responded after a moment, Richie spun him around to face him and placed his hands on his shoulders. “What’s going on, Eds?”</p><p>Eddie thought for a moment. He didn’t even know how he would explain what was going on to Richie when Eddie himself didn’t even know. </p><p>As Eddie was about to reply and say he was fine, a louder voice came from behind the two boys. </p><p>“Hey, Tozier!” </p><p>Eddie looked behind his taller friend to see three guys walking towards them. All three were relatively buff with dark hair, and certainly not the type of people he could have imagined Richie becoming friends with. But nonetheless, there they were walking towards them. </p><p>Richie spun around and his eyes bugged out of his head at the sight of these men. “Guys, this is Eddie!” He said, gesturing both arms towards the small boy. “He’s the kid I was telling you about. The one coming to see me from home.” </p><p>Eddie awkwardly waved a hand at the guys, not really knowing how else to greet them. </p><p>“Eds, this is Clay, Mitch and Chilli. I think I told you about them on the phone?” </p><p>Eddie nodded his head. “Yeah, I remember.” He felt so awkward with these three big guys standing so close to him. He shuffled slightly more towards Richie for comfort and stared down at his Converse as silence took over all five of them. </p><p>Richie, being his normal casual self, wrapped his arm firmly around Eddie’s waist and spoke up using his British accent. “So, what do you chaps have planned for the day?”</p><p>Eddie groaned internally at the fact that Richie was so strange, and he feared what those guys would say about the placement of Richie’s arm and his weird voices, but it was like it was perfectly normal for them. </p><p>“Day off, my man!” Chilli answered for the three of them as he leant forward to give Richie a high five. “What about you guys?” </p><p>“Don’t know yet!” Richie said, continuing with the accent. “Just going to see where the day takes us, eh, Eddie Spaghetti?” He nudged Eddie with his elbow and Eddie lightly chuckled, still feeling incredibly awkward. </p><p>Eddie looked up from his shoes and to Richie. The sun was perfectly hitting the side of his face, making his freckled cheeks glow and his mop of curls shine. Eddie’s eyes lingered on the sight as Richie laughed, and he couldn’t help but think he had never seen anything more beautiful than the glorious view he had right in front of him. If he could, Eddie would have reached out and ran his hand through Richie’s soft-looking hair, and pressed his thumb onto his pink lips. But there were other people around, and this thought alone pulled Eddie out of his Richie-Tozier-Trance. </p><p>Eddie shook his head and came back to reality, where Richie was still looking at Eddie, waiting for his reply. </p><p>“Eds, what’s up?” Richie said, a hint of concern in his voice. “You’ve been acting weird all morning.”</p><p>Eddie let out a sigh. It wasn’t the time or place to let Richie know that he had Patrick Swayze-like chills whenever he looked at the Trashmouth, or that he thought Richie was the most beautiful boy he’s ever seen, or that he’s gay. No no. Definitely not the time or place. </p><p>Eddie looked up to the three bigger guys still standing with them and let out an awkward chuckle. “It’s fine, Rich. I’m all good.” He ran a hand up and down his bicep out of anxiousness and dropped his gaze back down to his feet. “Uh, it was good meeting you guys, but Rich, maybe we should keep going with the tour?”</p><p>“Ah yes! The grand tour!” Richie said, instantly dropping the topic and switching back to his British guy. He stuck his pointer finger in the air and looked back at the other boys. “Gentleman, I deliver my sincerest apologies, however, we must carry on. Pip pip and tally-ho, Eddie K!” He pointed his finger forward and wrapped an arm around loosely around Eddie&rsquo;s shoulders once again, then marched forward to leave the other boys behind. </p><p>Once they had walked far enough away and were approaching the dorms, Richie whispered, “saw you checking me out back there.”</p><p>Eddie froze in his spot as Richie continued on, now walking backwards as he winked at him. He’d been way too obvious. He knew it. And now he was in deep shit because Richie was going to figure out he’s gay and then hate him forever. He had to play it cool. </p><p>“Uh, yeah right. You wish, Tozier,” Eddie said. His tone was somewhat cool, but the extremely nervous look on his face gave it all away. Richie had caught him staring and there was no way Eddie was getting out of this one. </p><p>Richie’s expression changed at Eddie’s words. He turned around and walked into the dorm building as Eddie heard him whisper, “yeah, I do.” </p><p>Eddie stood still in his spot, watching Richie walk away and not quite knowing how to comprehend what he had heard. He closed his eyes and let out a sigh, then followed Richie into the building. </p><p>After climbing a single flight of stairs in pure silence, Richie stopped in front of a door that had an old stop sign on the front. He opened it up and stepped aside to let Eddie in first, and what he saw was certainly not what he was expecting. Richie’s bedroom back in Derry was known for being dirty and messy with balls of paper littering the floors, the bEdsheets always unwashed and in a tangle, and food and drinks covering the bedside table. But this room was the complete opposite. The crisp white bEdsheets were spotless and neatly tucked under the mattress, the only sign of paper was a stack of journals on the desk, and there was not a single food item on the desk - just a lamp and an alarm clock. </p><p>“Rich, this place is spotless,” Eddie said in amazement. “I never thought I’d see the day.” </p><p>Richie chuckled. “I have to keep the room tidy or else they’ll make me get a roommate. I was just lucky they gave me a single room.” </p><p>Eddie simply nodded, not really knowing how to clear the awkward tension that seemed to be slowly filling the room. And somehow, as the minutes went on, everything seemed to get more and more silent. Eddie sat down on the bed and placed his hands nervously and neatly on top of his lap as he watched Richie walk around the room, smiling at all the photos he had on the wall of the other Losers. </p><p>“Remember this day?” He said with a chuckle as he pointed to a particular picture. He pulled it off the wall and sat down next to Eddie to show him. It was a polaroid of the two of them that Beverly had taken without them realising. They were at the Quarry, and after a couple of hours of swimming, the two boys sat on their towels and talked and played slaps and laughed till their stomach’s hurt. In this particular picture, Bev had managed to capture Eddie with his head thrown back in a fit of laughter whilst Richie stared at him with a soft smile of pure adoration. </p><p>“I guess I felt it even then,” Richie said gently as he brushed his fingers across his own face in the picture. Eddie noticed his hands shaking a little as he held onto the polaroid and continued to stare at it like he couldn’t physically lift his gaze. </p><p>“Felt what?” Eddie asked. He moved his eyes from the picture and let them settle softly onto Richie&rsquo;s profile. His jaw looked so strong and his cheekbones so high. It seemed as though every bone in Richie&rsquo;s body was there for more than to just keep him up. They held a much deeper purpose. And Eddie, without taking a second thought, raised his hand and brushed his knuckles against those high cheekbones. </p><p>Richie froze as Eddie’s fingers danced along his skin so delicately and gracefully, it was almost as if he wasn’t touching him at all. Every fibre in the Trashmouth’s body told him to just lean in a kiss the smaller boy. He had been wanting to for so long, so many years. But how could Richie Tozier, a dirty kid with a smart mouth, ever be worthy of Eddie Kaspbrak?</p><p>He stayed frozen, even when Eddie retracted his hand and carefully placed it back in his lap. </p><p>“Sorry,” Eddie whispered. He felt stupid. He shouldn’t have done that. And now Richie was probably feeling awkward and wouldn’t want to be friends with him anymore. Stupid, stupid, stupid. </p><p>“Don’t be,” Richie said with a small nod. He lifted his head and met Eddie’s eyes, however, his gaze quickly dropped to his lips, instead. And, of course, right on cue, out of nerves Eddie licked his lips, and it sent Richie’s mind into a spiral. He’d never felt about anyone the way he felt about the boy sitting next to him, and the way Eddie’s hair flopped gently in his eyes, and the way his lips were now pink and glistening, and the way his full cheeks were so rosy, Richie just couldn’t help himself anymore. </p><p>“You know, Eds, there’s something about you that I can’t quite put my finger on,” Richie said softly. He leant forward and placed the tip of his index finger on Eddie’s lips. “But I think it might be these.” </p><p>Eddie breathed in deeply, not at all expecting those words to come out of Richie’s mouth. He held that breath in as Richie slowly came closer and closer, but stopped as soon as his lips just briefly met Eddie’s. Both of them sat, lips touching like feathers, but neither making a move. Eddie could feel Richie’s breath from his nose hitting his upper lip, and he could smell the faint linger of heavenly cologne and smoke from his cigarettes, which made Eddie feel like he was in a dream. He didn’t even realise how badly he had wanted this. How long he had wanted this. </p><p>“Eddie,” Richie whispered. </p><p>Eddie could hardly think of words to speak, but he managed to breathe out a quick, “yeah,” as his heart pounded fast and hard in his chest. </p><p>“What the fuck?”</p>
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Question: Stanlonbrough cuddling? Are these for art or writing? 
Answer: <p>Yo this is so old from like a couple weeks ago when I asked for little prompts, but I finally have an itch to answer so here we go (these are just little headcannon writes btw):</p><ul><li>Bill and Mike love cuddling so much. Stan isn’t the fondest of it, but they know that when he’s in the mood, Stan is the clingiest of them all</li><li>Mike is always the ‘base’, seeing as he has the widest shoulders and the softest chest according to his boyfriends. </li><li>Then there’s Bill, who is usually draped over Mike’s shoulder or in his lap. </li><li>Then Stan, who is snuggled comfortably between them both wherever he can fit. </li><li>Stan, despite being the one more likely to pull an all nighter, always falls asleep when the three of them cuddle.</li><li>Their combined body heat with just the genuine comfort of Mike and Bill always lulls him into a very comfortable rest.</li><li>Mike and Bill dread this, no matter how cute it is. </li><li>Stan’s pratically a deadweight while asleep, and there’s no budging him.</li><li>Despite all of this, Bill and Mike always let him sleep. They both know he needs it. </li><li>Bill is someone who loves physical comfort. It’s something he lacked as a kid, and something he craved for a long time without really understanding why. </li><li>Bill has bad days. Maybe his stutter was getting to him, or maybe someone said something not-so-nice. </li><li>Whenever Bill has a bad day, Mike and Stan are immediately with him the moment they find out.</li><li>Depending on how Bill’s feeling, the three either turn on a movie in the living room, or they just head straight to bed. Either way, Stan and Mike barely let go of Bill the entire time. </li><li>Even if the affection can’t immediately help Bill’s mood, his boyfriends and their endless supply of cuddles and kisses never fail to make him smile despite his bad day. </li></ul>
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Question: For SMUTMAS, can I request Bichie with an exhibitionist kink??? Please and thank you, my beautiful Sho 💕💕💕
Answer: <p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19993054">I’ve never been to a sex club but I’m doing my best </a></p><p>Richie is practically shaking with excitement as Bill takes his arm, guiding him into the club. Bill always looks good, but tonight Richie has to stop himself from drooling when he looks at him. His dark jeans and his soft gray t-shirt show off his body in just the right ways that has Richie tingling all over. </p><p>He’s so glad they’re going to a sex club. </p><p>Bill looks at him out of the corner of his eye and grins, “Excited?” </p><p>Richie nods, kissing his neck, “I can’t believe we’re finally doing this,” he lets Bill guide them over to a couch near the side of a small stage. There’s already a couple up there. They’re kissing. Two men, maybe a little older than them. Bill puts an arm around his shoulders and pulls him closer. </p><p>“Do you wanna go up now?” </p><p>Richie shakes his head, “Wanna watch for a minute first. Gotta warm up a little,” he grins,” Wanna put on a good show right?” </p><p>Bill grins and kisses him. It’s not a slow kiss at all. Bill goes right in for it, tongue tracing over Richie’s lower lip. Richie moans low in his chest and kisses back putting his legs over Bill’s lap, breath hitching as Bill’s hand curls around his thigh. His thumb strokes the inseam of his jeans, so close but still so far away from where Richie wants him to touch. </p><p>Richie pulls away to kiss his neck and makes eye contact with one of the guys on stage and a thrill rolls through his stomach. The guy is getting blown by his partner and he’s staring dead at Richie sucking on Bill’s neck. </p><p>Richie, ever the performer, figures why not give a really good show. He pulls back and looks down at Bill, “Kiss my neck.” </p><p>“What?” he looks at Richie curiously. </p><p>“Just do it,” he kisses him softly and then nods toward the stage, “We have an audience…” </p><p>Bill glances at the guy and then smirks, “So you wanna show off…” he purrs, leaning in to press a soft kiss to Richie’s pale throat, “Went them to see how good you are for me?” </p><p>Richie moans, letting his head fall back, “Fuck yes. Want you to show me off…You always tell me I look good doing it.”  </p><p>“You do look good,” Bill cups the bulge in his jeans, “Feel good too,” he purrs against his neck as Richie arches into the hand that’s massaging him through his pants.</p><p>Richie’s eyes flick back to the two guys on stage. The shorter one whispers to the other and they both look at Richie and Bill. Richie winks at him and tangles his fingers in Bill’s short red hair, keeping him attached to his neck. Bill digs his teeth into his skin and Richie groans, “Trying to mark me up Big Bill?”</p><p>“Mmm. So everyone who looks at you knows you’re mine,” he presses his lips to his ear and Richie shivers. </p><p>“Let’s give ‘em a show then handsome,” he slips off his lap and holds out a hand for him and Bill’s eyes sparkle with anticipation. He takes Richie’s hands and pulls him up onto the low platform. The crowd whistles and Richie practically glows under the attention. Bill comes around behind him and hooks his chin on his shoulder, lips pressed to his ear again. </p><p>“You like when they look at you,” his fingers creep up Richie’s shirt and expose his stomach which clenches under his soft touch, “You always needed to be the center of attention.” </p><p>Richie snorts, “Says you. You always were the center of attention,” he turns in Bill’s arms and they’re kissing again. Now they’re showing off, Richie sucking his lower lip, moaning as Bill squeezes his ass. They both sink onto the neon purple couch, Richie straddling his lap. Their hips rock together and Richie sits back to pull his shirt off and Bill dips his hands under the waistband of his jeans and underwear, squeezing his ass. Richie’s thighs tighten around his hips and they grind together. Richie pulls back and tugs at Bill’s shirt, his blue eyes wide, shining with lust, “Take it off…” </p><p>Bill fixes him with a searing hot gaze and then strips off his shirt. Richie’s eyes travel down his broad chest and his hands follow, nails leaving faint pink lines in their wake. Once his hands hit the button he undoes them and drops to his knees. Bill runs a hand through his dark curls and groans as Richie noses at his crotch. Bill tucks his waistband under his dick and balls and Richie doesn’t waste another second. He swallows Bill all the way down to the base gagging as he swallows. His eyes close and he feels Bill slump back against the suede cushion, his fingers pulling Richie’s hair in a way that made his eyes roll back in his head. His moan comes out muffled and raw. Almost unconsciously he starts to rut against Bill’s leg. He’s so lost in the feeling of Bill’s dick in his mouth he only barely hears the crowd anymore but when he does it makes his hair on the back of his neck stand up and his dick gets even harder in his jeans. </p><p>His hand comes up to stroke his Bill’s balls. He pulls back and drops his mouth to them, licking and sucking. He wants to taste his cum so badly and when he looks, Bill is staring down at him. He still has a death grip on his hair and his pupils are so big that you almost can’t see the green in them anymore, “What else do you want Rich? Wanna show them how good you take my cock?” He has that strong commanding look in his eye. The one that makes Richie’s knees weak and his heart rate speed up to a dangerous level.  </p><p>He nods and Bill pulls him to his feet. He takes him by the chin and kisses him, wet and hot, as he undoes his pants and pulls them down below his ass. Richie turns and kneels on the couch, and throws a look over his shoulder at Bill and catches a glance at the crowd. A few couples are making out but most of them are watching him and that warm light-headed feeling washes over him again as he sinks into the couch. Bill leans in and kisses him, “Still good?”</p><p>Richie nods,” This is perfect. Come on Big Bill,” he arches his back, dropping his head onto his arms, “Gimme something to write home about.” </p><p>Bill snorts in amusement and leans in to lick Richie’s exposed hole, “I seriously doubt Mags wants to hear about me eating your ass at a sex club.” </p><p>Richie giggles and breaks off with a moan as Bill starts to eat him out with such vigor he almost falls over the back of the couch, “Jesus Christ Billy warn a guy,” it comes out thick in his throat and needy. He feels Bill smirk and drag his tongue over his skin. He bites down on the meat of his hand to muffle his sob and Bill reaches up to pull his hands away.</p><p>“Let them hear you,” his voice is soft but commanding. It leaves no room for argument and when Bill dives back in Richie outright sobs. He turns his head to look out at the growing crowd in front of the stage. Bill’s fingers dig into his ass as he sucks the sensitive hole. Richie pushes back against him and his eyes flutter closed. He’s already painfully hard and he knows he isn’t going to last much longer. </p><p>“Bill fuck me,” he finally manages to get the words out without his voice shaking too terribly. Bill’s hand settles on his shoulders and flips him onto his back, fishing lube and a condom out of his pocket. Sneakers, jeans, and underwear come off in quick succession, and Richie drops onto his back, legs falling open as Bill pops the cap on the lube and easily slips two fingers into him. He’s already fairly relaxed from being eaten out and he makes a content sound deep in his chest.</p><p>“Fuck Richie you’re so sexy. You’re doing so well for me, taking my fingers so well. Showing everyone how much you like getting fucked,” Bill says, lips pressed to his inner thigh as he presses his fingers deeper into him. His dives back in, licking over his hole, moaning enthusiastically, if not a little muffled. </p><p>Richie’s head lolls back and his glasses start to slip off. He grabs them, slipping them off and putting them on the table next to the couch and the world goes blurry. He lets his eyes close and Bill adds a third finger. Richie can’t see him but he can tell that he’s got that glint of concentration in his eyes by the way he’s pressing his fingers down on his prostate, “Bill,” he reaches down to grab his hair and pulls him up into a kiss, “Shut up and fuck me.” </p><p>Bill sits forward and kisses him, “Impatient.”</p><p>Richie grins against his lips, “Slowpoke.” </p><p>Bill smirks and kisses him deeper, grabbing his shoulders and pushing him back onto the couch  feeling for the condom as they make out, “Roll over,” he whispers, “I want them to see you,” he kisses him again, and then pulls back with a smirk and “I want you to watch them see you.” </p><p>Richie groans, “Oh fuck…” he rolls onto his hands and knees looking out into the crowd as Bill lines up and pushes in. He moans, bracing himself on his forearms as his fingers tremble, “Fuck yeah Big Bill.” </p><p>He feels Bill grab his hips, moving in steady, well-placed thrusts. He leans in, kissing Richie’s shoulders and back, “Look at you looking so beautiful baby,” he rests one hand between Richie’s shoulders as his chest drops to the couch cushion, “Fuck yeah just like that,” he snaps his hips forward, grinding against Richie’s prostate.</p><p>He’s pretty sure he blacks out for a second as Bill grinds into him. Even if he was wearing his glasses he’s pretty sure his vision would have gone fuzzy. Someone in the crowd whistles again and he feels a dopey, fucked out, blissful expression creeps across his face. Richie arches his back and rocks his hips against Bill as he gets pounded into next week. He’s getting close to coming. He reaches back to grab Bill’s wrist, giving him a quick squeeze of encouragement and he Bill squeezes back as if to say ‘go ahead, Richie.’ </p><p>Richie sobs in relief as he comes against his stomach and he slumps down on the couch. He feels Bill’s hips stutter and come in the condom and Richie starts to giggle as they both sit up and kiss. Richie pulls on his boxers and takes a little bow, a stupid grin on his face as Bill throws an arm around him and pulls him off the side. They both dress quickly and run out into the dark parking lot.</p><p>“I can’t believe we just did that. Holy shit what a rush,” Richie cackles, “Holy shit that was amazing,” he flings his arms around Bill’s neck and kisses him hard, “Shit I love you.” </p><p>Bill kisses back and grins, “I love you too Tozier,” he backs him up against the car and kisses him again. </p><p>Richie grins, “Thanks for doing that for me.” </p><p>Bill squeezes his hand affectionately, “Believe me,” he grins, “Pleasure is all mine.”</p>
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Question: #80  “I didn’t drive all this way to say ‘hey’.” with reddie please! 
Answer: <p>“I didn’t drive all this way to say ‘hey’, Eddie.” Richie huffed out feeling the embarrassment of the situation rise in his stomach.</p><p>“I sure hope so, after that shit you pulled I’d kick your ass if you came in here like that.” Eddie turned away from the door he just opened and walked into his strangely neat living room, something Richie would tease him about if he wasn’t so furious. </p><p>“Eddie, please, for the love of all things holy, let me explain-”</p><p>“There’s nothing to explain, Rich, I get it. But you didn’t need to run away, I doubt the kiss was that bad.” </p><p>Richie paused for a second, feeling his heart start to shatter. “You thought I ran away because I was disgusted by you?” </p><p>Eddie hesitiated and eyed Richie up and down like he was trying to reassest the situation. “Well, when you literally run away from someone after you kiss them, it doesn’t leave much to the imagination.” </p><p>Richie, despite common sense saying that this was a horrible move, grabbed Eddie’s hands and pulled them up to his chest. “Eddie, Eddie you don’t get it. I didn’t- I wouldn’t-” </p><p>Eddie sighed, “it’s fine, Rich, at least now I can move on.” </p><p>“No!” Richie said in an almost-scream, “no wait- Eddie don’t- I fucked up.”</p><p>“Yes, you did, that was fucked up.”</p><p>“Yeah! Yeah, it was fucked up! It’s fucked up because I didn’t mean to do it! I didn’t mean that at all!”</p><p>“Then what did you mean to do!?” </p><p>Richie sighed, knowing words will just continue to fail him because of how scrambled his thoughts were. He took a deep breath and grabbed Eddie’s face, “this, I meant to do this.” </p><p>They kissed, and the rest was history. </p>
Tags: reddie, fanfic

Post id: 187171690094
Date: 2019-08-21 20:24:41 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/187171690094/your-blog-is-so-cool-which-loser-gets-the-most
Slug: your-blog-is-so-cool-which-loser-gets-the-most
Reblog key: AUDCfZyR
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/itgraphsandcharts/186455369455
Reblog name: itgraphsandcharts
Question: Your blog is so cool. Which loser gets the most scared of horror movies?
Answer: <p>Thank you so much and I’m sorry it took so long!! Please send in more requests, this was the last one!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="968" data-orig-width="600"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/a9bc838064a691bc16540e5e66117a92/bb4b0ba2708b49ea-3f/s1280x1920/58f20a6f1bcfd9b64b8c9dc0e76664b81c7bb0ee.png" data-orig-height="968" data-orig-width="600" data-media-key="a9bc838064a691bc16540e5e66117a92:bb4b0ba2708b49ea-3f"/></figure><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Richie</b> tries to keep up a facade. He pretends he’s not scared, which is sometimes true. But sometimes he gets nightmares, so it might not be entirely true.</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Ben</b> has one scary movie that he likes(it’s not even really scary). The rest are too scary for him.</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Eddie</b> loves horror movies. He’s not afraid of much and he thinks jump scares are great. Stan thinks he’s crazy.</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Stan</b> doesn’t like them. Never has, never will. They’re too scary for him. He’d rather watch a comedy.</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Bev</b> is a total adrenaline junkie. She sees all the new scary movies in theater, usually dragging an unsuspecting Loser with her.</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Mike</b> is neutral. They don’t scare him but he doesn’t necessarily enjoy them. He’ll watch them and enjoy the story line, not the jump scares.</p><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'><b>Bill</b> LOVES horror movies. He draws inspiration from them for his stories. Except he doesn’t like the psychological horror movies. They’re too scary for him.</p>
Tags: the losers, graphs

Post id: 187057316658
Date: 2019-08-16 20:24:35 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/187057316658/if-you-still-wanted-an-art-request-could-i-get
Slug: if-you-still-wanted-an-art-request-could-i-get
Reblog key: 0GABuDvJ
Reblog url: https://studpuffin.tumblr.com/post/186465829387/if-you-still-wanted-an-art-request-could-i-get
Reblog name: studpuffin
Question: if you still wanted an art request, could i get maybe some reddie + holding hands? :) 
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1280"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/391ce617a1a7491118b4e472e509e84c/d7dd882265225945-7b/s1280x1920/a8300401418ae93da04b87c163431caca706c6f0.jpg" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1280" data-media-key="391ce617a1a7491118b4e472e509e84c:d7dd882265225945-7b"/></figure><p>HI thank you for this request!! sorry this is ten thousand years late… i hope this is what you wanted :DD</p>
Tags: reddie, fanart

Post id: 187039292487
Date: 2019-08-16 00:48:21 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/187039292487/hear-me-out-famous-model-richie-and-famous
Slug: hear-me-out-famous-model-richie-and-famous
Reblog key: 7sisU9Ap
Reblog url: https://itchytoaster.tumblr.com/post/186457723914/hear-me-out-famous-model-richie-and-famous
Reblog name: itchytoaster
Question: HEAR ME OUT, famous model! richie and famous model! Mike meeting at a shoot for like versace or something and falling in love! they’re everyone’s sweet hearts and have the best fucking street style and everyone adores their style! and richie is known for his outrageous shoots and cross-dressing while Mike is known for his calvin klein underwear shoots (let’s be honest 👀) and everyone just adores them. they’re on cover after cover and are super rich.
Answer: <p>OMG YES </p><p>When they meet on set they have instant chemistry, everything they shoot together is just breathtaking. They do editorials some times about what its like to be an openly gay couple in the modeling world. They coordinate outfits and post ootd on their shared instagram page. When they come out as a couple its through a shared shoot when they both get interviewed. Richie was wearing floral gowns and Mike wore a full face of makeup with bright colors and a dramatic highlight. Everyone instantly went insane and their social media legends. </p>
Tags: hanzier, headcanon

Post id: 187031649121
Date: 2019-08-15 18:12:23 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/187031649121/some-wiritng-prompt-lullaby-with-reddie-3c
Slug: some-wiritng-prompt-lullaby-with-reddie-3c
Reblog key: p9FQbEWG
Reblog url: https://bi-bi-richie.tumblr.com/post/186405940976/some-wiritng-prompt-lullaby-with-reddie-3c
Reblog name: bi-bi-richie
Question: Some wiritng prompt? "Lullaby" with reddie? :3c just a thought 💭😊😳
Answer: <p>“You have a beautiful voice, Rich,” Eddie whispered, looking down at his boyfriend who sat on the floor rather than the bed next to him. </p><p>“You’ve been telling me that for almost eleven years, and yet, I can ever get tired of it.” Richie smiled and pushed his guitar to the side, the one he was playing only a few moments prior. </p><p>“I like your voice too, just for the record, I think you’re the best backup I could have.” </p><p>“Fuck off I’m better than backup.” </p><p>They both laughed and Eddie pressed a kiss to Richie’s head (something he had taken to once they were older and teenage Richie finally discovered showers). Richie pulled himself up onto the bed next to his boyfriend and tackled them both into an almost comfortable cuddling position. </p><p>Eddie barked out a laugh then leaned down to kiss Richie on the lips, this kiss lasting long enough to drain them of air in their lungs. “Richie?” Eddie whispered when they parted. </p><p>“Hm?” </p><p>“What song was that?”</p><p>Richie pulled his head back just enough that he would see Eddie clearly. “A lullaby, one that Mags and Went would sing to me when I was a wee lad or so.” </p><p>Eddie chuckled at Richie’s terrible accent then looked down and let his smile fade slowly. “My mom never sang to me… dad might’ve but I would be too young to remember.” </p><p>Richie watched Eddie slowly let his emotions take over his face, it always pained him to see it but after six years of dating, he knew how to rid of it. </p><p>“We’ll sing to them,” Richie started.</p><p>“Who?” Eddie whispered. </p><p>“Our kids, obviously! When we get married and adopt them, we’ll sing to them every night, even if they hate it.” </p><p>Eddie smiled and leaned up to press another kiss to Richie’s lips. </p><p>“I like that plan.” </p>
Tags: reddie, fanfic

Post id: 187015983409
Date: 2019-08-15 00:48:21 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/187015983409/5976100-with-reddie
Slug: 5976100-with-reddie
Reblog key: 52nX2hDO
Reblog url: https://bi-bi-richie.tumblr.com/post/186406137646/5976100-with-reddie
Reblog name: bi-bi-richie
Question: 59/76/100 with Reddie? 
Answer: <p>“This place is creepy” “Nothing is going to happen to you” “I love you” </p><p>“This place is creepy,” Richie comments.</p><p>“No shit, babe, it’s a haunted house,” Eddie said from beside him. </p><p>“I know that!” he shouted, then turned back to the house and felt himself shake a little, “but this one is like… extra creepy.” </p><p>“We’re not even inside it yet!” </p><p>“Yet?! We’re actually going in there?!” </p><p>Eddie shrugged, “I mean, that was the plan wasn’t it?”</p><p>“Yeah- well, it was the plan before we looked at the damn place!”</p><p>“Nothing is going to happen to you.”</p><p>“Damn right, because I’m not going in there!” </p><p>“Richie, you’re such a baby.” </p><p>“Babies are the smartest of us all if they truly know not to go into those shit-holes.” </p><p>Eddie rolled his eyes and dragged Richie away from the house, knowing that he would never get his boyfriend in there and even if he did, he’d be dealing with a whiny Richie all day. </p><p>“You’re lucky I love you,” Eddie said with fake annoyance. </p><p>“I know I am.” </p>
Tags: reddie, fanfic

Post id: 187013537182
Date: 2019-08-14 22:36:23 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/187013537182/would-you-be-willing-to-write-more-in-the-as-long
Slug: would-you-be-willing-to-write-more-in-the-as-long
Reblog key: Lvt22308
Reblog url: https://grapesodatozier.tumblr.com/post/186407783092/would-you-be-willing-to-write-more-in-the-as-long
Reblog name: grapesodatozier
Question: Would you be willing to write more in the as long as we’re together verse ?! Like maybe reddies first date perhaps??
Answer: <p>okay i think this concept will work better as hcs bc im picturing a lot of time jumps/snapshots so here’s that!! (follow up to<a href="https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Farchiveofourown.org%2Fworks%2F15687309&amp;t=MDViMTJkYjA1M2U2YzVmZGNhZWRkM2UzODE5Y2QwMzIyNGEwYzM4MyxhZjA1MGVhZTI1Y2U4OTMzYjY4MzQ5NTI1YThlYmYyNGI1N2FhNDZi"> this fic</a>)</p><ul><li>okay so this is movie canon, so they’re like 14 here right?</li><li>so it’s all very young and sweet and bumbly</li><li>they don’t really have time to discuss what they Are before the pennywise battle, but they survive!!</li><li>somehow talking about their feelings is even scarier</li><li>richie’s especially scared bc is he still allowed to be as protective of eddie as he has been this past week or so? the monster’s gone, so eddie’s safe and doesn’t need richie anymore, right?</li><li>but eddie still wants to hold his hand when they read comics together in the loft of richie’s garage, and he still shares his ice cream with richie, and they still go to the arcade just the two of them sometimes, they even kiss every once in a while, but it’s in the safety and secrecy of richie’s bedroom, and it still makes their hearts race, makes them giggle and blush every time</li><li>they’re first official date isn’t until they’re 16 and richie actually asks, clearly, if he can take eddie out</li><li>bc he’s 16 now!! went made him get a real job and he gets paychecks that he wants to spend on his boyfriend!!</li><li>eddie laughs bc “richie we’ve been on, like, a hundred dates by now” but he also thinks it’s really sweet</li><li>and he’s not gonna say no to free dinner and a movie</li><li>there aren’t really many fancy places in derry though, so they go to the local pizza place and order pasta, bc that’s peak romance</li><li>they’re the only ones in the joint with actual entrees, but they’re a couple of rowdy teenage boys, so no one really gives it a second glance</li><li>they hold hands in the dark back row through the whole movie</li><li>and when he’s sure no one’s looking, richie kisses eddie under the stars. it’s just a quick peck, but it’s the perfect ending to their first official date</li></ul>
Tags: reddie, headcanon

Post id: 186961150626
Date: 2019-08-12 18:12:42 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/186961150626/bevchie-friendship-prank
Slug: bevchie-friendship-prank
Reblog key: MwpYbhmr
Reblog url: https://eds-kas.tumblr.com/post/179115740800/bevchie-friendship-prank
Reblog name: eds-kas
Question: Bevchie (friendship) + prank!🖤 
Answer: <p>This is actually almost 1k becuase I couldn’t control myself. Thank you Häns for sending this to me, I’ve laughed so much writing this.<br/><br/>Mentions of reddie, benverly and stanlon.<br/></p>
<p><a href="https://eds-kas.tumblr.com/post/179087140880/send-me-a-pairing-a-word-and-ill-write-a"><b>Send me a pairing + a word and I‘ll write a 500-ish fic</b></a><br/></p>
<p>———</p>
<p>Richie was bouncing with his leg as he held his phone pressed to his ear. ”Come on. Wake up, wake up,” he impatiently whispered to himself as it kept dialing. Just when he was about to hang up and personally go to Beverly’s house and violate her bedroom window, she finally picked up.</p>
<p>”What the fuck Richie? It’s 4 in the morning.” Beverly’s morning attitude was not something to play with, but there was no time to be gentle and loving.</p>
<p>”Rise and shine my friend, it is time for a prank!” Richie cooed, but all he heard from the other end was a loud sigh.</p>
<p>”Can’t it wait to another more human time of the day?” Beverly groaned before she spoke again but this time it was away from the microphone. ”It’s just Richie, go back to sleep Ben.”</p>
<p>Richie grinned. ”No can do, it has to be now. I am sitting with <i>two thousand</i> post-it notes next to me, our victim is scheduled to go to work in three hours and in that time we are going to cover said victim’s car with said post-it notes.”</p> <p><a href="https://eds-kas.tumblr.com/post/179115740800/bevchie-friendship-prank" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fanfic

Post id: 186944517251
Date: 2019-08-12 00:48:29 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/186944517251/beverie-anyone-doms-i-dont-care-just-them
Slug: beverie-anyone-doms-i-dont-care-just-them
Reblog key: 7O5LQ1Kb
Reblog url: https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/182833485315/beverie-anyone-doms-i-dont-care-just-them
Reblog name: oldguybones
Question: beverie, anyone doms i don’t care just them!! 
Answer: <p><b>NSFW Bevchie Ahead</b></p>
<p>Bev wakes softly one Friday morning, not forced awake by a loud blaring alarm, but rather by the natural sunlight peeking through their blinds. Stretching her arms over her head, she kicks the sheet off of her body, and subsequently off of her boyfriend instead. She rolls over, letting out a soft moan of interest at the sight of Richie laying on his stomach, completely nude. She runs an appreciative hand over his bare back, her fingers tracing along each and every muscle. They trail lower and lower until they’re running over the curve of his ass.<b><br/></b></p>
<p>The action brings a soft groan from Richie’s lips as he stirs. Bev smiles at the sound, rolling over long enough to grab something from the top drawer of their nightstand. Her hand returns back to his body, her lips moving to kiss every inch of his soft skin she can reach. </p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/182833485315/beverie-anyone-doms-i-dont-care-just-them" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: Bevchie, nsfw, fanfic

Post id: 186939207451
Date: 2019-08-11 20:24:23 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/186939207451/can-i-request-a-beverie-fluff-turned-into-smut-i
Slug: can-i-request-a-beverie-fluff-turned-into-smut-i
Reblog key: E0uxTFt4
Reblog url: https://grapesodatozier.tumblr.com/post/185708023502/can-i-request-a-beverie-fluff-turned-into-smut-i
Reblog name: grapesodatozier
Question: can I request a beverie fluff turned into smut I LOVE YOUR PAGE !!!!! 💖
Answer: <p>thank you sm!! and happy graduation season!! have some college grad bev and her loving and supportive boyfriend!!</p>
<p><b>words: </b>2,597</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19282543">read on ao3</a> or below!!</p>
<p><b>notsfw </b>under the cut</p>
<p>Richie gripped the edge of the
plastic chair in which he was seated, preparing himself as the L last names
finished up. He beamed when he saw her face on screen, black grad cap atop her
red curls. The minute the name “Beverly Marsh” boomed through the speakers he
was jumping up from his seat, clapping his hands wildly and screaming his head
off. His chest bloomed with pride and love as he watched her cross the stage,
that diploma in her hand. “That’s my girlfriend!” he shouted proudly to no one
in particular, to everyone who could hear. Went and Maggie laughed together as
they clapped politely in their seats on either side of him.</p>
<p>He met her after the ceremony,
lifting her into the air as soon as he saw her. Her laughter fell on his ears
like a bell choir as he showered her in congratulations. He kissed her as
deeply as he could get away with in public before letting Went and Maggie
through to give her their love and congratulations. Richie’s chest swelled with
so much love as he watched on, Bev’s cheeks pink from the sun, her skin radiant
with her own glow. Her smile was so bright, and the only time it left her face
was when they took some silly pictures together. He hung back as she tearfully
hugged her college friends, taking pictures of them when he was called upon.
The entire time all that was going through his head was the disbelief that he
really got to go home that night with the most intelligent, talented,
hardworking, beautiful woman in the world. </p> <p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/185708023502/can-i-request-a-beverie-fluff-turned-into-smut-i" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: beverie, bevchie, nsfw, fanfic

Post id: 186920888863
Date: 2019-08-11 00:48:35 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/186920888863/lease-if-u-would-be-so-kind-whenever-you
Slug: lease-if-u-would-be-so-kind-whenever-you
Reblog key: EARwT63E
Reblog url: https://soft-n-hobbit.tumblr.com/post/186167869019/lease-if-u-would-be-so-kind-whenever-you
Reblog name: soft-n-hobbit
Question: <p>&#127345;lease..... if u would be so kind whenever you have time..... benverly.... or stanpat..... i would die for u... thank u in advance. xoxox</p>
Answer: <div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1393" data-orig-width="1080"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/5e797afa5fea005d8076eae83a530e05/024eb314c876fd1b-57/s640x960/1bf35a0cf60e60945313263cf9677072ab813927.png" data-orig-height="1393" data-orig-width="1080"/></figure></div><p>they are the definition of babey</p><p>Thank you so much for the request!!</p>
Tags: benverly, fanart

Post id: 186885215134
Date: 2019-08-09 12:42:39 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/186885215134/richie-from-a3-on-chart-one
Slug: richie-from-a3-on-chart-one
Reblog key: 7myDitwf
Reblog url: https://unpack-my-heart.tumblr.com/post/186885147410/richie-from-a3-on-chart-one
Reblog name: unpack-my-heart
Question: richie from A3 on chart one! 
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1876" data-orig-width="1407"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/f0b41ff97ed306c644cea3a1983871a0/d684751e0e89c74a-19/s640x960/4ee25db37cfd1785c56b121439cbb21d8d6c5b89.jpg" data-orig-height="1876" data-orig-width="1407" data-media-key="f0b41ff97ed306c644cea3a1983871a0:d684751e0e89c74a-19"/></figure><p>:’(</p><p>thank you so much for the request!!</p>
Tags: richie tozier, fanart

Post id: 186874777344
Date: 2019-08-09 00:48:40 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/186874777344/richie-had-a-pet-rock-as-a-kid-and-he-keeps-it
Slug: richie-had-a-pet-rock-as-a-kid-and-he-keeps-it
Reblog key: 9LYyjPiZ
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/transkasp/186333537420
Reblog name: transkasp
Question: Richie had a pet rock as a kid and he keeps it with him through his life
Answer: <p>oh he absolutely did</p>
<ul><li>he “got” it in kindergarten</li>
<li>all of the swings were taken during recess so he sat next to them and cried</li>
<li>but then he found a big gray rock—big for his tiny child hands—sitting on the ground and he was like “yep this is my new pet now”</li>
<li>and that was that</li>
<li>he brought it in with him and showed it to his teacher who was used to this kind of thing from him</li>
<li>he found a worm once and brought it to her as his new pet</li>
<li>he was very sad when she told him to put it back but he forgot about it five minutes later because then it was snack time and he had oreos</li>
</ul><p><a href="https://chaotickaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/186333537420/richie-had-a-pet-rock-as-a-kid-and-he-keeps-it" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, headcanon

Post id: 186869613864
Date: 2019-08-08 20:24:42 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/186869613864/10-and-25-for-hanbrough-if-you-please-otherwise
Slug: 10-and-25-for-hanbrough-if-you-please-otherwise
Reblog key: rKr1bCyH
Reblog url: https://veganmikehanlon.tumblr.com/post/185370231288/10-and-25-for-hanbrough-if-you-please-otherwise
Reblog name: veganmikehanlon
Question: 10 and 25 for hanbrough if you please! otherwise any pairing will do ♥
Answer: <p>you know that thing where u can’t even search ur own blog for something you /literally/ tagged? this was something like…idk something but it reminded me of something i already wrote so i Really have no reason for not posting it sooner other than procrastination being my middle name so anyways, this:</p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p><b>M</b>ike doesn’t mean to start writing a sex scene while sitting in a Starbucks, but he’d tried writing at home, well it’s just his parents house now, and his mom kept walking in trying to talk to him. So he left the old farmhouse and drove into his newly modernized hometown of good ol’ Derry, Maine.</p>
<p>	It’d started with a piece of his story inspiring a memory from his own sex life. Something he’d done forever ago with an ex. Secretly, in a tent. Surrounded by friends. Not their most shining moment but it was hot and applicable to his current story.</p> <p><a href="https://veganmikehanlon.tumblr.com/post/185370231288/10-and-25-for-hanbrough-if-you-please-otherwise" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: hanbrough, fanfic

Post id: 186867175703
Date: 2019-08-08 18:12:29 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/186867175703/reddie-or-kasplon-camping
Slug: reddie-or-kasplon-camping
Reblog key: DoQI2yfw
Reblog url: https://stellarbisexual.tumblr.com/post/184793568764/reddie-or-kasplon-camping
Reblog name: stellarbisexual
Question: reddie or kasplon + camping ??
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Question: 4.     “You’re in love with her/him/them” for Reddie? ( Sad maybe cause i feel angsty Or you can make it however you wanna) 
Answer: <p>I’m sorry reddie shippers, PLEASE don’t kill me okay</p><p><b>4. ‘You’re in love with her/him/them.’</b></p><p>Richie knew that this was the only chance he was going to get before he had to leave and go back home. He had been at Eddie’s apartment for a couple of hours, the two of them just relaxing, scrolling through their phones, catching up on Netflix shows and chatting about everything that they could. To Richie, it was all leading up to something he had wanted to tell Eddie since they were teenagers.</p><p>For the first time in his life, he was ready to admit how he was feeling.</p><p>‘Hey, Eds?’ Richie asked, looking over at him nervously. Eddie, not looking up from his phone, nodded in response.</p><p>‘Hm?’</p><p>‘If you promise not to laugh at me-‘</p><p>‘Oh,’ Eddie snorted, smirking and raising an eyebrow at his best friend. ‘I can tell this is gonna be a cracker.’ </p><p>Richie rolled his eyes but shifted in his seat so he could face Eddie a little better. ‘I mean it! This is…this is actually kinda serious.’ Eddie paused. </p><p>‘Does this mean the phone needs to go away?’ Richie nodded. ‘Okay, it’s away.’ Eddie turned his phone off and shoved it into the pocket of his hoodie. Or Mike’s hoodie, Richie realised as he took a closer look. ‘What’s going on?’</p><p>Richie took a deep breath, fiddling with his hands like he always did when he was nervous, and looked into Eddie’s eyes.</p><p>‘So, I’ve been kinda sitting on something for a while…like…a few years, actually.’ He chuckled to himself before realising the concerned look on his friends face that seemed to grow worse by the second. ‘You know I’m not good with the whole…emotional shit but I just wanted to say that I-‘ Richie cut himself off, staring at Eddie with a frown. Eddie, who was now more than a little freaked out, cocked his head in confusion.</p><p>‘Are you okay?’ He asked. </p><p>Richie couldn’t move his gaze, his entire body frozen, his heart hammering against his chest. </p><p>‘Is that a <i>hickey?</i>’ He said, pointing at the spot he had seen on the surface of skin between his neck and shoulder. Eddie’s eye’s widened and he quickly pulled the neck of the hoodie over the bruise, clearing his throat and looking around the room to bide himself some time.</p><p>‘Uh…yeah…sorry you had to see that-‘ </p><p>‘Who gave that to you?’ Richie asked, his voice quiet. Pained. Eddie glanced at him, not saying anything, and Richie wracked his brain. They hadn’t gone out drinking recently, and Eddie wasn’t a one night stand kind of guy, so there was no way that he would have just brought someone home. He would have told Richie if he was dating someone, that’s for sure. Then Richie took another look at Eddie’s neck…and remembered what was covering it. Eddie didn’t have that hoodie before today, and the Losers hadn’t come over for a week or so now. So how did Mike’s hoodie get there?</p><p>Richie let out a breath. ‘Did Mike give that to you?’ </p><p>Eddie froze entirely, looking like a deer caught in headlights, and Richie knew he was right instantly. He looked away, licking his drying lips and wondering how he managed to have the worst luck in the world.</p><p>‘How…how did you know that?’ Eddie asked. Richie scoffed then pointed at the hoodie. Eddie looked at himself, then back up at Richie. ‘Oh. I guess I didn’t really think that one through.’ Richie didn’t say anything. Sitting up against the couch again, Eddie sighed and rubbed a hand over his face. ‘That was something I had wanted to talk to you about.’</p><p>‘When did it happen?’ Richie heard himself ask.</p><p>Eddie’s lips curled into a small, innocent smile, and it made Richie’s heart crumble. </p><p>‘Yesterday. Last night, actually. He came over after work, said he had to talk to me about something important. He was pacing around the living room for ages before I snapped at him to just tell me what he wanted to tell me and then he…’ Eddie’s voice trailed off and he seemed to curl up into the hoodie for comfort. Richie wished it was his hoodie. ‘Then he kissed me.’ </p><p>Eddie explained the rest of the story, but Richie only took in bits and pieces of it. Mike admitted to being in love with Eddie since they were young, and Eddie admitted the same. They spent the rest of the evening talking…kissing…eventually leading to a few other activities that Eddie blushed scarlet at. Mike had left earlier that morning to go to work, leaving Eddie with his hoodie and kissing him goodbye. Apparently he’d be back in a couple of hours…and he’d be staying the night yet again.</p><p>Richie was quiet the entire time, trying not to cry as well as trying to look at least a little bit happy for his best friend. But it was hard. Harder than what he wanted to tell Eddie himself. </p><p>‘So…you’re in love with him. Mike?’ Richie concluded and Eddie nodded slowly.</p><p>‘Yeah…I guess I am.’ Eddie looked at Richie again, smiling brighter this time, and turned in his spot to face him. ‘Anyway, enough about me. What did you want to say to me? I didn’t mean to steal the spotlight from you.’ </p><p>Richie looked at Eddie sadly, not bothering to hide how he was really feeling anymore. The damage had been done so what was the point? He looked down at his hands that had been shaking in his lap the moment Eddie started telling him the events of the previous night. He wondered if he had been quicker…if he had told Eddie a few years back, a few months, hell even the day before. Maybe…maybe things could have been different. Eddie would be wearing <i>his</i> hoodie. Have <i>his</i> hickey on his neck. Be kissing <i>him</i> instead of looking at him. Then Richie realised how impossible that was as Eddie had been in love with Mike for just as long as Mike had been in love with Eddie. And so he put on a smile, looked back at the love his life, and accepted the situation for what it was. </p><p>‘It doesn’t matter anymore,’ he whispered. ‘Mike got there first.’ </p>
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Question: <p>o god write me some kasplon. all the kasplon. like eddie perving on mike for years and never thinking in his wildest dreams he'd have a chance BUT THEN. </p>
Answer: <p><b>BUT THEN! Hints of nsfw</b></p><p>“Eddie! Are you in?” Mike called from the hallway outside Eddie’s dorm. “I have pizza!” </p><p>“I’m always home for pizza,” Eddie replied, opening his door to his friend. He was greeted with Mike’s bright smile and the smell of food. </p><p>“Good, I didn’t want to share this with three roommates.” He said, coming in Eddie’s room and toeing off his shoes before flopping on the bed. “They never appreciate good pizza.” He added, flipping open the top and grabbing a slice, making a happy ‘mm’ noise as he bit into it. It was easy, comfortable, like so many other things with them were. Eddie slid next to him, accepting a piece from his friend. </p><p>He didn’t even know how long he’d liked Mike for. In his more honest moments Eddie thought that it was since the first time he saw the other boy at the tender age of 12, sailing by on his bike to deliver cuts of meat. Mike had looked so happy and free. Eddie had been jealous of his speed and height (though later he realized his feelings may have been less jealousy and more the first indications of a crush). </p><p>Over the years he had tried to ignore his growing feelings but it was impossible. The two were always around each other, Mike’s farm was one of the few Sonia approved places so Eddie was frequently over there, helping Mike make hay into bales or following him to hidden blueberry patches. At they grew older Eddie found himself staring at Mike’s jawline or biceps, trying to look away before he was seen. </p><p>It never worked. Mike always caught him staring. Eddie would blush and Mike would offer him a warm smile. He was sure that Mike knew about his crush but he was too nice to ever say anything. He never asked Eddie to stop, instead he’d change the conversation, talking about a new calf or how the days were getting shorter. It only made Eddie’s feelings grow stronger. </p><p>But it was obvious that Mike didn’t return his feelings. After all, if he felt the same he would have said something by now, surely. So Eddie tried to focus on other things, and people. </p><p>After high school the two ended up same city for college, a short train ride away. Mike often ended up staying in Eddie’s single dorm rather than trekking back to his apartment. They would watch a movie or play a video game, something easy that usually ended up with them pressed together in Eddie’s too small bed (not that he’d ever complain. He slept better when Mike was next to him.  </p><p>“You’d rather share with me?’ Eddie asked, ignoring how their thighs pressed together.</p><p>“Exactly.” Mike replied. “I’ll always share my pizza with you.” </p><p>Eddie grew warm then looked away, not wanting Mike to read his expression. “You’re such a sap Hanlon.” He said, sliding down until he was laying on his bed, still eating. It took him a minute but he realized that Mike had grown quiet. “Are you okay?” He asked, looking up at his friend, who had a strange expression etched on his face. </p><p>“When did you get that?” Mike asked, his voice strangled. </p><p>It took a second but Eddie realized he was asking about his belly button ring. Eddie was in a crop top sweater and his new piercing was on display. </p><p>“Couple weeks ago,” He glanced at it, the purple stone peering back at him. “It’s cute right?”</p><p>Mike nodded, still staring. “Can I touch it?” </p><p>“I- sure.” Eddie agreed, watching as Mike carefully cleaned his hands then put his palm on Eddie’s stomach, fingers grazing the ring. </p><p>“Did it hurt?” He asked, rubbing it between his fingers. Eddie had to take a second to remember how to breath. Mike’s hand covered most of his stomach and Eddie couldn’t help but think about his hands being on the rest of him.</p><p>“A little.” </p><p>Mike looked at him and Eddie swore that his eyes were darker. “You’re so brave, I’d never do that.” </p><p>“It wasn’t bad.” Eddie said. “A minute and it was over.” Whenever he took a breath his stomach pushed against Mike’s warm hand. </p><p>“It’s pretty hot.” Mike said and now Eddie knew he wasn’t imagining it. Mike’s voice was deeper, his hand spreading over Eddie’s stomach to rest at the top of his shorts. “I just want to-” Mike bent down and pressed a kiss to Eddie’s stomach, his tongue darting out and licking the ring. Eddie yelped in surprise and immediately Mike drew back, his hands up. “Fuck, should I not- fuck- I thought you-” He started to stand but Eddie grabbed him, pulling Mike back down.</p><p>“You surprised me.” Eddie told him, staring up at his friend. “Plus I didn’t think you were interested.” </p><p>Mike chuckled. “Are you kidding?” His dark brown eyes roamed over Eddie’s body, settling on his face. “I’ve been interested for years. You’re very interesting Eddie Kaspbrak.” Eddie’s face must have been surprised because Mike chuckled again. “Eddie you have no idea.” He reached out, placing his hand back on Eddie’s stomach and hip. “How long I’ve waited to touch you.” His hand trace patterns in Eddie’s skin, feather light but heavy with the promise of more. Eddie swallowed the moan that threatened to escape from the tenderness of the touch. Mike’s eyes were trained on him, waiting for permission. </p><p>Eddie had a million questions but decided that all of them could wait. “You don’t have to wait anymore,” He said, pushing himself up to capture Mike’s lips in a long overdue kiss. </p>
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Question: <p>B2, Stanley the Manly (with D3 added for Richie if you would do two in one)</p>
Answer: <div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="550" data-orig-width="550"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/5b3e07740cf1d1fd0e14048a187cd4ac/d88f95d04cec7c03-29/s640x960/66ff3e54981cebc1326ddacb76dde85e7f22a770.png" data-orig-height="550" data-orig-width="550"/></figure></div><p>True friendship</p>
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Question: <p>Could you do a Richie x Stan in the 90s moodboard?</p>
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Question: For the Bichie, maybe a coming out story?! Since it’s pan pride day! I always head cannon bill as pan so I think that could be neat! You could make it fluff/smut, whatever you feel works best :)))
Answer: <p><b>a/n: </b>sorry this is a day late! but happy pan pride! </p><p><b>aged up</b></p><p>-</p><p>Bill and Richie decide to head to the quarry. It’s a hot Thursday afternoon in mid summer. The two boys have been inseparable all summer, well, inseparable since they were kids. Bill and Richie strip off their clothes and jump off the cliff and crash into the water down below them. The two laugh as they resurface and splash each other playfully. </p><p>A sinking feeling settles in Bill’s stomach when he remembers why he brought Richie to the quarry. Yes, to swim, but he wants to tell Richie something. Something he’s been wanting to share for a long time. Bill grows quiet, looking down at the water as he swims quietly. Only the sound of Richie’s laughter echoing through the trees surrounding them. Richie catches on quickly that something isn’t right with Bill.</p><p>“Hey, you okay?” Richie asks softly, smile disappearing from his face. </p><p>“Y- yeah, I j- j- j- just…” Bill trials off, not knowing what to say or how to say it. He wants to come out to Richie and tell him his truth, but the right words just aren’t coming to mind. Richie’s brows furrow together as he focuses hard on Bill’s features as Bill searches for words to say. “C- c- c- can we go sit d-down?” </p><p>“Of course,” Richie says. The two boys make it back to the top of the cliff and place two towels and sit down on them. They sit in silence for quite a while as Bill builds up the courage and words to say what he wants to say. Richie doesn’t push it and he waits patiently. Bill takes a deep breath before he speaks. </p><p>“I’m p- p- pan- pansexual,” Bill finally says, tears in his eyes as his hands shake slightly. “And…” Richie tilts his head in interest, but Bill doesn’t continue on. </p><p>“And?” Richie asks in a gentle tone. Bill takes another deep breath. This is the part he’s most scared of. </p><p>“And I l- l- l- like y- you…” </p><p>Richie doesn’t say anything at first which makes Bill worry. But Richie wasn’t sure if he heard Bill correctly or not. Did he just say that he <i>liked</i> him?</p><p>“What?” Richie has to ask, making sure he heard Bill correctly. </p><p>“I’m pansexual and I l- like you…” Bill says, looking down at his naked lap. A wide smile forms on Richie’s face, but Bill can’t see. </p><p>“I like you too,” Richie says, excitement growing inside of him. Bill’s head perks up at that, blush tinted on his cheeks. </p><p>“Really?” Bill asks, biting his lip nervously. </p><p>“Really,” Richie confirms, crooked smile painted on his lips. Bill’s blush deepens as he looks back down at his lap. </p><p>Richie scoots closer to Bill and tilts his chin up so that their eyes meet each other again. Bill’s eyes dart back and forth between Richie’s dark, brown, glazed eyes to his perfect lips. Richie smirks slightly before he connects their lips together gently. Bill nearly sighs in relief as he kisses back instantly. </p><p>The kiss starts off soft and gentle before quickly heating up. Richie pulls Bill into his lap, licking his bottom lip and asking for entrance. Bill gladly accepts, opening his mouth and letting Richie explore him. Bill hums and moans softly, tangling his fingers in Richie’s hair desperately. Richie pulls away for air, panting slightly. </p><p>“I want you, I want you so bad. Is that okay?” Richie asks breathlessly. Bill nods frantically. “Okay,” Richie gives a small laugh and connects their lips again. </p><p>Richie rubs Bill’s sides softly before his hands go around and cup Bill’s ass. Bill can’t help but grind against Richie and whimper softly into his mouth. Richie then lays Bill back against the towel and gets between his legs. Richie pulls away from the kiss and sticks a few fingers in his mouth. Bill sucks on his fingers, swirling his tongue around Richie’s fingers. </p><p>Richie pulls his fingers out of Bill’s mouth. He places one against Bill’s rim, circling around him a few times before pushing in. Bill moans and spreads his legs a little bit wider. Richie starts to pump his finger slowly. </p><p>“God, you’re so beautiful.” Richie says and begins pumping his finger faster. </p><p>“So are you,” Bill says back shyly, cupping Richie’s face.</p><p>Richie then adds a second finger and curls them up, hitting his prostate perfectly. Bill squeals in delight, bucking his hips up. Richie smirks down at him as he scissors his fingers open, pumping then curling. Repeating this process over and over until Bill is a wiggling and moaning mess, and once Bill thought it couldn’t get any better, Richie adds a third finger. </p><p>“Fuck, R- R- Richie, oh fuck!” and once the feeling became overwhelming, Richie pulls his fingers out. Bill grips the towel on the ground as he catches his breath, his mind feeling dizzy and dazed. </p><p>Richie lays down and pulls Bill on top of him, slipping his cock inside of him. Bill gasps and sinks all the way down on Richie’s cock and places his hands on Richie’s chest. </p><p>“Go ahead, baby. Ride me.” Richie says as he looks up at Bill, placing his hands on his hips. Bill nods, blinking innocently at Richie. </p><p>Bill begins to circle his hips slowly, moaning softly as he feels Richie deep inside of him.</p><p>“Fuck,” Bill whimpers as he raises himself up and then sinks back down. Richie moans as well, his grip tight on Bill’s hips. </p><p>Bill starts a steady rhythm, bouncing up and down, high pitched moans escaping his mouth every time he feels Richie’s cock hit his prostate. Bill digs his nails in Richie’s chest, whimpering and becoming a moaning mess as he picks up his pace - bouncing roughly. </p><p>“Fuck, Bill, you’re gonna make me cum.” Richie says in between his moans. </p><p>“M- me too,” Bill says breathlessly. </p><p>“Where do you want me to cum?” </p><p>“I- i- in me…” Bill blushes. </p><p>Richie nods and begins slamming Bill down on his cock, hard and fast until they’re both cumming - Richie inside Bill and Bill all over Richie’s stomach. Bill collapses on top of Richie, both boys panting as they catch their breaths. </p><p>“Holy fuck,” Richie breathes out. “We really just did that.” Bill nods with a happy smile. They lay there until they both have calmed down from their highs. “C’mon, let’s go clean up.” Richie says as he takes Bill off of himself and the two jump back into the water below them. </p>
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Question: i’ve been thinking about this for a while but what if richie has like a moan kink? like he loves moans and sometimes he’ll gently wrap his hand around his partners neck so he can also feel the vibration of the moans too?? 
Answer: <p>omfggg. richie would soooo get this way with bill. </p><p><b>aged up</b></p><p>• richie loves to spank bill and bill loves to be spanked</p><p>• bill moans so loudly when richie does this too and it drives richie w i l d</p><p>• “i love hearing you moan, baby.” richie says with a growl as bill is bent over the couch, his ass all red and littered in handprints </p><p>• bill being spanked also turns bill on so much as well</p><p>• “i love when you spank me, daddy.” bill moans again, wiggling his ass in a teasing manner, causing richie to spank him more. </p><p>• and when they fuck, oh god they fuck so hard </p><p>• richie wraps his hand around bill’s throat as he fucks him mercilessly and bill is just a mess of moans. </p><p>• “fuck, baby. you’re going to make me lose it so fast.” richie says as he pants, making sure to hit bill’s sweet spot every time he thrusts back in</p><p>• richie also looovvveesssss to do this in public </p><p>• whenever bill is being naughty or teasing richie, he’ll take him out somewhere and spank him or fuck him hard </p><p>• and bill can’t help but tease richie and get punished because he loves it as much as richie does</p><p>• all in all, they’re just kinky, rowdy lover boys </p>
Tags: bichie, headcanon

Post id: 186801315446
Date: 2019-08-05 22:36:23 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/186801315446/do-you-have-any-chaptered-bichie-fic-recs-or
Slug: do-you-have-any-chaptered-bichie-fic-recs-or
Reblog key: 67fRYugY
Reblog url: https://tozierbraks.tumblr.com/post/186101272712/do-you-have-any-chaptered-bichie-fic-recs-or
Reblog name: tozierbraks
Question: do you have any chaptered bichie fic recs??? or any bichie fic recs in general??
Answer: <p>tbh multi-chaptered bichie fics are very few and far between (just went to check out ao3 to jog my brain and there are like….less than ten lmao). that said, I did notice that <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m0ejcUj4LqaeWhxGZapmwGA">@hiyo-silver</a> has a few <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works?utf8=%E2%9C%93&amp;commit=Sort+and+Filter&amp;work_search%5Bsort_column%5D=revised_at&amp;include_work_search%5Brelationship_ids%5D%5B%5D=4351427&amp;work_search%5Bother_tag_names%5D=&amp;work_search%5Bexcluded_tag_names%5D=&amp;work_search%5Bcrossover%5D=&amp;work_search%5Bcomplete%5D=&amp;work_search%5Bwords_from%5D=&amp;work_search%5Bwords_to%5D=&amp;work_search%5Bdate_from%5D=&amp;work_search%5Bdate_to%5D=&amp;work_search%5Bquery%5D=&amp;work_search%5Blanguage_id%5D=&amp;fandom_id=134900&amp;pseud_id=Aestheticdenbrough&amp;user_id=Aestheticdenbrough">here</a>! haven’t read them yet but the premises are cute! <strike>there’s also<a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13873143/chapters/31916214"> my own fic here</a> but it’s been one chapter away from done for so long…</strike></p><p>as far as other fic recs, I do have them! eventually they’ll be here on <a href="https://tozierbraks.tumblr.com/recs">my recs page</a>, but that is slow going and only updated when i feel like it. in the meantime:</p><ul><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13754367">fire &amp; gasoline</a> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mTgQks4AWxJVasBb9feoChw">@edsbrak</a> &lt;3</li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14069184">tell me some things last</a> by killerqueer and alexislord</li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14434251">what we built</a> by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m39SqnT-YNZQAL7yzRry9Pw">@sinningtozier</a> (also the rest of mickey’s blog tbh)</li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13432143?view_adult=true">a little bit like home </a>by val_creative</li><li><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19047130">as sweet as this</a> by sevlinripley</li><li>if i’m remembering correctly <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m1Flxr1QtWdJiMLldfhM4eA">@richietoizer</a>​ also has some good bichie stuff on their blog!</li></ul><p>also, if anyone else has bichie recs send them to me and i’ll add them to the list to eventually be on my page!</p>
Tags: bichie, fanfic

Post id: 186796273278
Date: 2019-08-05 18:12:34 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/186796273278/what-are-the-modern-sexualities-of-the-losers
Slug: what-are-the-modern-sexualities-of-the-losers
Reblog key: xBzLDNUZ
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/princebugs/186039152342
Reblog name: princebugs
Question: <p>what are the modern sexualities of the losers club?? (your opinion)</p>
Answer: <p>ahem!!!</p><p>Richie Tozier - Everyone writes him as a disaster bisexual, but honestly I see him as a disaster pansexual??? Like, he&rsquo;s into everyone no matter what gender they are, it really doesn&rsquo;t matter to him, just the personalities!</p><p>Eddie Kaspbrak - He&rsquo;s gay. He&rsquo;s homosexual. That&rsquo;s all.</p><p>Stanley Uris - I love gay Stanley Uris, but he did really love Patricia when they were married so I say bisexual with a male lean.</p><p>Bill Denbrough - He&rsquo;s the bisexual who says he&rsquo;s straight. Duh.</p><p>Mike Hanlon - I see him as either gay or pansexual!! He loves anyone and everyone.</p><p>Ben Hanscom - Also pansexual!!! You can&rsquo;t tell me otherwise!!</p><p>Beverly Marsh - Bisexual with a female lean, or lesbian. I just love Benverly a bit too much, so!</p><p>( the whole club is very very gay )</p>
Tags: the losers, headcanon

Post id: 186780134230
Date: 2019-08-05 00:48:30 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/186780134230/stanlon10
Slug: stanlon10
Reblog key: pwxx27MY
Reblog url: https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/post/186269338157/stanlon10
Reblog name: tozierpunks
Question: Stanlon...10 👀 
Answer: <p><a href="https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/ask" target="_blank"><b><i>Send me a number and a ship and I’ll write a funky lil ficlet~</i></b></a></p>
<p><b>Warning</b>: every villain is Lemons.</p>
<p><i>Stanlon + Against the wall - someone’s feeling spicy in this Chili’s tonight I see.</i></p> <p><a href="https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/post/186269338157/stanlon10" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: stanlon, nsfw, fanfic

Post id: 186777643953
Date: 2019-08-04 22:36:28 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/186777643953/stanlon-16
Slug: stanlon-16
Reblog key: fWGmKpEF
Reblog url: https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/post/186271061057/stanlon-16
Reblog name: tozierpunks
Question: stanlon + 16!
Answer: <p><a href="https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/ask" target="_blank"><b><i>Send me a number and a ship and I’ll write a funky lil ficlet~</i></b></a></p>
<p><b>Warning</b>: every villain is Lemons.</p>
<p><i>Stanlon + Water based s*x</i></p> <p><a href="https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/post/186271061057/stanlon-16" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: stanlon, nsfw, fanfic

Post id: 186774802863
Date: 2019-08-04 20:24:26 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/186774802863/50-reddie
Slug: 50-reddie
Reblog key: t0WDutKV
Reblog url: https://clockworkbisexual.tumblr.com/post/186327156987/50-reddie
Reblog name: clockworkbisexual
Question: 50 + reddie
Answer: <p><b>50. going through a divorce au</b></p><p><b><a href="https://eduardokaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/185357180897/send-me-a-ship-and-a-number-and-ill-write-a-short#noted" style="">Send me a prompt!</a></b></p><p>I’m here to kick names and take ass.</p><hr style="color: rgb(90, 201, 225); font-family: Roboto; font-size: 11px; letter-spacing: 1px; text-align: justify;"><p><i>“We can still make this work.”</i><br/></p><p>Richie was desperate to hear those words again. Eddie said them with the exact same tone. Needy. Miserable. Equally as desperate. Each time he said that sentence, Richie was weak in the knees. He either slept with Eddie, or drove home with white knuckles as he firmly gripped the steering wheel, dangerously close to swerving into oncoming traffic.</p><p><i>“I don’t know what else to do, Richie. I want a baby,” Eddie whispered. He set the divorce papers on the table, and Richie stared at them blankly for several seconds.<br/></i></p><p><i>“You can’t be serious-”<br/></i></p><p><i>“Richie.” The way Eddie said his name made him sick. It was reminiscent of how his mother would tiredly call on him for doing something wrong. This wasn’t his mother though. This was his husband. “You’ve had to have known this was… We haven’t slept in the same bed for weeks.”<br/></i></p><p><i>“So? Eddie, we- you can’t-”<br/></i></p><p><i>Eddie turned away, grabbing his coat as he headed for the door. Richie stumbled after him, his arms pinwheeling as he tried not to fall over on his face. He grabbed Eddie’s wrist, but Eddie wriggled his hand free.</i></p><p><i>“Maybe you’ve had a chance to think this over, but this is news to me! I don’t want this, Eddie-”<br/></i></p><p><i>“And I don’t wanna miss out on having a baby!”</i><br/></p><p>When Eddie moved out, Richie drank the first week away. He didn’t remember most of it, spending his time either sleeping, or too drunk to function. For several hours at a time, he would stare at the documents, which were beginning to form rings from where he sat his glasses of whiskey.</p><p><i>“Are you really happy here, Eddie? Why don’t you come home?” Richie asked. Studying the apartment, he couldn’t help but notice the box of baby things Eddie kept in their house.<br/></i></p><p><i>One afternoon, he came home early from work, only to catch Eddie crying over a onesie in their bedroom. He wanted nothing more than to go in and comfort his husband, but for the life of him, he couldn’t remember why he didn’t. Maybe if they’d spoken then, Eddie wouldn’t want a divorce now.</i></p><p><i>“You knew I wanted a baby when we got together-”<br/></i></p><p><i>“And you knew I didn’t!”<br/></i></p><p><i>“I thought you would change your mind!”<br/></i></p><p><i>“Well so did I!”</i><br/></p><p>Punching the wall, Richie scowled at the aching in his hand. There was a dent now, ruining the once perfect pastel green paint. He and Eddie chose the colors for their living room together, but what did it matter anymore? What Eddie wanted wasn’t even possible. When he talked about their kids, he fantasized about them having his eyes and Richie’s hair. Richie tried to remind him, genuinely worried he forgot, that they were two men. It just wasn’t going to happen the way Eddie wanted.</p><p>Sometimes he wished he indulged the fantasy.</p><p>Twisting his wedding ring around his finger, Richie’s throat closed. His eyes burned, and he quickly shut them before any tears escaped. Over two months since Eddie left, and the divorce papers still weren’t signed. He couldn’t let Eddie go without a fight, but he didn’t know what else to do. There was no compromise for this one. He saw how miserable Eddie was without a baby, and he saw how his face lit up each time they passed those tiny clothes in department stores. It would’ve been cruel to keep that from him any longer.</p><p>Swallowing the lump in his throat, Richie lifted his pen, signing his name on the documents.</p>
Tags: reddie, fanfic

Post id: 186772300018
Date: 2019-08-04 18:12:26 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/186772300018/reddie-19-pls
Slug: reddie-19-pls
Reblog key: jrc8yEen
Reblog url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186307931172/reddie-19-pls
Reblog name: tinyarmedtrex
Question: Reddie 19 pls 
Answer: <p>
<i>With toys </i>(NSFW)<br/></p>
<p>There’s a first time for everything, Richie reminded himself as he watched his boyfriend pull items from a bag. He looked cute, the fading sun falling on his shoulders. Richie could just make out his freckles. <br/></p>
<p>“We don’t have to.” Eddie repeated for the fifth time, glancing up at Richie. <br/></p>
<p>“I want to.” He said, “I’m just used to your hands and mouth. And rocket.” Rocket was their tried and well loved dildo. The only thing Richie trusted up his ass that wasn’t attached to Eddie. </p>
<p>But they had agreed to try this. Eddie was worried things were getting stale- Richie had heartily disagreed, after ten years of ‘will they won’t they’ he thought that it was impossible to ever get bored of Eddie- but he was game for whatever Eddie wanted. </p>
<p>In theory at least.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186307931172/reddie-19-pls" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, fanfic, nsfw

Post id: 186756247972
Date: 2019-08-04 00:48:24 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/186756247972/reddie-16
Slug: reddie-16
Reblog key: sAxMA85g
Reblog url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186311284012/reddie-16
Reblog name: tinyarmedtrex
Question: Reddie + 16 
Answer: <p><i>Water based sex</i> (nsfw)<br/></p>
<p>“Eds, come on! Get in the water already!” Richie called out, doggy paddling around while keeping his eyes on Eddie. “It’s not cold once you’re in!” </p>
<p>Eddie frowned, not believing his boyfriend in the slightest. “I thought you said we were going star gazing!” He called out, hands on his hips. <br/></p>
<p>“Stars are out!” Richie replied, moving so he was floating on his back and staring up at the sky. “Come gaze with meeeee

baby!”<br/></p>
<p>Eddie huffed, knowing that Richie wouldn’t leave until he got in too. They only had a few weeks until both went back to college on opposite sides of the country and Eddie didn’t want to waste them screaming at Richie from the bank. Pulling off all his clothes except his underwear he walked to the water, swearing as it lapped against his legs. <br/></p>
<p>“This is a fucking awful idea.” He told Richie once he finally reached him. “I’m freezing.”</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186311284012/reddie-16" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, fanfic, nsfw

Post id: 186753945325
Date: 2019-08-03 22:36:25 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/186753945325/hanzier-and-11
Slug: hanzier-and-11
Reblog key: A5scfE23
Reblog url: https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/186310667515/hanzier-and-11
Reblog name: oldguybones
Question: hanzier and 11 
Answer: <p><b>Some (semi) public sex with Hanizer and a side of Ben ;) Smut ahead!</b></p>
<p>Mike wasn’t sure how he ended up in this position. Well, he knew how they physically ended up in this position, him spooning Richie which quickly became Richie grinding his hips back oh so intentionally against Mike’s. Richie knew what he had been doing, as he always did. Pretty soon, Mike was gripping his hip and encouraging his actions. The thrill of being caught ran deep through both of them, perhaps it was part of what spurred them on.<br/></p>
<p>They were out camping with the rest of the losers, celebrating a long, strenuous journey at college which they had now completed and they intended to make the most of the few shorts weeks they had before they all went different directions in their adult lives. The name of the game was to relax and let off some steam and there was nothing more relaxing for Mike than being buried inside his long-term boyfriend. </p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/186310667515/hanzier-and-11" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: hanzier, fanfic, nsfw

Post id: 186749111731
Date: 2019-08-03 18:12:24 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/186749111731/7-reddie
Slug: 7-reddie
Reblog key: XQBCu6MG
Reblog url: https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/post/186272756712/7-reddie
Reblog name: tozierpunks
Question: 7 + reddie :)
Answer: <p><a href="https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/ask" target="_blank"><b><i>Send me a number and a ship and I’ll write a funky lil ficlet~</i></b></a></p>
<p><b>Warning</b>: every villain is Lemons.</p>
<p><i>Reddie + Long Distance S*x</i></p> <p><a href="https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/post/186272756712/7-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, nsfw, fanfic

Post id: 186731706668
Date: 2019-08-02 22:36:25 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/186731706668/reddie-14
Slug: reddie-14
Reblog key: lRPnzrbI
Reblog url: https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/186308467255/reddie-14
Reblog name: oldguybones
Question: reddie + 14
Answer: <p><b>I’m not entirely sure this constitutes <i>lazy</i> morning sex but oh well! here you go! Dirty stuff ahead! </b></p>
<p>One thing that usually surprised people to learn about Eddie was how much he enjoyed sleeping naked. Not that the number was that high, but the couple people who knew were shocked by the fact. Richie was one of them, his boyfriend who had recently been promoted to live in boyfriend. He had discovered quickly that, without the threat of a third party walking in, Eddie tended to spend most of his nights in the nude. Not that Richie minded, because he didn’t, not one bit. Many occasions of morning wood had been both caused and enhanced by the sight of his gorgeous boyfriend lying naked beside him. <b><br/></b></p>
<p>Because of this, morning sex became a frequent occurrence. As mentioned before, Richie suffered–okay he didn’t really suffer at all–through a lot of erections caused by the sight of Eddie’s chest, thighs, ass, dick, mouth, hands, really any part of his slightly tanned skin was enough to send Richie into a frenzy. But luckily for him, Eddie’s sexual appetite bore a striking resemblance to his own, bountiful and unpredictable. </p>
<p>On this particular morning, Richie woke to the sight of Eddie lying on his stomach, one arm under his pillow and one leg bent upward so he was facing Richie in the slightest. His eyes immediately raked over the muscles of his toned back, all the way down to where the thin sheet rested against his lower back. He wanted to slip that hand beneath the sheet so badly, but at the same time, he wanted to make sure Eddie got the chance to sleep in; he’d been working a lot of hours lately and came home exhausted. So Richie could wait a couple more hours until Eddie woke up naturally by himself.</p>
<p>But he didn’t have to. Because pretty soon Eddie mumbled against his pillow, “Go ahead baby.”</p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/186308467255/reddie-14" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: Reddie, nsfw, fanfic

Post id: 186729267583
Date: 2019-08-02 20:24:34 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/186729267583/reddie-30
Slug: reddie-30
Reblog key: SSbRHhV1
Reblog url: https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/post/186286538852/reddie-30
Reblog name: tozierpunks
Question: Reddie + 30? 💗
Answer: <p><b><i>Requests are officially closed! Thanks for sending them in!</i></b></p>
<p><b>Warning</b>: every villain is Lemons, some drug abuse mention, violence mentions.<br/></p>
<p><i>Reddie + Whatever pleases you: AKA, the AU in which Eddie is a hooker and Richie’s looking for love in the right place at the right time. This turned into a whole ass thing.</i></p>
<hr style="color: rgb(90, 201, 225); font-family: Roboto; font-size: 11px; letter-spacing: 1px; text-align: justify;"><p>Eddie always wanted his life to be like an 80s music video.</p>
<p>Looking around the dark, musty alleyway, he had to admit: he pictured things a little more glamorously.</p>
<p>At least he had his army of girlfriends, like Pat Benatar in Love Is A Battlefield.</p>
<p>A breeze blew around him, and Eddie shivered, rubbing his arms for warmth. The air attacked his legs the most viciously. Against his better judgement, he wore his ripped up fishnets underneath tiny denim shorts. At the very least, he had a thin, green army jacket, but he needed the shorts to show off his best feature. His ass made him the most money out here.</p>
<p>“Eddie!” a voice caught his attention, and he smiled upon seeing his friends. The clicking of his heels on the pavement joined the chorus of clacking from their heels. Beverly held up a small bag, full of white powder. “I got the dice.”<br/></p> <p><a href="https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/post/186286538852/reddie-30" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, nsfw, fanfic
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Reblog name: sarah-snook
Question: <p>Hi Yes could you please share headcanons or write about Richie meeting his new alien boyfriend Eddie? </p>
Answer: <p>AHH THAT WAS A CRACK HC but for you anon 😘 anything</p><ul><li>I’m sticking with the Area 51 shit you can’t stop me</li><li>Soooo obviously Richie is a big dumbass who goes to the Area 51 raid</li><li>And it’s a success??</li><li>Actually it’s a success for about an hour before the government pulls in more guards from all around the world 👀</li><li>But in that hour shit went wild </li><li>People got a shit ton of weapons immediately and ran out as fast as they could </li><li>Few stayed and one of those people were Richie</li><li>Because things had to happen quick people didn’t notice the hidden doors that led right to where the aliens really are</li><li>Let’s say it’s Richie, Bill, Bev and Mike who go in </li><li>Mike was only there to drag their dumbasses back before they got shot but he saw Richie fucking Naruto run in so he ran after him</li><li>So, at first the aliens look pretty boring </li><li>Because half the caged are empty</li><li>Other aliens are tiny and barely worth the hype </li><li>Then there’s a small cry for help</li><li>Richie screams his ass off when he hears it but Bev covers his mouth</li><li>They get close to where the cry came from and find three cages with people in them</li><li>But they’re not people </li><li>Spoiler alert they’re shapeshifting aliens</li><li>There’s three of them and if you’ve been paying attention to our (my) cast of characters you’d realize that these aliens are Eddie, Ben, and Stan. Three of the only intelligent aliens known to man</li><li>It’s a really dumb decision but they break the aliens out because that’s what they came there for in the first place </li><li>Because there’s little time, the gang grabs their aliens and scatter </li><li>Mike and Bill take Stan</li><li>Bev takes Ben</li><li>And Richie takes Eddie </li><li>The three parties take three separate cars and drive in different directions but know that they’re going to meet in the same place eventually</li><li>Which will be in Roswell, New Mexico</li><li>But that will be three months from then due to the long complicated drive there for all three (organized by Beverly Marsh herself)</li><li>Until then they’d have to throw the government off their tail and protect their aliens until then </li><li>No problem right?</li></ul>
Tags: reddie, headcanon
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Date: 2019-08-01 20:24:47 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/186706310573/reddie-18
Slug: reddie-18
Reblog key: xgi0PuQZ
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/transkasp/186279399395
Reblog name: transkasp
Question: REDDIE & 18! 
Answer: <p><b><i>Requests are officially closed! Thanks for sending them in!</i></b></p>
<p><b>Warning</b>: every villain is Lemons.<br/></p>
<p><i>Reddie + Trying a new position</i></p> <p><a href="https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/post/186275220087/reddie-18" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, nsfw, fanfic

Post id: 186704025328
Date: 2019-08-01 18:12:45 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/186704025328/12-reddie
Slug: 12-reddie
Reblog key: AMcKFepR
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/transkasp/186279290835
Reblog name: transkasp
Question: 12 + Reddie
Answer: <p><b><i>Requests are officially closed! Thanks for sending them in!</i></b></p>
<p><b>Warning</b>: every villain is Lemons.<br/></p>
<p><i>Reddie + On the floor ;)</i></p> <p><a href="https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/post/186273964437/12-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, nsfw, fanfic

Post id: 186663059663
Date: 2019-07-30 22:40:21 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/186663059663/the-list-about-smut-can-we-ask-bc-if-yes-please
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Reblog key: 8HK9ODhP
Reblog url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186278086322/the-list-about-smut-can-we-ask-bc-if-yes-please
Reblog name: tinyarmedtrex
Question: The list about smut, can we ask? Bc if yes please 10 with reddie
Answer: <p><a href="https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/ask"><b><i>Send me a number and a ship and I’ll write a funky lil ficlet~</i></b></a></p>
<p><b>Warning</b>: every villain is Lemons.</p>
<p><i>Reddie + Against the wall oooof!</i></p> <p><a href="https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/post/186270626557/the-list-about-smut-can-we-ask-bc-if-yes-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, nsfw, fanfic
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Question: Hanzier + 12 pretty please 💕
Answer: <p><a href="https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/ask"><b><i>Send me a number and a ship and I’ll write a funky lil ficlet~</i></b></a></p>
<p><b>Warning</b>: every villain is Lemons.</p>
<p><i>Hanzier + On the floor ya nasties</i></p> <p><a href="https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/post/186270268752/hanzier-12-pretty-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Reddie + 2!!! 
Answer: <p><a href="https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/ask"><b><i>Send me a number and a ship and I’ll write a funky lil ficlet~</i></b></a></p>
<p><b>Warning</b>: it’s finna get lemony fresh. maybe just lime-y.</p>
<p><i>Reddie + Masturbation</i></p> <p><a href="https://tozierpunks.tumblr.com/post/186268930267/reddie-2" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: 'does this suit make my ass look weird- oh shit you aren't my friend' + reddie
Answer: <p>If there was one thing Richie Tozier was sure of, it was that he was the best best-man in history. He knew, also with a fair amount of certainty, that he knew of the impending proposal before either of the grooms did. He could see their love blooming from a mile away and the proposal from even further; it was just a matter of when it would happen and who would beat who to the punch. <br/></p>
<p>Stan did, of course. But only by a day and a half. </p>
<p>So now, with the wedding coming up in a few short months, they were putting last minute changes together for the bridal party. Patty and Bev both had their dresses sorted out months ago, and now all the groomsmen (and of course, himself, the best best-man) had to get their tuxes situated. It had been a grueling process, trying to sort everything out and match the desired colors, but good ol’ Richie Tozier had a way of making things happen.</p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/186273783090/does-this-suit-make-my-ass-look-weird-oh-shit" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Lesbian girlfriends Richie and Eddie making out in the sun at the quarry when nobody else is there.
Answer: <p>Quarry prompt</p><p>Work in progress (aka tell me if I should continue)</p><p>NOT SAFE FOR WORK! EXPLICIT CONTENT BELOW</p><p>———</p><p>Eddie laid on the rocks of the quarry and looked up at the sky with a smile, it was a warm June day in Derry, the perfect weather to be outside. The leaves on the trees rustled with the wind and apparently so did the pollen because Eddie sneezed loudly out of nowhere. “AAchOO”, Eddie rubbed her nose and thanked god it wasn’t a wet sneeze, “yucky”. Richie, who was beside her on the rock, giggled and looked over at her girlfriend, “cute”. Eddie scrunched up her nose and stuck her tongue out in a fake protest. She loved it when Richie called her cute, and thank goodness that was nearly 5 times or more a day. </p><p>Eddie rolled on her side to look at Richie better and put her hand on her lovers face. Richie made a humming noise at the sudden soft touch and looked over at Eddie with lazy eyes. Eddie loved that look. That look kept her safe at night as she fell asleep, when her nighttime’s were filled with screams from her mother it was a relief to be in the dark with an image on Richie in her mind. Eddie moved to fill the space between her and her baby and kissed her softly. She pulled away to look into Richie’s eyes and kissed her once more when it was clear it’s all Richie wanted. Richie turned on her side aswell to stroke Eddies face as they kissed. It was soft and slow, each kiss lasting for 5 seconds at least. Eddie savored these soft moments with Richie, together safe in a world of their own. Soft kisses continued until Richie moved her hand to the back of eddies neck, an unspoken sign she wanted more.</p><p>Eddie obliged by kissing her back hard, so much so it burned against Richie’s chapped lips. Richie kissed her girlfriend back bruisingly, quickly darting her tongue over the line of eddies lips. Eddie gave her enterance into her mouth immediately, moaning when Richie’s tongue grazed the roof of her mouth. Eddie mouth felt so full with Richie’s tongue in her mouth and she loved it. Eddie sucked on her girlfriends tongue hard until Richie whimpered and she took it as a sign to stop. Eddie then moved her tongue into her girlfriends mouth to explore. Their tongues danced and curled around eachother sloppily, desperate and whimpering to feel connected. Richie took advantage of eddies tongue in her own mouth and sucked on it until Eddie moaned at the burning and choking feeling. Eddie moved to climb on top of Richie because she just couldn’t take it anymore and Richie’s hands moved right to her girlfriends ass. Eddie leaned down with both hands on Richie’s cheeks as she continued to kiss her. Richie’s hands squeezed eddies ass harshly, causing Eddie to moan loud into her mouth. Eddie loved when Richie would take control of her, it made her feel craved and needed. Richie tongue darted it’s way so far into eddies mouth she felt as if she could choke and she loved it. </p><p>Richie used her hands on eddies ass to push Eddie down and make her grinding down onto Richie. Eddie whimpered at the manhandling and gladly set her hips to a rolling pace on her own. Eddie could feel herself getting wet through her shorts and apparently Richie could too, judging by the hungry growl she made into eddies mouth. Richie pulled eddies face away from her own and grinned with eyebrows wiggling, “wanna have some fun?”. Eddie would have bullied her for her cheesy word choice on any other occasion but right now she was filled with lust and just nodded. Richie pulled her girlfriend down to start kissing her again and moved one of her hands back to eddies ass but continued further until she reached the top of her shorts. Thank fuck for elastic bands because her hand fit perfectly under the wasteland. Richie expected to feel cloth once more but was met with eddies warm skin immediately. Richie groaned knowing that the lack of underwear meant Eddie was trying to get lucky today. Richie could feel the wetness when she moved her fingers lower and touched eddies opening. Eddie gasped at the contact and drew away from Richie’s kiss for a moment, “mmnnn rich”. Richie took that as her cue to start kissing Eddie neck as well. Richie kisses her neck as she slid her long fingers to cover all of eddies pussy entrance and spread out her lips. Eddie whimpered loudly at this, “shhhh baby someone could hear you”, Richie hushed. Richie moved her middle finger to play with eddies slit, diving just the tip in to tease her before pulling it out. Richie rubbed her entrance slowly for a while as she kissed her whimpering lovers neck. Richie pulled her hand away and Eddie whined as she looked down at her confused. “Gotta switch spots baby”, Richie smiled and Eddie rolled into her back as quick as lightning. </p><p>Richie was now hovering over her girlfriend and quickly put her hands back into eddies pants without warning. Richie slid her fingers up and down on eddies pussy just like she had before, she loved being a tease. “More rich please more”, Eddie whined in frustration, looking up at Richie, “and I need kisses still!!”. Richie grinned down at her commanding girlfriend and obliged, diving in for a warm kiss. As Richie’s lips touched eddies she also quickly slide her entire middle finger inside her and curled up. Eddie moaned into Richie’s mouth and her legs shivered. Richie and Eddie continued to kiss as Richie set the pace of her finger fucking. Eddie was so wet around her finger and the heat between eddies thighs was warm against the rest of her hand. Richie curled her fingers up with every thrust she made, and soon she added a second finger. Eddie whimpered and fisted her hands around Richie’s shirt in pleasure at the feeling of being more full than before. Richie took this as a sign of needing even more and quickly added her third finger. Eddie squirmed underneath her in pleasure and her kisses became sloppy and weak. </p><p><br/></p><p>To be continued? Sorry to cockblock anyone but you gotta tell me if you want me to continue ;)</p>
Tags: reddie, fanfic, nsfw

Post id: 186614592874
Date: 2019-07-28 21:46:00 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/186614592874/au-prompt-for-reddie-2-please
Slug: au-prompt-for-reddie-2-please
Reblog key: PYGnjiSu
Reblog url: https://softest-cinnamon-roll.tumblr.com/post/186614432126/au-prompt-for-reddie-2-please
Reblog name: softest-cinnamon-roll
Question: Au prompt for reddie #2 please ❤️❤️
Answer: <p><i>Prompt taken from <a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/186562850361/some-fluffyangstyau-prompts"><b>this list</b></a> that I created! </i></p>
<p><b>2. Road Trip AU</b></p>
<p><i>Also written for day 7 of the <a href="https://tmblr.co/meqrZk8Ehwgx4wudrXVTgsg">@itfandomprompts</a> - Domestic AU </i></p>
<p><i><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15796833/chapters/47400529"><b>AO3</b></a></i></p>
<p><i><b>warning: mentions of abuse and child neglect. </b></i></p>
<p>* * * * * </p>
<p>“Alright everyone! Get in the car or we’ll leave you behind!” Richie called through his megaphone as two eight year olds rushed out the house, backpacks in tow. They were grinning from ear to ear as they came to a stop next to Richie before climbing into the car. </p>
<p>Ollie was always first, as he was the oldest and often claimed that he had priority over everything. Grace, the youngest by one and a half minutes, didn’t mind too much about her brothers insistence to be first, as she much preferred to lag behind and enjoy things at a slower pace. </p>
<p>Richie loved his kids no matter what though, and this was one way to show it. They had never been on a family vacation before, at least not out of the state of California, as the kids were too young to remember anything. Now they were older though, and were able to retain memories, so after a long conversation, a road trip across the country to New York was planned. </p>
<p>“Ollie did you remember your spare inhaler?” Eddie asked as he walked out of the house last, locking the door to their three bedroom semi-detached home behind him. At first, when Ollie was diagnosed with asthma, Eddie had been scared, after all he had been told his whole life that he had asthma when he, in fact, didn’t.</p>
<p>Richie leaned in the car to see if his son had caught Eddie’s question to find him rummaging in his backpack and pulling out the two spare inhalers. “Yes, papa!” He called back and Richie gave Eddie the thumbs up before closing the car door. </p> <p><a href="https://eddiefuckinkaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/186614432126/au-prompt-for-reddie-2-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Reddie coffee shop au please!!! 
Answer: <p>Behold! I give you 3+1 coffee shop au with blonde!eddie</p>
<p>hope you enjoy <a href="https://tmblr.co/mC0wleAS5keY3zlPRi72Zbg">@eddiefuckinkaspbrak</a> :)</p>
<p>Read on <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19779424">AO3</a></p>
<p>===</p>
<p>i.</p>
<p>The first time Richie lays eyes on Eddie, he’s walking into the campus coffee shop to visit Beverly. He’s never been much of a coffee drinker, but it’s her first day on the job and Richie Tozier is a very supportive friend. (And if his real intention in visiting was purely to get a free cookie out of her, she probably already knew that.) Richie notices him as soon as he walks in, standing by the counter waiting for his drink order. He had blonde curls and waves that seemed to frame his face beautifully and the cutest face to match. Freckles dusted his nose and cheeks and his pink lips looked just downright kissable. He wasn’t sure how long he stood there staring at this strangers face before his eyes locked with his light brown eyes and suddenly he felt like a creep. He began to panic, looking away just as quickly as the eye contact was made, and instead made his way over to where Beverly was standing behind the register.</p>
<p>“Hey pretty lady,” he winks at her as he leans in to the counter. “Fancy seeing you here.” He regrets it as soon as he says it, thinking that the guy would probably think they were together. He’s tempted to look over at him, to see if he’s paying attention to their conversation, but he knows that’ll just make him seem like even more of a creep.</p>
<p>“Hey Rich,” she’s smiling at him knowingly, a look that promised he was going to get an earful later. “What are you doing here?” </p>
<p>“I missed your face, obviously,” he says almost distractedly. He’s still partially focused on the presence of the guy by the counter next to them, itching to go talk to him. Instead, he attempts to keep up a conversation with Beverly. “How’s your first day of work my love?”</p>
<p>“It’s fine so far but,” she begins as she leans in closer to him to whisper in his ear. “What I’m more interested in talking about right now is you going all googly-eye over that cutie over there.” She smirks as he shushes her, eyes going wide. He’s this close to looking over to check and see if the stranger was listening in, when he hears Beverly’s coworker shout out “Iced coffee for Eddie!” and just like that, his perfect angel’s gone.</p>
<p>“Fuuuuck I should have gone to talk to him,” he whines loudly now that the stranger, named Eddie apparently, is gone. “Bev did you see?? He looked like a fucking angel.”</p>
<p>She rolls her eyes at him, about to speak, when her coworker steps up next to her and interrupts. “If you’re talking about Eddie, he’s here all the time and he’s usually alone. He usually likes to keep to himself in the corner booth.”</p> <p><a href="https://reddietrashclub.tumblr.com/post/186234696252/reddie-coffee-shop-au-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: strip club au with stanlon perhaps ? 
Answer: <p>Ok so I couldn’t quite see Stan or Mike as a stripper (Mike jumping out of a fake bachelor party cake, maybe) so this is a little different. </p><p>Mike looked around the club, watching a group of men in suits call out to Missy, who was on the pole for the next few minutes. He had been keeping an eye on them, big groups were often trouble, but these guys looked harmless. Men who had come in after work to blow off some steam. As long as they followed the ‘no touching’ rule he didn’t care. All of them seemed more than happy to yell out suggestive phrases and shove dollar bills in her g-string. </p><p>Except for one of them who looked like he’d rather be anywhere else. Mike’s eyes fell to him. The man was in the back, his arms crossed and looking anywhere but at the stage. He looked miserable and Mike almost wanted to offer him some free food, just so he’d have something to do. </p><p>Then the man stood, walking over to the bar and Mike. “What can I get you?” He asked, offering the man his patented warm smile. His job was easy most of the time- serve drinks, deal with patrons who got fresh. If anything he was bored most of the time. People ignored him unless he was throwing them out and then they screamed at him. But it was easy and, along with his part time librarian work, paid the bills. </p><p>This guy though, he looked directly at Mike, rather than past him to the bottles of liquor. Mike was immediately taken by his dark green eyes and delicate, bird like features. He still looked unhappy but offered Mike a quick upturn of his lips. </p><p>“Anything but beer.” He said, sitting at a rarely used stool. The bar wasn’t a popular place since it meant having your back was to the main attraction. </p><p>“You look like a whiskey man.” Mike guessed and he nodded. Mike felt his eyes on him as he picked one of the better whiskeys and poured the man a shot. “Jealous girlfriend?” Mike asked, sliding the drink to him.</p><p>He frowned, shaking his head. “What? No. What?” </p><p>Mike pointed behind him. “You haven’t looked at that stage since you got here. I was wondering if the girlfriend or wife didn’t approve.” </p><p>“No, no jealous girlfriend. No - no girls in general.” He said, looking at Mike meaningfully. Mike grinned, that was exactly the answer he was hoping for. “My firm likes to come here after work.”</p><p>“Lawyer?”</p><p>“Accountant.” He replied, sipping his whiskey and sighing happily. </p><p>“Why don’t you skip out?” </p><p>The man shrugged. “I’m new, I can’t afford to make waves yet.”</p><p>“So you’re going to hang out with the bartender instead?”</p><p>“Cheers to that.” He said, raising his glass. Mike clinked his water bottle against it, both smiling. “I’m Mike.”</p><p>“Stan.” </p><p>Stan became a regular sight for Mike. His group came in weekly and Stan would stay near them for a bit before moving back to the bar, sliding onto the stool closest to Mike and talking to him for the next hour. He started to look forward to it. He liked the company but more importantly he liked Stan. He liked the dry wit and all his accounting firm stories that he always apologized for. He also liked that way that Stan blushed whenever Mike touched him. </p><p>“I’ll read your palm.” Mike said, a few weeks after they’d met. Stan looked skeptical but Mike held out his hand, trying not to grin too much when Stan placed his hand in his, palm up.</p><p>“I don’t believe in this stuff.” Stan told him but still, he leaned in as Mike swept a finger over his skin. </p><p>“This is your life line.” He explained. “It’s long so that’s good. And this,” He went to a smaller line. “Is your love line.”</p><p>“Oh so I do have one? It hasn’t disappeared?” Stan asked dryly. </p><p>Mike ran his finger over Stan’s palm, shaking his head. “It’s there. Looks like you’re destined to one true love. Lucky you.” </p><p>Stan’s eyes flicked up, green meeting brown. “One true love hmm?” Stan asked and Mike nodded, thinking for the 100th time that he should just ask him out. Just spit it out. But then Stan’s head whipped back, his coworkers were calling him back as a new dancer started. </p><p>“Duty calls.” Stan said, slipping his hand out of Mike’s. </p><p>Mike swore to himself as he watched Stan walk away, promising himself that next time he was going to ask the other man out. </p><p>The following week Stan’s group came but Stan didn’t. He thought about going over and asking about Stan but it felt strange. Then Stan didn’t show up next week and the week after. Mike started to worry that he had made Stan uncomfortable.  Maybe touching him had been too far. </p><p>He was leaving work that night, trading places with the night bartender, when he saw someone standing outside. It wasn’t unusual for regulars to come outside and smoke but Mike recognized those curls. </p><p>“Stan?” He called out.</p><p>Stan turned, looking at Mike nervously, and waved. Mike walked over, stopping in front of Stan. “It’s been a while.”</p><p>Stan nodded, shoving his hands in his coat pockets. “I got a new job. One that doesn’t involve a weekly strip club visit.”</p><p>“That’s good.” Mike said, even if he didn’t mean it. </p><p>Stan nodded. “I wanted to tell you weeks ago.” He chuckled. “Actually, I wanted to tell you the minute I got it. You were the first person I thought of.” </p><p>Mike didn’t try to hide his smile at that. “I’m happy for you.”</p><p>“It’s a good firm. Benefits, retirement, close to my apartment.”</p><p>“Sounds perfect.”</p><p>“You’d think so.” Stan stepped closer, keeping  his eyes on Mike. “But my old job had a perk this one doesn’t.”</p><p>“Oh?”</p><p>“Every week I got to flirt with this gorgeous bartender whenever we went to this seedy strip club and now I don’t have any excuse to see him.”</p><p>Mike’s smile grew. “Don’t call The Nude Palace seedy.” He said, taking his own step in. </p><p>Stan chuckled. “Didn’t mean to offend you.” He wet his bottom lip. “But my point stands, I miss him. A lot. I keep thinking of things I want to tell him but then I worry that it’s weird.”</p><p>Mike brought his hand up, cradling Stan’s cheek. “It’s not. He misses you too.” Mike thought back to the photos he’d saved on his phone of birds he’d seen and wanted to ask Stan about and added, “A lot.” </p><p>Then Stan’s lips were on his, soft and persistent, his hands finding Mike’s hips. Mike eagerly kissed him back, not caring if anyone saw. </p><p>Stan moved back first. “I hope that was okay.” </p><p>“More than.” Mike was already thinking about when they could do it again.  </p><p>“Are you free for dinner?” Stan asked, “or maybe breakfast?” </p><p>Mike grinned, pulling Stan back to him. “As a matter of fact, I’m free for both.” He slid his hand into Stan’s, ready to make up for lost time. </p>
Tags: stanlon, fanfic
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Question: Pretend wedding for kid!benverly oneshot and Stan as the reverend (or rabbi in this case)
Answer: <p>not sure how young you want them to be??? so im totally going against the canon and making this when theyre in second grade because 7 year old pretend weddings??? cute!!! its kinda short ish???? but its 4 am here and im sleep deprived but HERE</p><p>“Hurry up, hurry up! These flowers are just beggin’ to be thrown!”</p><p>Planning an impromptu wedding is never an easy task, especially when you’re only seven years old and you have a talking trashmouth trying to rush through it all just so he could see Eddie throw some flowers.</p><p>Honestly, it wasn’t a big thing. It was considered one, though, at least to the seven kids during recess. It was the perfect day for a wedding; early May, so it wasn’t extremely hot due to the summer heat, but it also wasn’t freezing cold. Beverly had heard her mother speaking to her friend over the phone about how summer weddings are overrated, but she still never knew what that word meant. </p><p>This all started on a short game of truth or dare between the children. The only kids that were present were Beverly Marsh, Eddie Kaspbrak, Richie Tozier, Bill Denbrough, Ben Hanscom, Stanley Uris, and Mike Hanlon. Stanley Uris was currently a grade behind the rest of them, but that was just due to the fact that he was sick for a long while and had to retake the first grade. Stanley snuck his homeschooled friend, Mike Hanlon, with him.</p><p>The group of friends slowly merged into one, really. Bill Denbrough and Eddie Kaspbrak had been friends for as long as they could remember; their parents were close when they went to highschool, and so they automatically became inseparable by age two.</p><p>Two became four by kindergarten; Eddie had met Richie when Eddie had to place a bandaid on his scrapped up knee after falling off of the monkey bars, and with Richie, he brought Stanley. Four became five, Richie bringing in Beverly at the beginning of first grade, and five became seven this very day.</p><p>And this very day was also the first time Beverly married Ben Hanscom.</p><p>“Chop chop, ladies!” The young, bucktoothed boy exclaimed with two claps of his hands, staring down triumphantly at the other planners of the event. Richie was the one who started this dare in the first place, and he automatically assumed that he was surely the wedding planner.</p><p>Richie assigned the roles. Beverly as the bride, Ben as the groom, Eddie as the flower ‘girl’, Mike as the best man, and Bill as the man of honor for Beverly. Stan was the priest, or rabbi, for the event. Richie definitely forced him to do it.</p><p>And so, while Bill begged the teachers for an extra roll of toilet paper so he could make a bouquet and veil for Beverly, while Mike tried not to get caught by the teachers, and while Eddie and Richie fought over the flowers, Beverly and Ben talked.</p><p>“Hey, you, uh, you know you don’t gotta do this, right?” Ben asked her, tilting his head to the side a slight bit as his hues refused to look upwards into her bright, sapphire blue orbs. “It’s no biggie, you can just say no…” Ben had gained a crush on Beverly, but he was feeling a bit insecure, not wanting to get his own hopes up.</p><p>“Nah, man! I like having people try to make this wedding look pretty and stuff, it’s like I got my own slaves, like I’m the puppet master! Dude, I can make them dance if I really wanted to, easy peasy!” She was a bit over-excited, but who could blame her? She was practically getting her dream wedding, just north of the sandbox.</p><p>Ben just nodded his head in response, internally fist pumping at how ecstatic she seemed about the event. Bill tapped Beverly’s shoulder, his arm behind his back holding a few surprises for her. Ben turned around and left shortly afterwards, not wanting to get involved with the bride’s stuff. You can’t see a bride in her wedding dress, right? Ben was 90% sure that Bill had some stuff for her, and he didn’t want to see it until she was walking down the aisle (also known as the trail of crushed up twigs that Richie stomped on just for this occasion, plus some rocks that Eddie added because twigs weren’t pretty enough for Beverly).</p><p>Before they knew it, the wedding was ready to proceed, and Eddie was walking down the &lsquo;aisle’ whilst slowly throwing petals across it.</p><p>“Spread 'em out, Eds! Don’t just frickin’ throw them! It ain’t ladylike, no no sir!” Richie whisper-screamed from the 'audience’, which comprised of basically no one except some rocks that Richie named, “Jerry”, “Ronaldo”, and “Bartholomew”. He said it represented his three emotions. No one understood what he meant by this.</p><p>Ben stood at the end of the aisle, almost bouncing with excitement. Beverly was already the prettiest girl in the world to him, and he had seen the movies with brides where they walk down the aisle looking the most exquisite. He wonders if Beverly can be more beautiful.</p><p>“Shut up, Richie! I’m trying to do a good job, got it?” Eddie responded, huffing and stomping his foot at the trashmouth before just groaning with annoyance and throwing the remaining petals in the air. Richie gasped, but decided not to comment on it, only sticking out his tongue.</p><p>Richie bounded over towards the bride-to-be, holding his arm out for her with a wide grin on his face, showing off his signature gap that he had since his two front teeth grew in. “Ready, Bev?” His eyebrows raised to his hairline. She blinked for a few moments, feeling a bit of cold feet (which is totally normal before committing to a marriage as a seven-year-old), before nodding her head with a similar smile given back to him.</p><p>“Alright, fellas! Dun, dun dun duuuun-” Richie sang the Wedding March the whole way down the aisle, while Ben had to keep his jaw from dropping. There she was, holding a toilet paper rendition of a bouquet, as well as a makeshit veil with a flower crown on top. She was gorgeous!</p><p>Once they made their way to the end of the aisle, Richie stood by Mike, the best man, as their ring-bearer. He had claimed multiple titles. Ring-bearer, 'the one who walks Bev down the aisle thingy-mc-dingy’, the wedding planner, etc. He wanted to be multiple things, and no one was complaining.</p><p>“We are, ahem, gathered here today… to uh, celebrate this… m-matrimoby?” Stan began, glancing over towards Richie with a gulp. Did he say it right?</p><p>“Matrimony,” He whispered, to which Stan muttered a small 'thank you’.</p><p>“Matrimony. Uhm, otherwise known as… it’s a wedding thing. Anyways, Ben Hanscom, do you take Beverly Marsh to be your lawfully wedded wife, and uh, blah blah blah? Romantic stuff? I don’t know what I’m doing–”</p><p>“I-I do, yeah.”</p><p>“Beverly Marsh, do you take Ben Hanscom to be your lawfully wedded husband and all that?”</p><p>“Heck yeah I do.”</p><p>“I now pronounce you man and wife. You may kiss the bride. Or, like, give her your PB&amp;J at lunch, later.”</p><p>Beverly easily leaned over and gently pressed her lips against Ben’s cheek, and Ben was sure this was the best day of his life.</p><p>Beverly threw the bouquet right after this, and Eddie was the one who caught it. Richie immediately took notice of this and started to pinch his cheek and hug all up on him while Ben is still freaking out about the cheek kiss.</p><p>The teachers tell them it’s time to go inside.</p><p>And so, this is the first time Beverly Marsh and Ben Hanscom got married.</p><p>Well, Beverly Hanscom, now.</p>
Tags: benverly, fanfic
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Question: can u write some, happy eddie or stan. please im so broken,,,
Answer: <p>Why not BOTH anon??</p><p>This starts angsty but they’re gonna get happy!!</p><p><br/></p><p>Death was terrifying, as Eddie was realizing. It was a horrible experience he was thankful to only go through once because his sanity would definitely be lost for good (even if he was in the after life).</p><p><br/></p><p>Death was terrifying, but waking up helped him forget it, as what he was faced with was nothing but bliss. When he opens his eyes he sees the sun hung in a brilliant blue sky that Eddie hadn’t seen since he was twelve years old (but he doesn’t think about that now). He sits up and feels soft grass beneath his palms, and, for once, didn’t panic at the thought of it triggering his “allergies.” </p><p><br/></p><p>When he stands up he sees a cliff, beneath the cliff is murky water that Eddie would know from anywhere even if he didn’t think about it for half his life. What really stands out is the man standing at the edge of the cliff. Except, not a man, a teenage boy with neat curly hair and well ironed clothes. He had a calculator watch on his left arm and wore clean white sneakers. </p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie couldn’t help the tears that danced on the rim of his eye lids when he realized who the teenager was.</p><p><br/></p><p>“Stan!”</p><p><br/></p><p>The teenager turned and faced Eddie with a startled look. </p><p><br/></p><p>“Stan!”</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie ran towards him, his arms stretched out and reaching for even the faintest touch of his friend.</p><p><br/></p><p>“Stan!”</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie crashed into Stan, who was frozen with shock and something Eddie can’t quite place (it was a feeling that Stan would explain was fear and hope at once, scared he was imagining Eddie rather than seeing him, because that happened before, and hopeful it wasn’t an illusion).</p><p><br/></p><p>“Eddie…” Stan whispered, wrapping his arms hesitantly around his friend, who was also younger than he had died.</p><p><br/></p><p>“Eddie- Eddie oh my god-“ Stan pulled back and rested his hands on Eddie’s cheeks, forcing his head up so that Stan could really see him. </p><p><br/></p><p>“Eddie, oh my god I’m- I- I’ve missed you,” and for now that’s all Stan can say. Eddie can’t say much either, probably because he was crying but mostly because there wasn’t anything to say yet. </p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie was quick to duck his body back into Stan’s arms and held him until their eyes were dry and legs collapsed into kneeling. When they pulled away, they could only smile and laugh. </p><p><br/></p><p>“I’ve really missed you,” Stan breathed out.</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie then decided that, maybe, dying isn’t actually scary after all. </p><p><br/></p><p>“I’ve missed you too.”</p><p><br/></p><p>Send me prompts from either your own mind or <a href="https://bi-bi-richie.tumblr.com/post/186385182401/angstfluff-prompt-list-mvps">this</a> prompt list!! </p>
Tags: eddie kaspbrak, fanfic
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Slug: headcanons-for-richie-tozier
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Question: Headcanons for Richie tozier? 
Answer: <p>-Obviously, Richie has ADHD, but he also suffers from a generalized anxiety disorder. He didn’t really tell anybody about the latter diagnosis from embarrassment, but the others have caught on by now. It’s sort of an unspoken fact between the Losers Club. </p><p>-Richie can play three instruments; keyboard, electric guitar, and drums. </p><p> -He is bisexual with a preference towards guys. It took him a while to come to terms with that, but the first person he ever came out to was Beverly because he had never felt truly judged for who he was with her. She just seemed to get it. So he blurted it out while they were smoking one day. They ended up hugging and that definitely made Richie feel better about his sexuality. Not long after, he came out to the other Losers. </p><p>-The first guy he ever slept with was Patrick. There were never together officially, but when Richie found himself pressed to Patrick’s side with his glasses tossed haphazardly to his bedroom floor, he decided labels didn’t really matter. </p><p> -Things went on that way between them for about a year before Patrick broke things off after asking Vic out. </p><p>-Even though he knew they were nothing serious, Richie felt betrayed by the sudden ending of their…Arrangement and he ended up seeking revenge by sleeping with Henry a few times. When Patrick found out, he was furious about it and that led to a lot of fights between the pair. About that time, Richie decided it was a good time to get away from all that mess.</p><p>-After a vow of celibacy, he stayed single for almost a year. Then things all changed when Eddie decided to blow his mind by telling him that he had a crush on him.</p><p>-Of course, Richie had liked Eddie since they were kids, but you don’t really tell your childhood best friend that you like them. Of course, he asked Eddie out after that.</p><p> -Richie’s favorite movie is The Lost Boys. He’s always had a thing for older movies and vampires.</p>
Tags: richie tozier, headcanon
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Question: Reddie- Richie is a coffee drinker.  Eddie is a tea drinker.  Richie is a barista and Eddie is a customer- seeings how cute Eddie is Richie decides to playfully argue about how coffee is better than tea. It ends with Richie giving Eddie his number while calling him Tea Boy. 
Answer: <p>Aw this is so cute, so I made a moodboard for it!!!</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1280"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/ee525fcbe076fbe1374c9b25dcff4324/7ff7d8c94638564e-63/s640x960/45ebf1b82cfda2cb6b442f57d92899f972321f81.png" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1280" data-media-key="ee525fcbe076fbe1374c9b25dcff4324:7ff7d8c94638564e-63"/></figure><p><i><b>Let’s say send me headcannons and I’ll make a moodboard!</b></i></p>
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Reblog url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186498023477/hiii-amelia-i-have-a-request-for-youuu-could-you
Reblog name: tinyarmedtrex
Question: Hiii Amelia. I have a request for youuu! Could you maybe write a little fic where Richie lives on an island and Eddie is a tourist and Richie shows him around??? Must include island puns. Ily 
Answer: <p>Alright my dear, using this for day 3 of <a href="https://tmblr.co/meqrZk8Ehwgx4wudrXVTgsg">@itfandomprompts</a>- Summer romance</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19897363/chapters/47221876">Read here on AO3 </a></p>
<p>Mild NSFW </p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>Eddie stepped out of his taxi and looked around. Gorgeous beaches and blue sky filled his view. He could already feel himself recharging as the sun beat down on his bare shoulders. This is exactly what he needed. A week away, with no work calls, no freaked out patients, no one who needed him. Just the beach and his kindle. </p>
<p>	He went into the hotel and checked in, quickly dropping off his bags and changing into a swimsuit. The first order of the day was to soak in as much as sun as he could. Due to an insane work schedule he hadn’t been outside all summer and he hated it. As he walked down to the beach he promised himself to try and fix that when he got back. Five minutes outside and he already felt better. </p>
<p>	He sat down on one of the many chairs, leaning back and closing his eyes, deciding to take a short nap and sleep off some of the jet lag- at least that was his plan until a shadow fell over him. </p>
<p>	“Hey cutey, you had me at aloha.” </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186498023477/hiii-amelia-i-have-a-request-for-youuu-could-you" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: fic, reddie, itfandomfic, itfandomprompts

Post id: 186496965338
Date: 2019-07-23 18:20:35 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/186496965338/headcannons-for-the-losers-and-their-first-jobs
Slug: headcannons-for-the-losers-and-their-first-jobs
Reblog key: n6vEOzIY
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/princebugs/186008206412
Reblog name: princebugs
Question: Headcannons for the losers and their first jobs ?
Answer: <p>i gotchu bro!!!! this is probably more modern but here u go</p><p>- stanley uris already helped around the synagogue with his dad since he was a child but his first official job is helping around the local animal shelter!!! specifically the bird section. he just loves all animals, really!!!!</p><p>- bill denbrough writes for the schools newspaper until he graduates, then he moves on to writing for the towns newspaper, before eventually writing his own books!! he also draws illustrations for magazines :)))</p><p>- beverly started off in highschool when she made costumes for the theatre kids, and the rest is history, honestly</p><p>- mike works on the farm and also helps out with stanley at the animal shelter!! (stanlon tease)</p><p>- ben is a tutor at derry high until he graduates, and he moves on to become an assistant at an architecture business (like, getting coffee and stuff for the main architects) until he pitches an idea for them, then becoming a full fledged architect only months later!</p><p>- eddie kaspbrak helps out in the schools nurses office, but his first official job is helping other people with their cars. he does it a lot during highschool for his friends and he got money in return but now hes actually making a living off of it!</p><p>- richie toziers first job is working the cashier at the local movie theatre!! he also convinces beverly and eddie to work with him later on! meanwhile, he also hosts a radio show for the derry high kids, then transitioning to one for college!</p><p>hope that was good enough!!</p>
Tags: the losers, headcanon
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Question: Can you do a smut piece with long distance with the ship of your choice?
Answer: <p>I’m using this for day 2 of <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/meqrZk8Ehwgx4wudrXVTgsg">@itfandomprompts</a> - College AU. <br/></p>
<p>Stanlon- NSFW</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19897363/chapters/47186095">Read here on AO3 <br/></a></p>
<p>
  Mike called had Stan. Just like always. Stan never said why he 
didn’t call but Mike knew- Stan thought he was bothering Mike. He’d 
decided that Mike’s life in college was fun and exciting and that Stan 
was interrupting whenever he called.
</p>
<p>
  He was wrong - not about Mike’s life in college, he loved being 
here, playing football, the new friends he’d made, he liked college. But
 about interrupting. Stan seemed to think that the things were mutually 
exclusive, that Mike liking college meant he didn’t like Stan. 
</p>
<p>
  Nothing could be further from the truth. Mike had liked Stan for
 years and when they’d finally gotten together after one too many beers 
at a grad party Mike had been overjoyed, finally getting to touch and 
kiss the man he’d pined for. They’d had most of the summer together, 
spending days with their friends, swimming or at the arcade and nights 
curled up together under the stars. It was perfect. <br/></p>
<p>
  Then they’d left for college, Mike going upstate and Stan to 
Georgia. Mike had told himself that it would be fine, that they could do
 it, but distance was rough on a new relationship and he missed Stan 
nearly every day- and felt guilty when he didn’t. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186473989082/can-you-do-a-smut-piece-with-long-distance-with" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: stanlon, nsfw, college au, itfandomweek, itfandomfic
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Question: hello! are you still doing the under 100 kudos fic promo thing? 
Answer: <p>Hello! Yes we are! We didn’t get many rec but if people still want to send in fics with under 100 kudos or under 10 comments we’d happily promo them! It would probably start after itfandomweek. </p>
Tags: Anonymous
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Question: Can you do a little more of “the line between love and hate”? Just Eddie and Richie getting to know each other better, maybe they’re first kiss(!!!!!!), if they start dating right away or let themselves get used to one another by being friends first?!
Answer: <p>sorry it took so long to answer!!</p><p>-eddie and richie most definitely start out as “friends” first but they go out to eat and stuff to get to know each other and it’s only the two of them and they take turns paying and sometimes they hang out in each other’s rooms and just lay down and talk but they insist that it’s not a date</p><p>-eventually they start combining their friend group and hang out all together, most of them already know each other but it’s different hanging out all as a group (also because mike and stan find out they’re soulmates as well)</p><p>-eddie and richie love playing 20 questions and getting to know every single little thing about one another from favorite color and song to hopes and dreams </p><p>-they do still bicker. with soulmates, emotions are always running extremely high and it’s hard to just switch from being rivals to being into each other so they often need to take time for themselves to cool down</p><p>-they eventually start learning to talk out their disagreements instead. eddie says it’s more productive and richie really hates making eddie upset now</p><p>-they have their first kiss late at night, when richie sneaks into eddie’s bedroom full of tread. he’s afraid that eddie can’t forgive him for how he treated eddie in the years before and they both cry in each other’s arms and when they kiss it’s soft and tastes like tears and they fall asleep with their lips pressed against each other’s</p><p>-they start officially dating a couple days later, when they’re able to talk about everything and eddie gives richie flowers and asks to be his boyfriend and richie is just in total awe of eddie</p><p>-finding each other was a bit rocky but soon they’re known as basically the cutest set of soulmates ever</p>
Tags: reddie, headcanon
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Question: Oooo that was an amazing I love Richie realising what a difference he’s making and voluntarily picking up rubbish!  If you still want some Drabble ideas how about Mike as a kindergarten teacher and Stanley as a single dad.   It doesn’t have to be a ship or anything   -🎃
Answer: <p>aww ty </p><p>i’m gonna make this shippy anyway bc how can i not, i hope that’s alright!</p><p>Stan’s heart was pounding. He could guarantee he was more nervous than Jessica about this parent-teacher conference. Her teacher, Mr. Hanlon, had called the meeting out of nowhere and he had no idea why. He’d always prided himself on raising Jess to be respectful and responsible, and she was absolutely brilliant. There was no reason he could think of why Mr. Hanlon would call a meeting. </p><p>Raising a daughter was no easy task, especially as a single dad. Her mother left Stan when Jess was still a baby, leaving him to figure out how the hell he was supposed to raise a kid all by himself. He’d had a difficult time, if he was being honest, but it was all worth it to see the girl she was growing into. Stan cried on her first day of kindergarten; he wasn’t going to lie. He was so proud of who she was becoming. And now Stan was being called down on a Friday night to discuss…<i>something </i>about her. And that terrified him. </p><p>But Stan had duties as a parent, including going to parent-teacher conferences. So he left Jess with their neighbors and drove down to the elementary school to meet with Mr. Hanlon. </p><p>He met him during orientation, and he couldn’t get him out of his head. Whenever Jess brought up her teacher—“Mr. Hanlon read us a book today!” or “Mr. Hanlon showed up pictures of goats!”—Stan could vividly imagine it. He could see the man, the epitome of tall, dark, and handsome, taking care of the children like they were his own. Jess talked about Mr. Hanlon like he hung the stars, and Stan had to agree. </p><p>But of course, he wouldn’t pursue it. He couldn’t be with his daughter’s kindergarten teacher. That would just be weird—right?</p>
Tags: stanlon, fan fic
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Question: Oi! Can you write some fluffy Reddie working in different shops at a mall? Pwease? Only if you want to, sweets!
Answer: <p>a/n: I haven’t written in AGES so I’m really glad I wrote this. I’ll get the other prompts out this weekend❤</p><p>also, the moody cow is an actual ice cream place and two of my friends work there :)</p><p><br/></p><p>Richie looked up from the cash register and sighed loudly. Stan and Bev looked over at where he was staring and let out a similar sound. The Moody Cow employees were at the opposite shop’s counter, with their adorable uniforms and perfect smiles as they scooped ice cream.</p><p>When Bev had seen a flyer that their favorite record store was looking for summer hires, she had immediately run to Stan and Richie and tried to convince them to apply with them. Richie agreed right away, but Stan had a taken a few days to warm up to it. That is until he spotted a pair of binoculars that he had nowhere enough savings for.</p><p>They’d been hired as soon as they completed a basic interview and that’s when they met the workers from the ice cream shop opposite the record store. There was Bill, who had a girlfriend and therefore got no attention from them. There was Ben Hanscom, who blushed whenever the three came over and gave the sweetest smiles that won Beverly over right away. Mike Hanlon was the only one who could make Stan blush just by talking to him and Richie often saw Stan stare at his muscles through the bright uniform. </p><p>Then there was Eddie Kaspbrak. Eddie had Richie hooked from the moment he smiled and then snapped at him after Richie tried to use a terrible nickname. Richie had developed a serious crush and every time he saw Eddie he couldn’t help but flirt with him.</p><p>Richie stared at Eddie for a few more seconds before going into the storeroom and grabbing a box to unpack. He grinned when he heard what music Stan had put on and started to dance along to Friday I’m In Love as he walked over to one of the wooden shelves. He was unpacking the records when he heard a small cough behind him. He turned around and gasped when he saw who it was. Before he could help it he was tumbling back into the shelf, hearing Eddie’s giggle as he fell.</p><p>“Oh, God! Are you okay?” Eddie asked, trying to stifle a laugh behind his hand. He held it out to help pull Richie up.</p><p>Richie grabbed onto him and smiled when he was back on his feet. “Uh, yeah. Your insane cuteness knocked me over.” That wasn’t entirely false. Eddie rolled his eyes and smiled fondly. </p><p>“Sure, Rich.” He let out a light chuckle before going over to the country shelf and looking at the different records. </p><p>Richie sucked in a deep breath before following him. “I didn’t peg you for a country type.” He said conversationally.</p><p>“I’m not. I fucking hate country music.” Eddie replied, averting his eyes.</p><p>Richie gave him a confused look. “What is your type then?”</p><p>Eddie finally looked up at him. “Tall, cute, curly-haired boys who work at record shops and flirt with me every time I walk by.” He had a hopeful look in his eyes as he stared at Richie.</p><p>Richie just stood there, gaping slightly. The Trashmouth had been rendered speechless. </p><p>Eddie turned bright red. “Oh my god, I’m so sorry. I thought you were seriously flirting and my friends have banned me from talking about you and said to just ask you out but I just tried and – I’m going to go now. He sharply turned around as Richie’s brain finally caught up with him.</p><p>“Eddie, wait!” Eddie turned around and Richie walked over to him. “I like you too, I’m just… stupid. It kind of took me a few seconds to process what you said.”</p><p>Eddie let out a sigh of relief. “Oh… I was so scared for a minute there.” He said, smiling softly.</p><p>“When do you get off work?” Richie asked. “I’d like to take you out to dinner.” Eddie grinned sweetly.</p><p>“Five. I’ll meet you by the fountain.” He started to leave before turning around and standing on his tiptoes. He pressed a quick kiss to Richie’s lips before running off. </p><p>Richie felt his cheeks heat up and slowly raised up his hand to his lips. He couldn’t wait for five o’clock to roll around.</p><h2>Send me prompts in my <a href="https://inthebreadbinwrites.tumblr.com/ask">ask box</a>!</h2>
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Question: Hello, I love your writing! If it's okay could I request a prompt? Could you do something like Journalist Eddie having to interview and write about Rockstar Richie? Thank you! 
Answer: <p><b>Heyyy thank you!!! &lt;3 this baby got a little long so you can <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/46304467">read on AO3</a> or below. </b></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>Eddie knocked on the door again, louder this time. He knew that it wouldn’t matter. And yet-</p>
<p>“Mr. Tozier? It’s Eddie, from Under the Radar? We have an interview.” Actually, Eddie thought, we had an interview that was scheduled to start an hour ago. He was sure that the man was off somewhere, snorting coke or sleeping with a groupie. And Eddie was stuck waiting until he decided to come back. He couldn’t leave, it had been a big deal for his small magazine to get this interview.</p>
<p> He sighed, leaning against the wall. This is why he hated interviewing musicians. He wasn’t even supposed to do it- someone else would always jump at the chance and Eddie was left to write pieces on other topics but tonight everyone was magically busy, leaving him here, waiting for the legendary Richie Tozier. </p>
<p>He was debating leaving when he heard voices around the corner. “My dressing room is over here. I’ll show you. It’s pretty swanky.”</p>
<p>Eddie pressed his eyes shut, sure that he was about to witness some weird musician seduction-  Richie with some barely legal girl who was eager to see his tuba- but then Richie turned the corner with a kid and his parents following. He  frowned, intrigued and confused.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/186012825417/hello-i-love-your-writing-if-its-okay-could-i" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Reblog key: Frgj4GLe
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/beepbeeprichiellc/186014534383
Reblog name: beepbeeprichiellc
Question: <p>you should totally draw hansbrak! ben and eddie!</p>
Answer: <div class="npf_row"><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1029"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/b5a98a9f53c03dc9fc3e18d1441c41ed/16b0ce85deb89d5b-47/s640x960/7a32fee6d88705fa768a636bfc02dc029d63ebb9.jpg" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1029"/></figure></div><p>they are <i><b>S O</b></i> cute</p>
Tags: hansbrak, fanart
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Question: 96 Reddie for the prompt
Answer: <p><b>96: Please don’t be mad at me.</b></p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>“Rich, what’s going on? Why am I blindfolded?” Eddie reached up yet again to tug the tie off from around his face, but yet again, Richie slapped his hand down. “C’mon, Richie, I wanna know!” He was sure he looked like a tantrum-throwing child, but he was impatient. Always had been. And his boyfriend putting a blindfold on him and driving around for twenty minutes had him on edge. </p>
<p>“You’ll find out soon, Eds, I promise.” He could hear the grin in Richie’s voice and it was infuriating.</p>
<p>“Just hurry up, okay?” he whined, reaching over and gripping his boyfriend’s bicep. </p>
<p>“Okay, okay! Although, if you keep touching me like that, I might have to pull over and give you a different surprise—ow!” Richie laughed as Eddie smacked his bicep. He was going to kill him…once he got this stupid blindfold off. The car finally stopped, and for long enough that Eddie knew it wasn’t a red light. He heard Richie turn the car off and then open his door. It seemed like an excruciatingly long amount of time before he finally came over and helped Eddie out of the car as well. </p> <p><a href="https://chaotickaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/186391737920/96-reddie-for-the-prompt" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Can you write some highschool headcanons for Stanley?
Answer: <p>yes of course!!!! this are modern,,,</p><p>- one of the teachers pets, but he also doesnt hesitate to smartmouth the teachers</p><p>- always pissed off at richie for getting valedictorian instead of him</p><p>- hes the neatest guy in school and also takes the longest to leave his class because he always sets out his things alphabetically and in order, and takes them off in order</p><p>- he definitely plays baseball!!</p><p>- him and richie played little league when they were kids but richie didnt make the team this year</p><p>- stanley is still proud of richie for trying!!!</p><p>- stanley and bill both make the team together!!!!</p><p>- stanley prefers to pitch rather than bat, which is why bill is his training partner because bill LOVES batting</p><p>- the whole losers club definitely form a sort of ‘the sandlot’ situation</p><p>- theyre also the biggest fans of stan and bill at the games!!!</p><p>- eddie is surprisingly the loudest and screams at the top of his lungs for them</p><p>- stan claims he doesnt like how loud it is but internally hes really happy that theyre there for him</p><p>- stan joined the poetry club with ben</p><p>- stan is NOT good at poetry but hes there to support ben!!!</p><p>- stan does join art club and gets into painting</p><p>- he paints realistic things very well!!</p><p>- he ends the school year with a 4.0 GPA and a great record!!!</p>
Tags: stan uris, headcanon
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Question: Have you ever drawn Bill? If not that would be cool to see!
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1537" data-orig-width="1080"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/f708a06af0fa121d92291df147fdc6c0/2d947794e0830dbf-95/s640x960/f6b6a410c74532eeb544bf65f7993fda52ec8164.png" data-orig-height="1537" data-orig-width="1080" data-media-key="f708a06af0fa121d92291df147fdc6c0:2d947794e0830dbf-95"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1327" data-orig-width="1080"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/b11d00c421219b8f53c6d4af08471f0b/2d947794e0830dbf-3c/s640x960/e9d2a606f4326602b0da4f6897138360d1787b9b.png" data-orig-height="1327" data-orig-width="1080" data-media-key="b11d00c421219b8f53c6d4af08471f0b:2d947794e0830dbf-3c"/></figure><p>I draw him all the time cause I’m a stenbrough idiot but none that everyone has seen!!! So here’s a lil doodle and the one time I did post a doodle of him in the losers club picture :))</p><p>Thank you so much for the request!!</p>
Tags: bill denbrough, fanart
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Reblog url: https://andaleduardo.tumblr.com/post/185812980085/how-about-a-headcanon-where-eddie-loves-to-wear
Reblog name: andaleduardo
Question: how about a headcanon where eddie loves to wear bill's sweaters and bill thinks hes so adoRABLE
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="976" data-orig-height="1836" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/6050aee0065a3e9c5412e4a1e46930be/tumblr_inline_oyv9qlm82k1rua29k_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="976" data-orig-height="1836"/></figure><figure data-orig-width="2000" data-orig-height="2000" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/703eb20aa15f0a23dbd67b362385580d/tumblr_inline_oyv9qg8cFH1rua29k_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="2000" data-orig-height="2000"/></figure><p>“boy he got u WHIPPED as fuck” - Bev, probably<br/></p>
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Slug: a3-eddie-for-the-expressions-thing
Reblog key: oCfGbzEg
Reblog url: https://whatidoisxsecret.tumblr.com/post/185782229382/a3-eddie-for-the-expressions-thing
Reblog name: whatidoisxsecret
Question: A3 eddie for the expressions thing
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="432" data-orig-width="546"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/5fb614a2050aa4407676ed21b13cf171/tumblr_inline_ptj25t3PD01sp069n_540.png" data-orig-height="432" data-orig-width="546"/></figure><p>Oho, this little mischievous impish look is perfect for dear Eds…</p>
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Question: C1 Stan Uris! Because he deserves to be happy! :)
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="534" data-orig-width="535"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/70c636894a9e5483993cef59ba9340a2/tumblr_inline_ptiygvX0lK1sp069n_540.png" data-orig-height="534" data-orig-width="535" alt="image"/></figure><p>I’m so sorry this took so long, I ordered food and have this weird anxiety where I don’t let the take-out person wait at my door for more than .2 seconds so I was stuck in the living room watching the door.</p><p>How about a happy Stan from the scene we didn’t get in the 2017 adaption? And he got to see his red cardinal in the fountain at Memorial Park,<strike> not the dead boys in the Standpipe.</strike></p>
Tags: stan uris, fanart
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Question: Hanbrough B2!! 
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="536" data-orig-width="504"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/c4a2150dbf5c9ba7238c12425d291a26/tumblr_inline_pglvsqNQ5z1sp069n_540.png" data-orig-height="536" data-orig-width="504"/></figure><p>Every time I draw them I fall more in love with this ship… and it’s only been a matter of two weeks since that started.<br/></p>
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Question: o god write me some kasplon. all the kasplon. like eddie perving on mike for years and never thinking in his wildest dreams he'd have a chance BUT THEN. 
Answer: <p><b>BUT THEN! Hints of nsfw</b></p><p>“Eddie! Are you in?” Mike called from the hallway outside Eddie’s dorm. “I have pizza!” </p><p>“I’m always home for pizza,” Eddie replied, opening his door to his friend. He was greeted with Mike’s bright smile and the smell of food. </p><p>“Good, I didn’t want to share this with three roommates.” He said, coming in Eddie’s room and toeing off his shoes before flopping on the bed. “They never appreciate good pizza.” He added, flipping open the top and grabbing a slice, making a happy ‘mm’ noise as he bit into it. It was easy, comfortable, like so many other things with them were. Eddie slid next to him, accepting a piece from his friend. </p><p>He didn’t even know how long he’d liked Mike for. In his more honest moments Eddie thought that it was since the first time he saw the other boy at the tender age of 12, sailing by on his bike to deliver cuts of meat. Mike had looked so happy and free. Eddie had been jealous of his speed and height (though later he realized his feelings may have been less jealousy and more the first indications of a crush). </p><p>Over the years he had tried to ignore his growing feelings but it was impossible. The two were always around each other, Mike’s farm was one of the few Sonia approved places so Eddie was frequently over there, helping Mike make hay into bales or following him to hidden blueberry patches. At they grew older Eddie found himself staring at Mike’s jawline or biceps, trying to look away before he was seen. </p><p>It never worked. Mike always caught him staring. Eddie would blush and Mike would offer him a warm smile. He was sure that Mike knew about his crush but he was too nice to ever say anything. He never asked Eddie to stop, instead he’d change the conversation, talking about a new calf or how the days were getting shorter. It only made Eddie’s feelings grow stronger. </p><p>But it was obvious that Mike didn’t return his feelings. After all, if he felt the same he would have said something by now, surely. So Eddie tried to focus on other things, and people. </p><p>After high school the two ended up same city for college, a short train ride away. Mike often ended up staying in Eddie’s single dorm rather than trekking back to his apartment. They would watch a movie or play a video game, something easy that usually ended up with them pressed together in Eddie’s too small bed (not that he’d ever complain. He slept better when Mike was next to him.  </p><p>“You’d rather share with me?’ Eddie asked, ignoring how their thighs pressed together.</p><p>“Exactly.” Mike replied. “I’ll always share my pizza with you.” </p><p>Eddie grew warm then looked away, not wanting Mike to read his expression. “You’re such a sap Hanlon.” He said, sliding down until he was laying on his bed, still eating. It took him a minute but he realized that Mike had grown quiet. “Are you okay?” He asked, looking up at his friend, who had a strange expression etched on his face. </p><p>“When did you get that?” Mike asked, his voice strangled. </p><p>It took a second but Eddie realized he was asking about his belly button ring. Eddie was in a crop top sweater and his new piercing was on display. </p><p>“Couple weeks ago,” He glanced at it, the purple stone peering back at him. “It’s cute right?”</p><p>Mike nodded, still staring. “Can I touch it?” </p><p>“I- sure.” Eddie agreed, watching as Mike carefully cleaned his hands then put his palm on Eddie’s stomach, fingers grazing the ring. </p><p>“Did it hurt?” He asked, rubbing it between his fingers. Eddie had to take a second to remember how to breath. Mike’s hand covered most of his stomach and Eddie couldn’t help but think about his hands being on the rest of him.</p><p>“A little.” </p><p>Mike looked at him and Eddie swore that his eyes were darker. “You’re so brave, I’d never do that.” </p><p>“It wasn’t bad.” Eddie said. “A minute and it was over.” Whenever he took a breath his stomach pushed against Mike’s warm hand. </p><p>“It’s pretty hot.” Mike said and now Eddie knew he wasn’t imagining it. Mike’s voice was deeper, his hand spreading over Eddie’s stomach to rest at the top of his shorts. “I just want to-” Mike bent down and pressed a kiss to Eddie’s stomach, his tongue darting out and licking the ring. Eddie yelped in surprise and immediately Mike drew back, his hands up. “Fuck, should I not- fuck- I thought you-” He started to stand but Eddie grabbed him, pulling Mike back down.</p><p>“You surprised me.” Eddie told him, staring up at his friend. “Plus I didn’t think you were interested.” </p><p>Mike chuckled. “Are you kidding?” His dark brown eyes roamed over Eddie’s body, settling on his face. “I’ve been interested for years. You’re very interesting Eddie Kaspbrak.” Eddie’s face must have been surprised because Mike chuckled again. “Eddie you have no idea.” He reached out, placing his hand back on Eddie’s stomach and hip. “How long I’ve waited to touch you.” His hand trace patterns in Eddie’s skin, feather light but heavy with the promise of more. Eddie swallowed the moan that threatened to escape from the tenderness of the touch. Mike’s eyes were trained on him, waiting for permission. </p><p>Eddie had a million questions but decided that all of them could wait. “You don’t have to wait anymore,” He said, pushing himself up to capture Mike’s lips in a long overdue kiss. </p>
Tags: kasplon, fanfic
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Question: can you write something where richie is dating someone who treats him like shit but he’s only doing it so he can get over eddie. and then they’re at a party and eddie drunkenly confesses his feelings and immediately richie breaks things off with his s/o 
Answer: <p><b>warning </b>for abusive relationships and alcohol</p>
<p><b>words:</b> 2,421</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19779502">read on ao3</a> or below</p>
<p>Richie showed up to the party late
and in a bad mood. Justin couldn’t go, so he’d told Richie that he wasn’t
allowed to go either. Richie had not-so-politely reminded him that he was his
own person, that Justin had no say in where he went and when. Predictably,
Justin had sneered at him and called him a slut. “Sorry that I don’t want my
boyfriend drooling in the lap of every person he sees.” That had Richie close
to breaking, close to saying what he always wanted to when his boyfriend got
like this: <i>If I’m such a slut then why
are you dating me? </i>But then the dread would settle in Richie’s stomach, a
reminder that Justin was the only one who wanted him at all. If Richie wanted
to feel loved - and <i>god </i>was he
desperate to feel wanted - then Justin was his only option. Still, Richie had
left, and not without an eye roll so severe he thought he might’ve strained a
muscle.</p>
<p>His blood was still boiling as he
made his way over to the kitchen to grab a drink, but a familiar and very
drunken exclamation of, “Richie!” made him stop in his tracks. All of the ice
melted from his veins, from his stance, and he could feel warmth spreading
uncontrollably through him as he turned to see Eddie stumbling toward him.
“You’re here!” Eddie threw his arms around Richie’s waist, his head falling
against Richie’s chest. “I <i>missed </i>you!”
Richie couldn’t help but smile as Eddie beamed up at him before nuzzling his
face into his neck. </p> <p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/186234968987/can-you-write-something-where-richie-is-dating" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Stanlon for #50 please! 😘
Answer: <p>

<b>Stanlon + Getting paired up on an amusement park that requires even numbered riders.</b>

<br/></p><p>“You really won’t go on with me?” Mike asked, turning to Bill. “It’s the whole reason we came!”</p><p>Bill looked at the roller coaster then slowly shook his head. “Nope, I refuse to be upside down. You’re on your own Mikey.”</p><p>“Alright fine. See you on the other side.” He said, turning to the ride and getting in line. It was long but because he was in the single riders line he got to the front quickly. When he got to the front they pointed him to an open spot next to a curly haired man who seemed deeply unhappy. He was frowning and already gripping the bar tightly. Despite that- or maybe partially because of it- Mike decided that the man was cute. Really cute. </p><p>“Hey,” Mike said, sitting down and pulling the lap bar down.</p><p> The man barely glanced at him, looking green. “Do you want to be on this ride?” He asked, not thrilled at the idea of being by someone who may puke- no matter how cute he was. </p><p>“I made a bet with my friend.” The man pointed ahead and Mike saw a man with a a mess of curls who had an arm around a short man, leaning in and kissing his cheek. “He said I’m no fun and that I’d never go this so I bet him that I would. I’m starting to regret it and we’re not even moving.”</p><p>“What’s the wager?”</p><p>“A funnel cake.”</p><p>Mike whistled. “Serious business.”</p><p>The other man smiled, looking at Mike for the first time. “Exactly, you understand.”</p><p>Mike wetted his bottom lip and made a decision. “I’m Mike, and I’m happy to offer a hand if you need it. Anything to win that bet.” He held his his hand and watched the man consider it then slide his hand into Mike’s. It was warm and soft. </p><p>“Thanks. I’m Stan.” </p><p>Mike gave his hand a small squeeze as the cars started moving. The roller coaster was as wild as advertised. Mike screamed through most of it, whooping on the turns and yelling as his stomach dropped. Stan was quiet but kept a firm grip on Mike’s hand the whole time, squeezing his eyes shut a few times. </p><p>Finally they rolled to a stop and the bars went up, allowing everyone to leave. Mike stood, offering Stan his hand again to help him out. He was surprisingly disappointed to be leaving the other man. He was even cuter now, with windblown hair and a proud smile.  </p><p>“Looks like you’re getting that funnel cake.” Mike said as they walked out. </p><p>Stan nodded then glanced at Mike. “You know those funnel cakes are really meant for two people- and you did help me.” </p><p>He paused and Mike grinned. “Are you asking me to help you eat that well earned funnel cake?” </p><p>Stan shrugged, aiming for nonchalance. “Maybe. If I was would you say yes?”</p><p>“I think I would.” </p><p>“Well then Mike, please partake in some well earned free funnel cake with me.” Stan asked. </p><p> Mike chuckled then nodded. “I’d love to.”</p>
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Question: Reddie fluff?? Maybe The Losers accidentally finding out about their ~~secret~~ relationship because Richie and Eddie are dumb af and bad at hiding it lol 
Answer: <p>“Just one more minute!” Eddie calls out from the bathroom to Ben as he kisses Richie’s neck. </p><p>“Fuck, Eds. Ya gotta be carefu—“ the end of his sentence turns into a moan as Eddie bites down on his neck. </p><p>“Shhh, we’ll get caught,” Eddie lightly giggles with delight as he brings Richie in for a heated ‘n’ passionate kiss. </p><p>Someone bangs on the door loudly, causin’ both boys to jump ‘n’ scramble off of each other quickly. </p><p>“Open the door dumbasses we know you’re in there together!” Stan yells, ‘n’ both boys can tell he’s rollin’ his eyes. </p><p>Richie shrugs at Eddie, kisses his cheek ‘n’ then opens the door, only to see the whole gang of losers lookin’ at him. </p><p>Bill frowns in confusion, “Wh-what were you two d-doin’ in there t-together?” </p><p>Both boys look at each other nervously before Richie replies on behalf of both of ‘em, “Uhm, why I was teachin’ lil ol’ Eds how to jerk off o’ course?” </p><p>All of ‘em groan in response, as Mike shakes his head ‘n’ laughs, “White boy, puh-lease! Y’all were kissin’, I just know it!” </p><p>Eddie sighs heavily, “Yeah you’re right, we were makin’ out.” </p><p>Ben’s eyes grow as wide as saucers underneath your grandma’s precious teacup, “How long has…. this,” he motions to Richie ‘n’ Eddie with both hands, “been goin’ on?” </p><p>Eddie bites the inside of his cheek, while Richie fumbles with his knobbly fingers, “Uhm, aboutta.. aboutta month or so?” </p><p>All of the losers have a different response, “How the fuck did you guys keep that a secret, for <i>that</i> long? Eddie, I’m honestly shocked,” Beverly giggles. </p><p>“Pfft believe me Bev, I am too,” he nods sheepishly. </p><p>“C’mon fuckasses, let’s finish the movie,” Stan nods to the livin’ room. </p><p>Both boys are instantly in relief, as they cuddle up together ‘n’ continue watchin’ The Goonies, occasionally gainin’ an ‘<i>awh</i>!’ from all of the losers as they kiss. </p>
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Question: could u do 30 from the prompt list for stanlon? 
Answer: <p><b>ah yes my dear i can ! enjoy &lt;3 🦋✨🕊</b> </p><p><i>30.) “Be you. No one else can.” </i></p><p>Stan sighs heavily before takin’ anotha shot.</p><p>He’s just been dumped by his long term boyfriend, who even used the shitty phrase ‘n’ said ‘<i>it’s really not you, it’s me</i>’, which makes Stan question why he even fuckin’ dated this dumbass in the first place. </p><p><i>I’m not worth the hassle anyway</i>, Stan thinks to himself. <i>I’m worthless</i>. </p><p>He feels a warm tap on his shoulder, like when your momma calls you in for your dinner as you’re playin’ with the flowers outside, familiar ‘n’ soft.</p><p>“Hey silly billy,” Mike coos jokingly, his voice fulla kindness ‘n’ tenderness, ‘n’ Stan tries his utmost hardest to ignore the swell in heart because of the fact he used the nickname Mike always called him since they were six</p><p>“Hey Mike,” he mumbles before takin’ anotha dry shot. “How’re you?” </p><p>Mike exhales, “Are you shittin’ me? Look what this asshole’s done to you!” </p><p>Stan waves his hand dismissively ‘n’ burps, “Doesn’t matter. I’m not worth it anyway, he was right.” </p><p>Mike’s expression turns all soft ‘n’ empathic almost as he , “Did he say that to you?” </p><p>“Yup,” he nods back, “I mean where’s the fuckin’ lie! I’m high maintenance! I’m a clean freak! I correct people when they do wrong things! I’m fuckin’ annoyin’ to say the least!” He yells, on the brink of tears.</p><p>Mike rubs Stan’s arm, “Stan that’s not true at all. You’re amazin’, so amazin’.” </p><p>“Uh huh, well then where’s the proof?” Stan says as his voice cracks ‘n’ goes all achy breaky, feelin’ unintentionally bitter. </p><p>“You’re smart, witty, intelligent, gorgeous, pretty, ethereal, charismatic, interestin’ ‘n’ last but not least, unapologetically you,” Mike says, tryin’ his best not to shed a teeny tiny tear, “<b>Be you</b>. <b>No one else can</b>.” </p><p>Mike wipes away a sickly sweet tear that sheds from Stan’s pretty sea-blue eyes ‘n’ Stan smiles. Like the clouds unblockin’ the sun. “Thank you Mike, I l-love you,” ‘n’ he means it. </p><p>Mike presses their faces together, their noses touchin’ adorably ‘n’ foreheads restin’ against each other’s like it’s inevitable, “I love you too.” </p><p>Stan mentally pushes away the consequences ‘n’ kisses Mike gently, ‘n’ Mike kisses back. </p><p>“You’re so pretty,” Stan says as he pulls away. </p><p>Mike just heartily laughs it off ‘n’ replies with, “Let’s get outta here, silly billy.” </p>
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Question: Stanlon & Edging 
Answer: <p>I wrote this instead of sleep because my life is a chaotic cluster of vague habitual actions </p><p>Stan saunters over to Mike and drops down to rest his chin on his knee, “Michale Hanlon, you need to turn off that laptop and come to bed,” he yawns softly, “I can’t sleep without you…”</p><p>Mike barely looks up from typing, “Almost done baby.”</p><p>“You said that three hours ago,” Stan pouts, stroking his fingers over the inside of his thigh, “It’s late. I feel like I barely got to see you today.”</p><p>Mike shrugs, “Just wanna finish. Once it’s done ‘m all yours okay?”</p><p>Stan presses a kiss to his knee, “Mmmm. You work then. I’ll just…keep myself busy…” he leans against the couch, continuing to kiss up his leg, “Is this ok?”</p><p>Mike strokes his curls gently, “Yeah it’s ok,” Stan can hear the smile in his voice.</p><p>Stan hums softly, “I’ll make you a deal,” he murmurs against the inside of Mike’s thigh, “You get to finish…when you finish your paper. A little incentive for you,” he kisses over the bulge in Mike’s boxers, smiling as he feels his cock twitch in interest, “That sound good to you?”</p><p>“Yeah babe,” Mike still doesn’t look up, but he sounds like he’s breathing a little harder, much to Stan’s pleasure, “Sounds good.”</p><p>Stan pulls his boxers down, licking a stripe up his cock, sucking on the tip. He bobs his head slowly, appreciating the subtle change in Mike’s breathing. One hand continues to type while the other grips the curls at the base of Stan’s neck. Stan exhales through his nose practically purring as Mike’s hold tightens, “Stan, baby…”</p><p>Stan pulls back “Yeah baby love?” he presses a kiss to his inner arm softly.</p><p>“Gotta give me more…” he finally looks up from his computer, “Please…”</p><p>Stan smiles back “Finish your paper and you get to come. Unless you wanna call it a night…” his eyes sparkle at the challenge.</p><p>Mike draws him up for a kiss, “Nah…gives me the incentive right?” he whispers against his lips.</p><p>Stan smirks, pulling away “Ok then. Better get back to work,” he smooths a hand up his thigh as he mouths at his balls, “Just wanna make you feel good…”</p><p>Mike nods, continuing to type away, clicks faltering every so often as his fingers dip down to pull on Stan’s curls. Stan’s in no hurry, licking and sucking slowly over Mike’s cock, eventually taking it all the way to the base, nuzzling his nose into Mike’s skin, before pulling back slowly, “I like the way you smell…”</p><p>Mike takes a moment to regain his breathing, a soft chuckle leaving his lips, “Yeah?” his chest heaves as he takes a shaky breath, “Stan…baby come on please?”</p><p>Stan looks up at him, jerking him off slowly, “Are you done with your paper yet?” he presses a kiss to the weeping tip as Mike shakes his head, “Then no,” he licks the bead of precum off the tip, reaching into his own pajama pants to touch himself, “God, I’m so hard just from tasting you…” he rocks forward, whimpering against Mike’s inner thigh.</p><p>Mike makes a strained noise of frustration as he shoves his laptop off to the side and pulls Stan into his lap, “You’re proofreading that for me tomorrow,” he says as he practically attacks his neck with bites and kisses.</p><p>“Deal,” Stan takes his face in his hands and kisses him deeply as they both finish kicking off their sweats, “Right now though…”</p><p>Mike kisses him deeply, fishing out the lube they had stashed in the couch cushions. He fumbles with the cap for a moment before spreading it over both of them and wrapping his hand around both of them and jerking them off in slow strong strokes. Stan gasps against his lips, hips rocking forward as Mike’s strong hands work over them both. Their moans mingle together, hands drifting over each other.</p><p>“I’m close,” Mike whispers against his neck, hand speeding up in desperation.</p><p>Stan nods, kissing wherever he can reach, “Come for me…” he captures his lips in a soft kiss, “Did so well for me baby love. So so good,” he moans as Mike comes, covering both of their hands, “Feels so good,” he moans against his neck as he comes seconds behind Mike, “I love you so much…”</p><p>Mike smooths back his hair gently, kissing the tip of his nose, “I love you too little lamb,” he kisses his forehead, smiling fondly as Stan leans into his lips, “Do you still want to sleep?”</p><p>Stan lays his head on his shoulder “Sleep is good,” he mumbles against his neck.</p><p>Mike chuckles softly, kissing his forehead again, “Yeah, sleep is good.”</p>
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Question: Please give me some Valentine’s Day Stanlon!!
Answer: <p><b>ahh thank u for the lovely prompt pal ! &lt;3</b></p><p>Mike always hated Valentine’s Day. </p><p>He found it so silly ‘n’ gross! All the sappy cards, the gross couples makin’ out, all of the flowers everywhere, makin’ him sneeze. He just hated it with a burnin’ passion. </p><p>But ever since Stan ‘n’ him became boyfriends, it got a lil better. </p><p>“Darlin’ I’m home!” Mike calls, takin’ off his Vans and hangin’ up his coat. </p><p>As he walks into the kitchen, he can’t help but smell the lovely aroma of nice food. <i>Maybe Stan’s doin’ somethin’ for Valentine’s Day? </i>He thinks to himself.  </p><p>Both men had been in love at first sight, bein’ attached to the hip as teenagers, growin’ only closer as they got older. They’ve been boyfriends for five years, ‘n’ Stan finally wanted to ask Mike the big question. </p><p>When he gets into the kitchen, candles are lit everywhere, Mike’s favorite song ‘Ivy’ is playin’ ‘n’ there’s two plates filled with lovely lasagna filled on either plate. Mike grins to himself as he thinks,<i> what a sap</i>. </p><p>“Hey Mikey,” a voice, Stan’s, says as he wraps his arms around Mike’s strong body ‘n’ kisses his neck softly. “Hey baby,” is all Mike can say before kissin’ him properly on the lips, fulla passion ‘n’ love. </p><p>As they both pull away, Stan nods to a chair for Mike to sit down. </p><p>“Hmm, what’s the occasion love? Ya don’t normally do this kinda thing when it comes to Valentine’s Day,” Mike says smilin’ as he tilts his head.</p><p>Stan’s heart almost stops, “Well, there’s somethin’ I’ve been meanin’ to tell you,” he gets down on one knee in front of Mike. </p><p>“Oh my god,” Mike exhales as he gapes at him in awe. </p><p>“Mike William Hanlom, I’ve been in love with you since I met you. Ever since me ‘n’ Beverly your father’s lovely flower shop as kids, I instantly fell in love with your kindness, wittiness, and your beauty. Everyday you continue to awe me with your facts or your talent or basically anythin’ you do! I love you more than anythin’ ‘n’ everythin’, so will you do the honors of becomin’ my husband?” Stan holds in a breath.         </p><p>Mike kneels down in front of Stan and kisses him firmly before speakin’ up, “Yes! A hundred billion times yes!” </p><p>He peppers kisses all over the curly headed man as he giggles with delight, ‘n’ just like that, Valentine’s Day became his favorite holiday. </p>
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Question: Holy crow!!!! Can you do 18 from the kissing prompts for reddie????
Answer: <p><i>You got it, anon! Apologies for taking seriously forever with this! I hope it’s okay that I went the NSFW route :)</i></p><p><b>18. kisses where one person is sitting in the other’s lap</b></p><p><b>Warnings: NSFW</b></p><p>Eddie opened the front door as quietly as he could, not wanting to wake Richie, who would certainly be asleep at this hour. His shift at the hospital had run over again. And after what Eddie had seen in the emergency room that night, he’d driven around town several times before making his way home, unable to bring this freshest trauma into the sacred place he’d built with Richie.</p><p>He was trying his best. He really was. But sometimes he didn’t know how to cope with the horrors of his job.</p><p>To Eddie’s surprise, a lamp was still on in the front room. And perched on a chair under its glow was Richie — reading a book, of all things. He looked up at Eddie with a tired grin, eyes luminous in the lamp light.</p><p>“What are you doing up?” Eddie whispered. “It’s almost two in the morning.” He didn’t know why he was whispering.</p><p>“Wanted to wait for you,” Richie murmured, limbs uncurling as he stretched and stood.</p><p>“Oh,” was all Eddie said.</p><p>Richie looked at him with a frown, ever perceptive when it came to Eddie. “Did something happen?”</p><p>“…car accident.”</p><p>Richie stepped forward and took Eddie’s hands in his. “I don’t know what happened, but I know you tried your best. You always do.”</p><p>Eddie nodded slightly before suddenly noticing the wetness on his cheeks.</p><p>“Hey, hey,” Richie said softly, cupping Eddie’s face and gently wiping the tears away. “I’ve got you. <i>I’ve got you</i>.”</p><p>Eddie clutched at Richie’s hands, a shaky breath escaping him. “I’m just… I’m just tired.”</p><p>“I know, sweetheart,” Richie said. “Come on. Let’s a take a bath.”</p><p>Eddie laughed a little. “In the middle of the night?”</p><p>“What better time is there, my Eddie Spaghetti?”</p><p>“Haven’t heard that name in a while,” Eddie said, shaking his head, amused.</p><p>“You’ll always be Eddie Spaghetti to me,” Richie murmured, pressing a kiss to Eddie’s forehead. “Come on,” he said, pulling Eddie toward their bathroom.</p><p>Richie started the water going in the tub, plugging the drain before turning back to Eddie, who watched him fondly.</p><p>“Well?” Richie said, nodding at Eddie’s clothes.</p><p>Eddie wordlessly stripped off his scrubs, watching as Richie undressed in kind, until they both stood unclothed under the bathroom lights. He’d seen his husband naked so many times over the years, but there was still a part of Eddie’s soul that was always awed to see all of Richie Tozier uncovered, just for him.</p><p>He stepped into the tub, sinking down into the hot water with a sigh and settling against Richie’s chest.</p><p>Richie’s arms slid around Eddie’s waist as he rested his cheek against Eddie’s hair, fingers brushing over Eddie’s thighs.</p><p>They stayed like this awhile, feeling light under the darkness of the night, the twinkle of stars barely visible behind the curtain drawn over the window. The aches of Eddie’s body that always twinged after long shifts seemed more distant, seeping out of him with the press of Richie’s skin and the warmth of the bath, leaving a soft blanket of calm over his mind.</p><p>Eddie shivered as he felt Richie’s lips against his shoulder, mouthing a warm trail of kisses up until they rested against the side of his neck.</p><p>“Missed you,” Richie mumbled.</p><p>Eddie said nothing, instead twisting around and pulling Richie into a kiss, their lips fitting with well-practiced ease. He sighed as Richie’s tongue slipped into his mouth, stroking against his with equal parts tenderness and want.</p><p>Richie pulled back after a moment, panting slightly. “Bed?” he asked softly.</p><p>Eddie nodded, letting Richie help him climb out of the tub. </p><p>They toweled each other off, pausing every few seconds to let their lips find each other’s for what seemed to be longer and longer intervals, until they finally let the towels fall to the floor altogether, slightly damp bodies pressed against each other as they kissed with growing urgency.</p><p>Eddie let Richie tug him out of the bathroom and into their bedroom, giggling into Richie’s mouth as Richie stumbled over the rug at the foot of their bed and nearly fell.</p><p>“Goddamn rug,” Richie muttered, sitting on the edge of the bed. “Why did I let you talk me into getting that thing?”</p><p>“Because you love me,” Eddie said, hands on his hips as he stood in front of Richie.</p><p>“Mmmm, that’s right,” Richie said, eyes running over Eddie’s bare body. “I do.”</p><p>Eddie smiled as Richie reached out and yanked him down into Richie’s lap.</p><p>Richie tilted Eddie’s face up, pressing their lips together again.</p><p>Eddie gasped a little when he felt Richie’s hardness against his own. He felt his hips jerk forward involuntarily; a louder moan slipped out of him when Richie’s hips lifted to meet his.</p><p>He held onto Richie’s shoulders as Richie turned them around, laying Eddie on his back before grinding down against him. Eddie’s head fell back, a soft wail escaping him at the delicious, almost unbearable friction.</p><p>He wanted, <i>needed </i>more.</p><p>“Have I told you lately that you’re fucking hot?” Richie murmured into Eddie’s ear, grinning as Eddie grunted at the words. “That all I’ve thought about these past few days is tearing your clothes off, licking you all over, and then <i>fucking you </i>as hard as I can — until you can’t talk, can’t think, can’t even <i>fucking breathe?</i>”</p><p>Eddie felt his body quiver at the words, almost vibrating with need. “Th-then why don’t you?”</p><p>Richie moved to look into Eddie’s eyes, skin flushed.</p><p>Eddie’s hands cupped Richie’s face, pulling him down so that their lips brushed when he spoke. “Fuck me,” he said, voice low and husky. “As hard as you can. <i>Right now</i>.”</p><p>Richie’s eyes went dark, glittering. Eddie laughed a little when Richie shoved him back on the bed. Richie grabbed for something on the bedside table while Richie’s teeth simultaneously sunk into Eddie’s neck, wringing a needy moan from him as Richie sucked a bruise into his skin.</p><p>Eddie heard the familiar <i>pop </i>of the lube opening. A moment later, he felt a slick finger gently rubbing at his entrance.</p><p>Richie made his way down from Eddie’s neck, mouth licking and kissing down Eddie’s chest before closing around a nipple, suckling as the bud hardened.</p><p>Eddie moaned, arching up as Richie’s finger pressed inside him, gently stroking his inner walls. A tremble ran through his thighs, legs falling further open as another finger pushed in, more insistent now.</p><p>“Okay there, babe?” Richie murmured.</p><p>“Y-yeah, I’m — “ Eddie’s words cut off with a moan as he felt a third finger join the first two — stretching and pressing. “Oh, fuck.”</p><p>“Getting there,” Richie said, voice tight, laughing when Eddie shoved at his shoulder.</p><p>“Come on, Richie — ”</p><p>“I’ve got you,” Richie said, pausing to hurriedly tug on a condom.</p><p>Eddie’s breath stuttered in his throat as he felt Richie pressing into him, the initial burn almost immediately giving way to a sharp, all-encompassing pleasure. Waves of heat rushed through him, picking up at the sound of Richie breathing heavily in his ear.</p><p>A series of groans, gasps, and cries steadily escaped him as Richie moved, slowly at first before gaining speed, thrusting into Eddie with an ever-increasing firmness. The sounds falling out of Eddie’s mouth morphed into loud wails as Richie hit that spot that had Eddie seeing stars, toes curling in white-hot ecstasy.</p><p>“H-harder,” he whimpered, tugging at Richie’s back.</p><p>And Richie obliged, pressing so deeply, it was like there was no end between them anymore.</p><p>“Oh – oh god….” Eddie whimpered, voice high and tight. “Faster, please — <i>shit</i>— ”</p><p>Richie grunted, hips pistoning faster. Eddie’s arms wrapped around Richie’s shoulders, holding on tightly as Richie pounded into him.</p><p>“Fuck,” Richie groaned under his breath. “<i>Fuck</i>, you feel so good.”</p><p>The pleasure that had been building inside Eddie was reaching a crescendo, suffusing every part of him as his hips lifted to meet Richie’s thrusts, tugging Richie impossibly deeper. His erection dragged against Richie’s stomach with every movement, weeping pre-cum in trails over Richie’s skin. His pleas had fallen silent, the thrum of his body’s need so strong, he couldn’t speak.</p><p>Eddie felt Richie’s climax even as Richie cried out in his ear, Richie’s body shuddering as his hips continued moving through it.</p><p>And that was all it took. Eddie’s orgasm smashed into him with reckless fury — his body arched up as he screamed, every muscle tightening as he came all over both his and Richie’s stomachs, hips rutting forward against the air until they finally stuttered to a stop.</p><p>They laid there for several minutes, Eddie arms still tight around Richie’s shoulders and Richie’s locked around Eddie’s waist— harsh pants steadying and heartbeats slowing as they breathed against each other.</p><p>Eventually Richie pulled out of Eddie, disposing of the condom and grabbing a t-shirt from the floor to wipe them down.</p><p>“Damn, Eds. That’s an impressive cum streak, right there.”</p><p>“Oh, shut up.”</p><p>Richie smirked, pulling back the covers and urging Eddie under them before collapsing beside Eddie. He gathered Eddie into his arms, lips resting against Eddie’s temple.</p><p>“I missed you,” Richie whispered, repeating his earlier words.</p><p>“Missed you, too,” Eddie said softly.</p><p>Richie pulled Eddie more firmly against his chest, nose in Eddie’s hair. Eddie smiled as he felt Richie inhale.</p><p>“Did it measure up?”</p><p>“Hmm?” Richie murmured.</p><p>“To what you wanted?” Eddie clarified, face buried against Richie’s neck.</p><p>“My stupid fantasies are nothing compared to the real deal, Eddie Spaghetti.”  </p><p>Eddie flushed, unable to stop his lips from turning up. “You cannot start calling me that again.”</p><p>“I could call you Doctor Fuck instead — ”</p><p><i>“Oh my god.”</i></p><p>“That’s what I’m usually saying when you have your way with me — “</p><p>“It is way too late for this — ”</p><p>“Or is it too early?”</p><p>“Go to sleep, you idiot,” Eddie mumbled, smiling at his silly husband.</p><p>“…Eddie?”</p><p>“…yeah?”</p><p>“Can we, uh… Can we do that again in the morning? Before you leave?”</p><p>“…sure.”</p>
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Question: OOOOH 27 FOR STANLON PLEASE PLEASE!!!
Answer: <p><b>Help me I’m being hit on at a bar please be my fake boyfriend for a second</b></p><p>(Alright, here it is! Sorry it took son long! ❤)</p><p>The rooftop dining area was upstairs, but downstairs was a long room for drinks and dancing. The bar took the length of the room, with chandeliers over the counter and mirrors on the wall. There were lights behind the counter, along the ceiling, and around the shelves in bright neon blue, making the room glow. Music was playing over the speakers, smooth easy tunes that one could dance to while waiting.</p><p>Mike made his way to the bar and ordered a beer. There were a few other people having drinks, but he didn’t see any of his friends yet. Leaning back against the bar, Mike took out his phone to check for any messages from Ben or Eddie or Bill, but there wasn’t anything yet.</p><p>Suddenly, there was a pair of arms looping Mike’s neck and pulled them close together. Mike looked up from his phone just in time to see this beautiful young man tilt his chin up to kiss Mike, right square in the lips.</p><p>Well, hello there.</p><p>It was a pretty juicy kiss, with this man tilting his head and opening his mouth just a little. Mike kissed back just as eagerly. He had never been welcomed like this by anyone else before. Not even the boyfriend of his close friend, who was one of the most openly touchy people he had ever met. And Mike had never been kissed by such soft, cool lips or tasted a martini flavored tongue so sweet. It licked against his own and he felt a moan escape from him, and his hands gripped at Stan’s hips.</p><p>The kiss finally ended with a little wet <i>smack</i>! Mike slowly opened his eyes to observe this man, who now appeared nervous. He was about Mike’s age, and tall and slender and poised. He had soft curly hair and a carefully trimmed goatee on his stern face. He was dressed in a dark blue button down tucked into white slacks. “Hello,” Mike said, intrigued.</p><p>“Hey there. I’m Stan and I was wondering if you could <b>please be my fake boyfriend</b>?”</p><p>“Your fake boyfriend?” Mike repeated.</p><p>“See, I’m waiting for my friends to get here and all of a sudden,<b> I’m being hit on at this bar</b> by that creep. Like he keeps telling me all these terrible pick up lines, and he’s been touching me and he kept wanting to buy me drinks. I told him my boyfriend was on his way here and he didn’t believe me. He just won’t get the hint that I don’t want to do anything with him.”</p><p>Mike looked down the bar at the guy Stan was talking about. He looked like a mess with his wrinkled button down, jeans that were loose around his waist, stubbled face, and his shiny unwashed hair. He looked back to Stan and smiled down at him. “Yeah, I can do that for you.”</p><p>Stan grinned up at him. “Handsome and sweet! See, I knew you would help. I would appreciate it so much. How about we start this relationship with my new boyfriend buying me another drink?”</p><p>“Oh, is that how it starts? Alright, I’ll let you lead the way,” Mike was laughing at what Stan said. He didn’t mind that this beautiful man was so bossy with him. He could take him on anytime, if Stan didn’t mind being bossed around a little himself. They were boyfriends now, after all.</p><p>The bartender nodded at them as he wiped the counter top. “What can I get for you?”</p><p>“What do you want to drink, baby?” Mike spoke in a loud tone, in case that creep down the bar was listening. He slid his arm around Stan’s waist and pulled them close together, side by side.</p><p>“I’ll have whatever you’re having, honey. I love when you order for me,” Stan replied in the same volume as Mike, giving him a warm smile.</p><p>Mike ordered their drinks, a beer for each of them. As they waited, Mike kept his hold gentle on Stan, so as to not make him uncomfortable but to keep the message clear. But he could feel Stan lean against him and that felt so good to Mike, and he was soft and smelled good.</p><p>He could see movement out of the corner of his eye, seeing that creep make his way down towards them. Mike stood himself up as tall as he could and clenched his muscles firm. Still, this guy stopped by them and he started to try and put the blame on Stan, as if Mike hadn’t been filled in already.</p><p>“Hey, man, I just wanted you to know that your boyfriend was coming on to me. Wanting to have drinks with me and he wanted us to get to know each other somewhere private. I don’t know, man, seems like he was trying to double time you, if you get what I’m saying.”</p><p>“Yeah, and I heard about you trying to talk with him and buy him drinks and all that,” Mike reminded him.</p><p>The guy shook his head and held up his hands in defense. “Whatever, man. You can have him. He’s a fucking tease anyway.”</p><p>He walked away then, and Stan let out a sigh of relief. “Wow. I can’t believe some people can’t take a hint.”</p><p>“Yeah, he wasn’t backing off. He really thought he could have you,” Mike agreed. “I don’t like that. I don’t like when people think they can harass someone into hooking up. Where does he know you from?”</p><p>Stan shook his head. “We knew each other in college. We never went out, but we saw each other at parties and I think we made out once. But…he’s gross and weird and nothing will ever happen. And anyway, I’ve got a cute boyfriend now, so I don’t need him.”</p><p>Mike felt his cheeks warm with a blush. “Yeah, I think you’re safe from him now.”</p><p>“Until the next time I see him somewhere, or if I’m on a date with another guy. And then I have to tell him that we broke up,” Stan said.</p><p>“Oh…well, i can always be your fake boyfriend, if you need me to be. Until you find a real boyfriend,” Mike offered.</p><p>Stan pulled his phone out of his pocket, smirking to himself. “Can I get my fake boyfriend’s phone number then? In case I need you to rush out and protect me?”</p><p>“Yeah, I think so. Can I get my fake boyfriend’s phone number too?” Mike asked.</p><p>They exchanged numbers, and that’s when Mike saw a text from Bill.</p><p><b>BILL:</b> got to the bar but left because you were busy making out text me tomorrow *peach emoji eggplant emoji*&gt;&gt;</p><p>Mike quickly stuck his phone back into his pocket, even though he was sure his grin and hit red cheeks were giving him away.</p>
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Question: Give meeee Stanlon + Splash AU!
Answer: <p><i>So this will probably be obvious as you read it but I’ve never seen this movie so thanks Xander for answering all my questions :P </i><br/></p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>It was shaping up to be an awful day for Stan Uris. He ran his own medium sized accounting firm that employed 15 other people- though sometimes he wasn’t sure why as it seemed that all the work still fell on his shoulders. Today everyone was late due to some traffic jam that had magically affected nearly all his employee’s commute but not his. <br/></p>
<p>“Linda!” He called out from his office. “The TPS report is still wrong! I’m meeting with the Johnson’s this afternoon and I need this report!” When she didn’t respond he slammed his coffee down, resulting in it spilling over his shirt. “Shit!” He tried in vain to wipe it off but couldn’t, it had already spread over his light blue shirt. “Linda! Do I have a spare shirt?”</p>
<p>Linda popped her head in. “No Mr. Uris, sorry you don’t. Its at the dry cleaners.”</p>
<p>He swore again, glancing at the time. “I’ll be back then.” He said, deciding to run to the department store a block away and buy a new one. As he walked he typed out emails on his phone, not watching where he was going. </p>
<p>It resulted in him colliding with another man and both of them tumbling to the ground. “Oh! Fuck, I’m sorry. That was-” Stan started to apologize then took a longer look at the man. He was wearing ratty capris and a ripped white shirt that revealed his chiseled chest. He was also barefoot. <br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/185545942807/give-meeee-stanlon-splash-au" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: I DEMAND (I’m sorry but I must be aggressive) to have more of the stanlon group project but hating each other ASAP bub💕
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="297" data-orig-width="1055"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/d7d7e5c9e8ccfeac062e3c30722efcd4/tumblr_pt7qljoRBD1rniode_540.jpg" data-orig-height="297" data-orig-width="1055"/></figure><p>Part 2 to this <a href="https://xandertheundead.tumblr.com/post/185614399065/stanlon-we-hate-each-other-but-got-paired-up">prompt</a>!</p><p>The Uris house was surprisingly cozy.</p><p>Mike hadn’t really known what to expect, but sunny yellow walls in the kitchen and robin’s egg blue kitchen table chair was not it. Very much unlike to cold meticulous minimalist look Mike thought Stan projected, the house was warm and neat with just a slight amount of clutter.</p><p>There were books, so many books. In all different languages and about all different topics lined and placed just about everywhere. Even the kitchen had shelves lining the walls of cooking and cuisine books from all around the world.</p><p>It was charming and so unlike the guy he knew.</p><p>He continued to look around in shock as he followed Stan through the house, telling the pretty woman in the living room, his mom, that they would be in his room. She greeted him with a warm smile, her eyes green like Stan’s, and told them to let her know if they wanted a snack or anything.</p><p>“Your mom seems nice.” Mike said softly, trying not to let his surprise show as they climbed the wide wooden stairs.</p><p>“She is.” Was all Stan said before they turned down the hall and stopped at one of the doors on the left. </p><p>When he followed Stan in he tried not to make it obvious that he was trying to take everything in. The neatness was something he had been expecting, made bed, carpet vacuumed and free of clutter, but the framed pictures of birds and the colorful origami cranes hanging from the ceiling he hadn’t. Of course there were books in this room as well, neatly sorted alphabetically and Mike took his time reading the titles as he dropped his backpack to the floor.</p><p>“You like birds, huh?”</p><p><br/></p><p>He heard Stan hum non committedly and he turned around to watch as the other pulled out his desk chair, turning it around so he could sit facing Mike with his legs crossed. They watched each other for a moment, Mike hating how attractive he found the guy like that before Stan scowled and motioned to the bed.</p><p>“Are you going to sit down?”</p><p><br/></p><p>“Oh,” Mike moved over toward the neatly made bed, blushing a little at the thought before sitting down on it. “Sorry.”</p><p>Stan sighed before turning to his desk slightly to grab a large black bound book and started flipping through it. </p><p>“I had some ideas for the project.” He muttered, stopping at a place that was filled with careful boxy handwriting. “I made sure they were good since you’re so concerned about your grade.”</p><p>Mike felt himself prickle at the sarcastic tone and he swallowed down a sharp response and just nodded his head. “Thank you.”</p><p>Stan hummed in response and let his finger slide down the list of ideas, stopping sharply to tap at one of them.  “My favorite was we could do a video report on The Hot Zone. I already have all the editing equipment from badge I had to get for Eagle Scouts.”</p><p>Mike blinked. “Oh, uh well. I had some ideas too.”</p><p>Mike clenched his fists when Stan’s eyes widened and he let out an exasperated sigh. </p><p>“I already thought of ideas.”</p><p>Mike licked the back of his teeth as irritation ran hot through him. “It’s my project too, Stan.”</p><p>“Yeah,” Stan drawled. “You have made that very clear.”</p><p>That was it.</p><p>“What the fuck is your problem with me? Did I do something I can’t remember or offend you in some way because honestly this is fucking ridiculous.”</p><p>Stan watched him for a minute before looking back down at his notebook in his lap. “You haven’t done anything.”</p><p>Oh….<i>Oh</i>.</p><p>“Do you not like me because I’m black?”</p><p>The reaction was immediate, Stan looked at him like he had accused him of murder and he quickly shut the notebook with a loud click. “Excuse me? Are you calling me racist?”</p><p>Mike threw his hands up in the air in frustration, standing up so he could tower over Stan. “I can’t think of any other reason why you’re such an asshole to me!”</p><p>Thing was, Stan wasn’t threatened easily, even though he was at least seventy pounds lighter and only one inch taller and he stood up to stare Mike down.</p><p>“Ever think that’s just how I am? I’m not a nice guy, Mike. Just ask anyone at school.”</p><p>“That’s the stupidest thing I have ever heard.”</p><p>Stan’s nostrils flared. “Did you just call me stupid?”</p><p>Mike raised his hands in mock defense, sarcasm heavy in his voice as he shook his head. “Stupid? No. I’d never call you stupid, Stan, cause I don’t like to lie. A cold emotionless asshole who couldn’t find nice if it kicked him in the balls.”</p><p>Mike thought Stan was ready to punch him, his eyes wide and crazy looking while his normal pale skin was flushed red with anger. Mike refused to take a step back with Stan moved closer, taking a deep breath when Stan reached out to grab the front of Mike’s collar in his hands.</p><p>“Don’t you ever say I don’t have emotions.” Stan hissed and then crushed his mouth against Mike’s in brutal kiss that almost hurt.</p><p>Mike’s mind went blank as Stan moved closer, their chests brushing against each other and Stan’s other hand moved to cup Mike’s jaw. It didn’t take long for his brain to reboot, his hands quickly moving to grip Stan’s hips and pull him flush against Mike.</p><p>When Stan groaned Mike felt a different kind of heat run through him other than irritation and he licked at the seam of Stan’s lips to for permission. Stan gave it easily and soon they were lost in a heavy passionate haze.</p><p>“Stan! I’m making dinner! Does Mike want to stay?”</p><p>They both broke apart as if burned and Mike tried not to watch as Stan licked his lips because he could for sure still taste Stan on his.</p><p>“I-I should go. I have…a bread…in the oven.”</p><p>Stan nodded quickly. “Uh, yeah. Okay.”</p><p>“Okay.” Mike echoed and quickly grabbed his bag, heading towards the door before freezing a looking back over at Stan. The guy looked so little all of a sudden, flushed and red lipped in the middle of his room. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”</p><p>“Yeah.” Stan whispered.</p><p>Mike nodded and slipped out the door, running down the stairs two at a time and yelling a hurried bye to Mrs.Uris before rushing out the front door.</p><p><i>What the fuck?!</i></p><p><br/></p><p><b>Send me a prompt if you want!</b></p>
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Question: Losers thoughts on Benverly?
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="968" data-orig-width="600"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/278781293b9da9ffc08c6e2ddf0309e7/tumblr_pt5o77z9An1vmiixx_1280.png" data-orig-height="968" data-orig-width="600"/></figure><p class="npf_chat" data-npf='{"subtype":"chat"}'>They’re so in love. Listen, the Losers are happy they’re happy, but at some point it’s just too much. </p>
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Question: Stanlon & 'we hate each other but got paired up for a group project so FINE we'll work together'
Answer: <p>MY BABE!! I love you! Here you are!</p><p>Stanley Uris was the absolute worst.</p><p>Normally, Mike was really forgiving and tried not to let first impressions define a person for him, but when he met Stan all that went out the window. It had been his first time in public school and he had been nervous as hell as he sat down at a lab station for freshmen biology next to, who at the time he thought was cute, Stan.</p><p>Then he leaned over to ask the boy if he knew where exactly the writing lab was and those pretty green eyes rolled so hard. </p><p>“You have a schedule, right?”</p><p>“Yeah.” Mike answered softly, trying not to let the harsh tone bother him.</p><p>“Well,” The boy continued in an irritated drawl, tongue sharp. “Look at the number and then find it. All the rooms are numbered in order, it’s not hard.”</p><p>From that moment on Stan Uris never had a kind word to say, always snorting or rolling his eyes anytime Mike talked, even when he wasn’t directing any of it towards Stan. For years this went on and Mike’s dislike for the other grew, getting to the point where he could not even stand to be in the same room as him for long.</p><p>Then they were paired up for their senior English assignment and Mike wanted to die right there on the spot. God, now he had to spend actual time alone with the guy in order to keep up his good GPA and he grit his teeth as he walked over to Stan’s desk. Stan and Richie Tozier were talking to each other and when they saw him approach Stan narrowed his eyes while Richie broke out into a huge mischievous grin that made Mike nervous.</p><p>“Oh, Stan!” Richie cooed. “Look who it is! Hey Mike, looking sexy as usual!”</p><p>Mike felt his cheeks heat up even though everyone knew Richie was never really serious with his flirting. He only had eyes for that track runner Kaspbrak. </p><p>“Thanks.” He turned to Stan, refusing to be cowed by the annoyed look on Stan’s face. “So, we have to do this project together and I’m not going to let you make my GPA drop so I don’t care if we hate each other. We are going to work together.”</p><p>Mike was not expecting the look of shock to cross Stan’s face, for the first time ever seeing the guy with his jaw dropped. Even Richie looked surprised, glancing back and forth between the two with a slowly growing concerned look.</p><p>“Hate?” Richie questioned. “Stan doesn’t hate you, he-“</p><p>“Whatever.” Stan growled, turning to look out the window with a bright red flush going down his neck. “I won’t mess up your GPA, Hanlon.”</p><p>Mike felt a bit off balance at this reaction. Stan didn’t hate him? Was Richie blind? Why was Stan so red all of a sudden? He watched Stan for a few moments longer before rolling his eyes with a sigh.</p><p>“Okay, whatever. I’ll text you or something.”</p><p>Stan didn’t even look at him. “Fine.”</p><p>Mike waited for a few more seconds, but when Stan refused to say anything else he just sighed again and left.</p><p>It wasn’t until they were absolutely sure that Mike was far enough away that Richie groaned and kicked at the leg of Stan’s chair. “What the fuck, Stan? No wonder he thinks you hate him, you act like the biggest bastard towards him.”</p><p>Stan scowled, refusing to let the information that Mike hated him hurt even though he felt his eyes mist a little. “Whatever. He’s out of my league anyway. If I wasn’t mean he wouldn’t even look twice at me.”</p><p>Stan ignored Richie’s noise of frustration. “You are such a fucking idiot.”</p><p><br/></p><p><b>Send me prompts if you’d like!</b></p>
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Question: Reddie OR Stanlon 38 (of course, when you have the chance ❤)
Answer: <p>
<b>Reddie + You help a lost child find their parent together. </b><br/></p>
<p>“Hey kiddo, are you lost?” Eddie asked, bending down in front of the alarmed child. He had been walking home from work through his regular park when he’d noticed the kid sitting on a park bench, his knee bleeding as he sniffled loudly. Normally he would have just kept walking but something about the boy’s sad eyes made him stop. He couldn’t just leave a lost kid. </p>
<p>The boy nodded, his red curls bobbing as he did. “Do you want me to help you find your parents?” Another sad nod. “Okay.” Eddie looked around but didn’t see anyone. He sat next to the boy, keeping his voice as warm. “What’s your name?”</p>
<p>“I’m not ‘posed to tell stwangers.” The boy answered. He had a slight lisp, probably from his prominent front teeth.</p>
<p>Eddie smiled. “That’s good. You shouldn’t. I’m Eddie. You don’t have to tell me your name if you don’t want to. Can you tell me where you saw your parents last?”</p>
<p>The boy pointed through the trees. “I’m with my dad. We were playing hide and th-eek.” </p>
<p>“Well you must be a really good hider.” </p>
<p>“I twipped.” The boy said, pointing to his knee and torn pants. “It hurts.” </p>
<p>Eddie nodded, pulling his backpack off. “Can I clean it for you? I think I have some band aids too-”</p>
<p>“Are they batman? Dad buys me batman ones,” The boy asked, big blue eyes watching Eddie. <br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/185590437427/reddie-or-stanlon-38-of-course-when-you-have-the" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Hanzier + strip poker/any game
Answer: <p>HEYO </p><p>Richie shifts back onto his butt, sitting cross-legged on the floor of the barn, “So why is it just us again?”</p><p>Mike shuffles the pack of cards in his hand, “Because Ben has class, Eddie and Bev went to the mall and Stan and Bill have a date,” he sits down across from him, “Why? You bored of me already?”</p><p>“Could never be bored of you Homeschool,” he shoves his shoulder affectionately, “Come on. Deal ‘em before the pizza gets here.”</p><p>Mike smirks, “Are you sure you’re down to play like this? Pretty high risk since you suck at poker.”</p><p>“Totally worth it if it means I get to see your tighty whities,” Richie cackles at the surprised look on Mike’s face, “What? Come on Hanlon you’re a hottie. Can’t blame a guy for trying.”</p><p>Mike blushes, “You’re not so bad yourself,” he looks away, dealing the two hands of cards.</p><p>Richie practically purrs, “So you had a motive for strip poker?”</p><p>“Yeah maybe,” Mike looks up, eyes widening as Richie leans into his space, “What are you doing?”</p><p>“Going on a hunch…” he whispers, gaze flicking down to Mike’s lips, “If you wanted this…all you had to do was ask. So, do you?”</p><p>Mike hesitates for a moment, letting his nose brush against Richie’s, “You’re sure?”</p><p>“More than sure,” he promised, “Hanlon you better kiss me before a make a complete ass of myse-” he broke off as Mike tangles his fingers in Richie’s dark curls and pulls him in for a kiss. Richie reacts instantly, wrapping his arms around Mike’s neck and pulling himself into his lap, deepening their embrace, “So…heard you wanted to see me strip,” he teases.</p><p>Mike smirked against his neck, slipping a hand up Richie’s shirt, “Yeah? Who told you that?”</p><p>The deep rumble of his voice makes Richie’s skin tingle, “Your sheep. They’re very chatty,” his voice cracks on the last bit as Mike starts to trail his lips down to Richie’s collarbone.</p><p>“Mmmm I’ll need to talk to them about that,” he murmurs, tongue darting out to lick a cluster of freckles on Richie’s shoulder, “In the meantime, you should definitely take this off…”</p><p>Richie nods, kneeling up and tossing his T-shirt into the corner, moaning as Mike presses a kiss to his chest, “Shit, Mike…” he laughs as Mike flips them so Richie is up against the wall, “Always forget how strong you are. Remind me to thank the football coach and the years of you working up here,” he pulls Mike’s shirt up, mouth watering at the sight of Mike’s abs.</p><p>Mike lets go of him long enough to take off his shirt and Richie sits back on his heels, whistling slowly, “Damn Michael,” he whispers, “Definitely sending Coach Fields a thank you note,” he kisses his neck softly, “You’re fucking beautiful…”</p><p>“Says you,” he squeezes Richie’s hip, guiding him back into his lap, “Those pretty blue eyes of yours,” he whispers, biting his lips as his fingers trail down Richie’s chest, “Wanna see if all the jokes you make are true,” he cups the bulge in Richie’s jeans, grinning as Richie’s hips buck up into his hand, “This is okay?”</p><p>Richie cups his face, “Mike. I want this. I want you,” he kisses him, “Don’t. Stop.”</p><p>Mike laughs, “Wouldn’t dream of it,” he kisses him again, undoing the button and the zipper on his pants, slipping a hand into his boxers, “So the rumors are true…”</p><p>“You sound surprised.”</p><p>“With you? Not surprised about anything anymore,” Mike nips at his ear playfully, “So…how do you see this thing ending?”</p><p>“Hopefully with you fucking me,” Richie moans against his neck as Mike jerks him off slowly, “Been thinking about it a lot.”</p><p>Mike dips his head, kissing down Richie’s ribs, “How do you want it?”</p><p>“Oh fuck this is happening,” Richie laughs nervously as Mike eases him onto his back, pulling his jeans down, “Umm I dunno. Just the general idea of you fucking me is enough for me to like…get off to.”</p><p>Mike presses a kiss to his lips, “Hold that thought I’m gonna be right back,” he cups his face, “Stay right here,” he pushes the door to the barn open and steps out of sight. He returns a few minutes later, and snorts, “Thought I told you not to move.”</p><p>Richie smiles lazily at him, “Figured I could start without you…” he gasps as he jerks himself under his boxers.</p><p>Mike chuckles, laying on the floor next to him, “What are you thinking about?”</p><p>Richie sits up and kisses him, “Fuck me…” he growls against his lips, “Just…Mike please…” he presses closer to him and grinding forward, “Please?”</p><p>“Fuck, yeah just gimme a second,” he kisses him deeply feeling around for the lube he grabbed from the bathroom, laughing as Richie practically rips is boxers of, “Easy Rich, we’ve got all the time in the world.”</p><p>Richie blushes, “Sorry,” he mumbles against his neck “Just…want-fuck,” he gasps as Mike slips a finger in, “Fucking finally,” he kisses him again, hips working back against Mike’s finger. He wasn’t sure what he was expecting but Mike is sure, purposeful, with his touches. He seems to have everything mapped out in his mind as he works Richie open underneath him. Every touch, every moment is planned to make Richie squirm. By the time Mike it rolling a condom on and pushing in, Richie is a panting, whimpering mess, “Mike…Please, I need you.”</p><p>“Don’t wanna hurt you,” he kisses him deeply as he rocks his hips slowly.</p><p>“You won’t just move,” Richie kisses back practically drooling as Mike rocks his hips, “Harder.”</p><p>Mike curls protectively over him, panting heavily against his neck as he snapped his hips forward, “‘M close already…”</p><p>Richie nods, pressing kisses wherever he can reach, “Me too…” he reaches down between their bodies, and a few tugs later he’s coming over his and Mike’s stomachs.</p><p>Mike moans, hips stuttering as Richie clenches down around him, “Oh fuck. Richie fuck…” he practically collapses on top of him as he finishes, “Jesus Christ.”</p><p>Richie smiles against his cheek “Just Richie is fine,” he teases, laughing as Mike smacks him on the side.</p><p>“Well ‘Just Richie’,” he smirks into his curls, “That was pretty awesome.”</p><p>Richie presses a kiss to his shoulder “So does that mean this is gonna see a part two?”</p><p>Mike grins, gently rolling off of him and pulling on his boxers, “Definitely a part two.”</p>
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Question: I don't do this often to you but... Stanlon accidental love at first sight, where I dont care. Surprise me! 
Answer: <p>Stan rubbed his face, trying to remember why he had decided to wake up early on a Saturday. Then he smelled it- butter mixed with sugar, fresh from the oven.</p><p>Pastries. </p><p>Following his nose he went to the end of a very long line.  He came to the farmers market every Saturday he never got in early enough to try the delicate baked goods- donuts with homemade jam inside and croissants smeared with butter. He always saw evidence of them- kids messily tearing them apart with their fingers or the discarded wrappers, stamped with a bright yellow ‘Hanlon Farms’ logo- but every time he came there was only crumbs and a ‘Sorry We’re Sold Out!’ sign left in the booth. This weekend though, he was determined. He’d left his nearby apartment at 6:30 to get to the market. </p><p>By the time he waited the twenty minutes to get to the front he was in a foul mood. He’d been watching families leave with full mouths and fuller bags and wasn’t surprised when someone behind him said, “Sorry, we’re sold out.” </p><p>Stan turned, about to throw up his hands in annoyance when he saw the speaker. He was around Stan’s age, wearing an apron that read ‘Hanlon Farms’ and gorgeous. Stan was sure he could be a model, he was broad shoulder and had deep black skin that shone in the morning sun. Stan’s mouth went dry and any anger died as he tried not to stare. He didn’t believe in love at first sight but something inside him screamed to not let this man leave. </p><p>“I - it’s fine.” He said, trying to remember how words worked. “That’s -fine.” </p><p>The man smiled warmly at him, his eyes raking over Stan. “That’s not normally what people say. I haven’t seen you before. I’m Mike.” He extended his hand. </p><p>Stan shook it. “Stan. I woke up for this. I usually come later.” </p><p>Mike frowned- an expression that Stan immediately disliked because he didn’t want this perfect man to be sad. “Well shit, now I feel bad.” He withdrew his hand and put it on his hips. </p><p>“It’s not your fault. Next time I’ll come earlier.” He was already making plans in his head to leave his house at 5:30. He’d be first next week if it killed him. </p><p>Mike pursed his lips then leaned in conspiratorially. “I don’t normally do this but,” He glanced around.  

Most of the crowd had already dispersed and they were relatively alone. 

“I saved a few of my favorites for myself. I’ve got to clean up but if you come back I’ll share them with you - on one condition.”</p><p>Stan was leaning in too, wanting to be closer. “What’s that?” He asked, his green eyes meeting Mike’s deep brown ones.</p><p>“You agree to go on a date with me later.” He paused then added. “There’s something about you Stan, I want to get to know you better.”</p><p>Stan smiled back, nodding. “I think that’s more than fair.” He glanced around and, feeling brave, pressed a quick kiss to Mike’s cheek. “I’ll be back in an hour with coffee.” </p><p>Mike’s hand went to his cheek, looking surprised but pleased. “I can’t wait.” </p>
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Question: what are your favourite things about each other ? 
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Question: Reddie fic where Richie is dating a girl but Eddie is in love with him?? 
Answer: <p>I’m so sorry Anon! Here it is!</p><p><br/></p><p>In the year 2864, Iken &amp; Froth Inc. came forward with the most realistic humanoid looking android that had ever been created.</p><p>It could convey complicated emotions, answer any question and do many duties assigned to it. It could also come in any skin, eye and hair color the person buying it wished.</p><p>Which was no wonder, after five years of complaints, the company started working on their androids also having a fully functional intimate relations setting as well.</p><p>So, when Richie had apparently ‘given up on real relationships for now’ and gone out to buy one, the rest of the losers looked worriedly over at Eddie. It was mostly common knowledge that Eddie had been head over heels for Richie since they had been seventeen but had been too worried about their friendship to even take a shot. He had suffered through each of Richie’s horrible choices in partners for years, but the idea of Richie being with something that wasn’t even alive was somewhat reassuring.</p><p>He couldn’t fall in love with a robot.</p><p><br/></p><p>How wrong he had been.</p><p><br/></p><p>Anyone with eyes could see the look of adoration Richie had for his Android, I-6357 or Lex as Richie named it, every time they went out. Eddie had to excuse himself several times during hangouts because Richie was just ridiculous with Lex and the PDA.</p><p>It made it even worse that everyone, except Eddie, could see how freakishly and creepily Lex resembled Eddie. Richie had chosen to keep his android on the shorter side, body thin but with defined ‘muscles’ and dark brown hair cropped in a bob. Richie had made sure for personality as well that his android not just be subservient.</p><p>Wanna make sure it can give me a kick in the pants when I need it!</p><p><br/></p><p>Even their eyes were the same shade of brown.</p><p><br/></p><p>Only difference was that Lex had two small bumps on its chest to five the illusion of breasts when Richie dressed it in the weird white tunic and leggings every android came in.</p><p>Eddie insisted to everyone that he was fine. </p><p><br/></p><p>This was fine. </p><p><br/></p><p>It was all okay. </p><p><br/></p><p>Totally okay.</p><p><br/></p><p>……..</p><p><br/></p><p>He hated that fucking robot so fucking much.</p><p><br/></p><p>Which was how he found himself at Richie’s house on a Saturday in clothes he wouldn’t mind getting dirty to help Richie get rid of a dead tree they had pulled up in his yard. Because for all the fancy tech and special programs Lex could do, it could not do hard manual labor, which was great because Eddie could do that all day.</p><p>“Phew!” Richie cried as he stood back up from chopping the last bit of the leftover tree trunk up. “Eds, you are a lifesaver! The professionals were going to charge be close to three thousand to do this.”</p><p>“Who said I’m not going to charge you that?”</p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie’s body grew warm when at Richie’s laughter.</p><p><br/></p><p>“I can pay you in lemonade, that work?” Richie asked as he moved to wipe at the sweat on his forehead before moving towards the house when Eddie agreed. “Awesome! Hey, Lex! Fire up the wood chipper for Eds, okay?”</p><p>Eddie sighed as Lex chirped out a ‘yes’ and moved over towards the large machine, starting it up as Richie slipped back inside. Eddie started collecting some of the big branches and logs, throwing them in the chipper. He made a few trips, the pile in Richie’s yard becoming less and less until he tried to be overzealous.</p><p>Eddie tried to carry a little too much in his arms, his vision obscured a little by how much he had in his arms. He moved toward the noise of the wood chipper when he bumped into something causing him to stumble back.</p><p>That’s when he heard the loud whirr of the wood chipper scream as something went through it and Eddie looked up in horror as a shower of wires, metal and plastic showered down.</p><p><i>Oh. </i></p><p><br/></p><p><i>Oh no!</i></p><p><br/></p><p>He’d killed Richie’s robot lover.</p><p><br/></p><p><i><b>Send me a prompt!</b></i></p>
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Question: Reddie + 6? 
Answer: <p><b>6. meeting at a coffee shop au</b></p><p><b>Requests are now closed! Thanks everyone!</b></p><p>The wind whipped Eddie’s umbrella inside out. Whining, he struggled to contain it as rain doused him. He expected New York to give him less grief than Maine, but he couldn’t complain. New York was still New York.</p><p>Shoving the umbrella in the trash, Eddie spotted a shop called Brewed Awakening on the corner. Eagerly, he hurried inside, warmth rushing over his face and exposed hands. The smells of coffee and pastries filled his nostrils as he breathed in. Approaching the counter, he couldn’t help but notice the young man fixing the drinks.</p><p>“I’ll be with ya in a sec,” he called over his shoulder. He was pouring another order from a blender, drizzling on whipped cream and caramel sauce. “Order for James!” He slid the cup onto the pick-up counter, then locked eyes with Eddie. His wild hair was stuffed into a beanie, and he wore normal clothes underneath an apron with the business name on it. “What can I get you?”<br/></p><p>“U-uhm,” Eddie stammered, realizing he’d never ordered a coffee in his life. He was half distracted by the tattoos on the barista’s arms, half distracted by the menu options. When he moved to New York, he expected more of a whirlwind adventure. Not his dumpy apartment that shook when the trains passed. “What- what would you recommend?” A smile on his face, the barista clicked his tongue.<br/></p><p>“Is this your first time ordering?” he asked. Eddie hesitated, then nodded. “Here’s a tip for this place: Creme Brulee Frappe. It’s white chocolate and caramel; not on the menu.” A small smile crept onto Eddie’s face, and he nodded.<br/></p><p>“One of those please,” he said.<br/></p><p>“Coming right up. Can I get a name?”</p><p>“Eddie.”<br/></p><p>“Good to meet you, Eddie. I’m Richie.”<br/></p><p>Richie made Eddie’s drink in just a few minutes, writing his name as “Eds” on his cup. He threw in a free cookie, which Eddie thought was just a sweet gesture. However, on the subway ride home, as he nibbled the chocolate chip treat, he noticed a napkin inside the paper bag. Written in Richie’s messy scrawl was a phone number.</p><p><i>Give me a call sometime, Eddie. I’d love to show you around.</i></p>
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Question: “Are you sure I can’t punch him?” 
Answer: <p>soooooooo this gave me Major reddie vibes. more specifically, Major New Years Eve Party reddie vibes </p>
<p>——<br/></p>
<p>Knocking back his fourth drink, Eddie realized his jealous hadn’t eased a bit. It was still tight in his chest, wrapping around his lungs and squeezing tight. He tried to keep his eyes from drifting to the boy with glasses, but it just wasn’t working. There he was, in the corner with Chris, Richie’s on-again, off-again girlfriend. She was short, face caked with makeup, head full of dark curls and was looking so intently at Richie, Eddie thought he might burst into flames. Not that it mattered. Not that he <i>cared</i>. </p>
<p>He picked up his next drink, taking a sip he barely acknowledged. </p>
<p>He turned back to Bev, sure his emotion was plainly plastered all over his face. “<b><i>Are you sure I can’t punch him?</i></b>” </p>
<p>Beverly’s laugh was a little wobbly, a sign her drinks were catching up with her. She scraped her bright hair from her face, focusing her green eyes on her friend. “You should be used to this by now, Eddie.”</p>
<p>He huffed, annoyed. “But it’s still annoying as shit.” He’d been dealing with Richie and his confusing emotions all school year. Bubbly one second, moody the next. Irresistibly flirty one moment, resistibly obnoxious the next. Not to mention that Eddie had been the one Richie had called all year to bitch and moan about his problems with Chris. But what could he do, hang up on the boy? He couldn’t. He would never do that. And that left him with deep feelings that stirred restlessly inside of him when he thought about it too much. </p> <p><a href="https://idri-s.tumblr.com/post/185435298929/are-you-sure-i-cant-punch-him" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: okokok Stozier where Stan makes a bet with Richie that he can leave him speechless. Richie doesn't believe him. Stan proceeds to milk Richie for everything he's got, tying him up and fucking him with a vibrator (multiple orgasm situation/dom sub) 
Answer: <p>WOW THIS WAS SITTING IN MY INBOX FOR SO LONG I LOVE YOU MO ENJOOOOYYYYYYY </p><p>“Stan. Staniieeeeee. Stan the man,” Richie kissed his neck, “Babe. Stanley.”</p><p>“Oh my god, what?” Stan laughed, shoving Richie away playfully, “I’m working.”</p><p>Richie poked at Stan’s sides, “Look at me,” he whined, “Staaaaaaannnnn.”</p><p>Stan sighed, “God do you ever stop? What do I have to do to get you to stop?”</p><p>Richie grinned, sucking on Stan’s collarbone, “Nah don’t have an off switch Stangelina,” he grinned as Stan twitched slightly under his lips, “Do you want me to stop?”</p><p>Stan turned, pressing a hand over his mouth, “Richie. Shut up.”</p><p>“Buy my silence, Stanley.”</p><p>Stan looked him curiously, then smirked, “I’ll make you a bet. I’ll bet I can leave you speechless.”</p><p>Richie snorted, “Good luck with that.”</p><p>“Listen,” Stan cut him off, “I can leave you speechless but you have to do whatever I say.”</p><p>Richie nodded, “Okay…what if you can’t shut me up?”</p><p>“I’ll do all your laundry for two months.”</p><p>Richie laughed, “Shit, deal babe. Hit me with your best shot.”</p><p>Stan stood smoothly, grabbing Richie by the hair. Richie squeaked, still kneeling in front of Stan. Stan stroked his thumb over Richie’s cheekbone, “God you’re so pretty. Let’s see how quickly you break down.”</p><p>Richie sat up a little taller, “You fucking wish,” he grinned, poking out his tongue cheekily, “Come on Stanie. You know me better than that,” he leaned forward to nip at Stan’s hip, “I don’t break.”</p><p>Stan pulled on his curls, looking mildly unimpressed, “You will.”</p><p>Richie wasn’t sure what he expected when Stan had bet he could leave him speechless, but it definitely wasn’t this. Stan rarely was dominant. Sarcastic, smart as a whip, and able to throw that ass back like a champ? For sure. But Richie had never seen him like this before.</p><p>Stan had snapped. And it was sexy.</p><p>“Bedroom,” Stan whispered in his ear, shoving him towards the hall.</p><p>“Stan…”</p><p>“You promised. Whatever I say,” Stan pulled on his hair again.</p><p>“Ok ok,” Richie laughed, “It’s kinda hot seeing you get all bossy Stanita,” Richie looked over his shoulder as he made his way into the bedroom, “I told you. I don’t break. And I’m looking forward to two months of no laundry duty.”</p><p>Stan nudged him to sit up as Richie flopped onto the bed, kissing him deeply, “You know it’s always easier if you just do what I ask.”</p><p>Richie pulled him into his lap, “I have to say,” he smirked as Stan nipped at his neck, “You making a pretty convincing argument for shutting up.”</p><p>Stan pulled up Richie’s shirt, stroking his thumb over his nipple, “Mmmm,” he hummed thoughtfully, “and yet you keep talking.”</p><p>Richie gasped as Stan bit down on earlobe, “Guess you’ll have to work harder then,” he grabbed Stan’s hips as they ground together, “Fuck babe you’re gonna make me bust a nut before we even really get started.”</p><p>Stan pulled his shirt off, “Gross Rich,” he laughed, pushing on Richie’s chest until he lay back, “I’m gonna fuck you until you can’t speak,” he whispered.</p><p>Richie kicked off his shorts and pulled at Stan’s sweater. Stan kissed his forehead softly before undressing, folding his clothes neatly. He smiled to himself as Richie let out a low whistle.</p><p>“Damn Stangelina. I never get tired of that cute ass of yours,” he grinned, reaching and landing a soft smack on his smooth skin, “Cute cute cute.”</p><p>Stan looked over his shoulder and smirked, “Lucky you huh?”</p><p>Richie nodded, “I’m a very lucky man indeed,” he bit his lip as Stan grabbed the lube and their vibrator from their drawer, “Fuck…the big guns.”</p><p>Stan snorted, “Please. It’s barely an electric toothbrush,” he teased, “I’ve seen you take more in your sleep.”</p><p>Richie groaned at the memory, “What a fucking way to wake up. Best birthday ever,” he sighed in satisfaction.</p><p>Stan nudged his legs apart, moving to lay between them, “You’re gonna come until you shut up,” he pressed a kiss to Richie’s hip, wetting his fingers and tracing circles over Richie’s hole.</p><p>Richie gasped, shifting his hips, “Don’t tease.”</p><p>Stan poked his tongue out junvinely, “You said whatever I want,” he dipped the tip of his finger in, grinning up at Richie, “Better keep talking if you wanna win,” he singsonged.</p><p>Richie huffed in frustration as Stan slowly pumped his finger in and out of Richie, just barely grazing his prostate, “You’re a fucking tease and I hate you,” it ended on a groan.</p><p>Stan bit the crease at his hip, “You’re being a baby. You can take more than this.”</p><p>Richie grabbed his hair as Stan moved his fingers torturously slow inside of him. He pressed down on the bundle of nerves inside of Richie, mouthing at his balls, slipping the vibrator in on high.</p><p>“Fuck fuck fuck Stanley fuck,” Richie gasped, rocking his hips down, “Fuck I’m gonna come.”</p><p>Stan looked up at him, “So come. I told you, we’re gonna keep going until you stop talking.”</p><p>Richie groaned as his first orgasm ripped through him. He lay back on the bed, blinking as spots popped in front of his eyes, “Holy crap,” he laughed breathlessly as Stan kissed up his torso, pausing to lick the come off his stomach, “Enjoying yourself?”</p><p>Stan hummed softly against his chest, a smile twitching at his lips, “Mmmhmm. You’re still talking so I guess the party isn’t over,” he grinned, “You ready for round two?”</p>
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Question: "Angels dont have a heaven waiting for them when they die."
Answer: <p>THIS WAS HIGHKEY A ROUGH PROMPT BUT W/E WE’RE DOING A MERMAID TYPE SHIT IN THIS HOUUUUUSEE 😎</p><p>——<br/></p><p>The diver was handsome, unarguably so. His eyes were deep, full of teasing and, somehow, deep emotion. His dark hair mimicked the waves Eddie lived in, the waves he /made/. Richie was his name, and deep sea diving was his game said boy had joked when the two first met. Meeting Richie was a startling thing; Eddie had never seen a human in his <i>life</i>. He knew they existed, but just didn’t care to find out. Until, of course, the awfully gorgeous explorer dove deeper than he usually did. </p><p>It didn’t take long for Eddie to fall for him, deep and hard and unconditionally. It was like one of those things that were just <i>supposed</i> to happen. <i>Inevitable</i>, that was the word. It was the word their basis of their relationship would balance upon. Everything that happened was on purpose and was meant to happen, without a doubt in the merman’s mind. </p><p>Today was a day like any other: Richie held Eddie’s dew-kissed curls in his lap, the merman’s tail rising and falling absentmindedly in the lazy waves that came to rest against the shore softly. The sun was just a whisper away from the horizon, lighting up the sky with brilliant yellows and muted oranges. A sunset like no other, but Eddie never got tired of seeing them. He was grateful for Richie, for introducing him to the beautiful things he had missed, amongst other things. </p><p>Eddie’s words were soft, just a bit distracted while Richie pressed his fingers to each of the boy’s freckles that exploded across his arms during the summer. “I hate that I’m down here.” </p><p>Richie stopped his unconscious humming. “What do you mean?” </p><p>“I hate that I’m confined to the water. If it were up to me, I would be living with you every day, kissing you until you couldn’t breathe.” </p><p>The man with the glasses let out a light chuckle. “Believe me, I wish for that almost every day, my love, but we’ve hardly a choice. I mean, wishing on a star can only do so much.” </p><p>“That’s because wishing on a star only works in bullshit fairy tales, ‘Chee”, Eddie cooed, the corners of his lips curling up into a smile. Leave it to Richie to brighten his mood so effortlessly. <br/></p><p>Richie’s smile was intoxicating. “Who said this wasn’t a fairy tale, Eds?” And before the guy with wet curls could whine his usual response — “You know I <i>hate</i> that nickname, Rich” —, their lips were connected, a content sigh slipping from his lips. </p><p>Eddie pulled away after some time, raising his eyes back to the sky. It was growing darker, the blue sky smoldering together with all the technicolor. If he stared long enough and with enough force, he could see a few stars start to flicker through, turning their usual cartwheels and winking at the odd couple. “Richie, do you believe in Heaven?” </p><p>“No.” His answer was strong and firm, it made Eddie look up at him. But his face was impassive. “A lot of bad shit happens to good people, people who could be considered angels. And <b><i>angels don’t have a Heaven waiting for them when they die</i></b>, I believe. It’s a sham, all that <i>sin</i> that Bible spouts. I stopped believing it so long ago. It makes this life thing a little easier.”<br/></p><p>It was so very obvious to the merman that there was something bothering his lover, but he wouldn’t get him to speak. Not know. Maybe later. “Am I your angel?” </p><p>The human seemed a little startled by the question, staring down at the guy with a tail who had stolen his heart. His face relaxed into a smile. “Of course.” </p><p>“Then you’re wrong. Because I believe that an angel’s heaven is the arms of one they love. And I’ve never felt more at peace when you’re wrapped around me.” He wanted to pause, watch Richie’s eyes light up and cloud over the way they did when they were alone and were especially sappy, but he rushed on. “I’m gonna find a way to get me to stand on two feet. For you.” <br/></p><p>Richie grinned wildly. “Even if it means you have to fuck with witches a little?” </p><p>Eddie’s smile was just as mischievous. “<i>Especially</i> if it means I have to fuck with witches a little.”  </p>
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Question: "Angels dont have a heaven waiting for them when they die."
Answer: <p>THIS WAS HIGHKEY A ROUGH PROMPT BUT W/E WE’RE DOING A MERMAID TYPE SHIT IN THIS HOUUUUUSEE 😎</p><p>——<br/></p><p>The diver was handsome, unarguably so. His eyes were deep, full of teasing and, somehow, deep emotion. His dark hair mimicked the waves Eddie lived in, the waves he /made/. Richie was his name, and deep sea diving was his game said boy had joked when the two first met. Meeting Richie was a startling thing; Eddie had never seen a human in his <i>life</i>. He knew they existed, but just didn’t care to find out. Until, of course, the awfully gorgeous explorer dove deeper than he usually did. </p><p>It didn’t take long for Eddie to fall for him, deep and hard and unconditionally. It was like one of those things that were just <i>supposed</i> to happen. <i>Inevitable</i>, that was the word. It was the word their basis of their relationship would balance upon. Everything that happened was on purpose and was meant to happen, without a doubt in the merman’s mind. </p><p>Today was a day like any other: Richie held Eddie’s dew-kissed curls in his lap, the merman’s tail rising and falling absentmindedly in the lazy waves that came to rest against the shore softly. The sun was just a whisper away from the horizon, lighting up the sky with brilliant yellows and muted oranges. A sunset like no other, but Eddie never got tired of seeing them. He was grateful for Richie, for introducing him to the beautiful things he had missed, amongst other things. </p><p>Eddie’s words were soft, just a bit distracted while Richie pressed his fingers to each of the boy’s freckles that exploded across his arms during the summer. “I hate that I’m down here.” </p><p>Richie stopped his unconscious humming. “What do you mean?” </p><p>“I hate that I’m confined to the water. If it were up to me, I would be living with you every day, kissing you until you couldn’t breathe.” </p><p>The man with the glasses let out a light chuckle. “Believe me, I wish for that almost every day, my love, but we’ve hardly a choice. I mean, wishing on a star can only do so much.” </p><p>“That’s because wishing on a star only works in bullshit fairy tales, ‘Chee”, Eddie cooed, the corners of his lips curling up into a smile. Leave it to Richie to brighten his mood so effortlessly. <br/></p><p>Richie’s smile was intoxicating. “Who said this wasn’t a fairy tale, Eds?” And before the guy with wet curls could whine his usual response — “You know I <i>hate</i> that nickname, Rich” —, their lips were connected, a content sigh slipping from his lips. </p><p>Eddie pulled away after some time, raising his eyes back to the sky. It was growing darker, the blue sky smoldering together with all the technicolor. If he stared long enough and with enough force, he could see a few stars start to flicker through, turning their usual cartwheels and winking at the odd couple. “Richie, do you believe in Heaven?” </p><p>“No.” His answer was strong and firm, it made Eddie look up at him. But his face was impassive. “A lot of bad shit happens to good people, people who could be considered angels. And <b><i>angels don’t have a Heaven waiting for them when they die</i></b>, I believe. It’s a sham, all that <i>sin</i> that Bible spouts. I stopped believing it so long ago. It makes this life thing a little easier.”<br/></p><p>It was so very obvious to the merman that there was something bothering his lover, but he wouldn’t get him to speak. Not know. Maybe later. “Am I your angel?” </p><p>The human seemed a little startled by the question, staring down at the guy with a tail who had stolen his heart. His face relaxed into a smile. “Of course.” </p><p>“Then you’re wrong. Because I believe that an angel’s heaven is the arms of one they love. And I’ve never felt more at peace when you’re wrapped around me.” He wanted to pause, watch Richie’s eyes light up and cloud over the way they did when they were alone and were especially sappy, but he rushed on. “I’m gonna find a way to get me to stand on two feet. For you.” <br/></p><p>Richie grinned wildly. “Even if it means you have to fuck with witches a little?” </p><p>Eddie’s smile was just as mischievous. “<i>Especially</i> if it means I have to fuck with witches a little.”  </p>
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Question: idk how freaky you be but choking, hogtied, or first something (💜) 
Answer: <p>More foreplay than outright freaky, but older (canon?? your choice) Reddie meeting in an S&amp;M club.</p> <p><a href="https://stellarbisexual.tumblr.com/post/185396718774/idk-how-freaky-you-be-but-choking-hogtied-or" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Afficher davantage</a></p>
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Question: Reddie space au! 💞
Answer: <p>(I know there was supposed to be a moodboard with this but I’m just gonna write the drabble I’m sorry 😓)</p><p>“Eds?” Richie called out, his voice echoing throughout the metal halls he was wandering in and out of. </p><p>He turned a corner and found Eddie by a large window, the biggest in the station and the one directly staring down on Earth. Richie found Eddie here often, he usually didn’t bother Eddie but he couldn’t help but intrude after he heard Eddie’s quiet sniffles.</p><p>“Eddie,” Richie called out in a louder voice. Eddie turned his head and looked at Richie with big red eyes that shined from unshed tears. “Eddie, please come to bed.”</p><p>Eddie shook his head, “I gotta- I wanna keep watching. Please.” </p><p>Richie walked over to Eddie and placed his hand on his shoulder. “Eddie, he’s gonna be okay.” </p><p>Eddie shook his head again, “you don’t know that. We’re up here a whole year longer than we’re supposed to be and- and I might miss him.”</p><p>It wasn’t supposed to be a very long mission. Well, mission isn’t exactly the word any of the men would give it, but that’s the best they got. It was supposed to be four years on the space station, six men would watch it operate and if all went smoothly, they’d be sent back home. </p><p>The space station ran perfectly too, perfect for four straight years. It was perfect for Eddie Kaspbrak, the man who just barely joined the team. He almost turned the offer down because his father was in the hospital with cancer, his odds of survival were great right up until Eddie was about to take the offer. His father’s health took a severe turn for the worst and the doctors were afraid he wouldn’t last. Still, Frank Kaspbrak told his son to leave and promised he’d be alive when he’d come home. </p><p>Four years later, a month away from going home, the space station had a severe malfunction, one that was terribly concerning to HQ back home. It was quickly fixed by the team but HQ insisted on another year, they said it might need constant maintenance and they would need to find a new team to send up after them that would be better specialized.</p><p>Eddie was the most torn up about this. He was terrified he wasn’t going to see his father ever again, he only knew he was alive, but never if he was doing good or soon to die. </p><p>The only man who made the news even remotely bearable was Richie Tozier, Eddie’s secret boyfriend and crew member. </p><p>On top of Eddie not seeing his father, he was a closeted gay man. He knew he couldn’t come out, it would’ve damaged his chances of ever being put up in space again. He really thought he could pull it off too, but then he met Richie. Richie who flirted with him and made his stomach do flips. He couldn’t deny he liked Richie. It got worse and better the day that Richie told Eddie he loved him and he wanted nothing more than to be with him. </p><p>Two years later, they’re still on the damn ship but Eddie has Richie, and that makes things a little better. </p><p>“You’re not gonna miss him, love.” Richie said in a tone that left no room for argument. “I swear to god, I will fight with HQ to no end until they let us down. I promise, you’re going to see him again.”</p><p>“I love you,” Eddie whispered, “I couldn’t do this without you.”</p><p>“I love you too, my star.” Richie leaned down and pressed a kiss to Eddie’s lips, “I love you so much.”</p>
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Question: HC idea: Benverly on a stakeout to see if the neighbors are aliens bc of their weird habits (bev's theory)
Answer: <p>HERE WE GO KIDS</p><p>-ok sO bev and ben graduated and moved into a nice little house of stereotypical suburban neighborhood </p><p>-and everyone there seems nice and friendly</p><p>-keyword: seems</p><p>-bev doesn’t trust the people across the street</p><p>-because every thursday at 3am a black van pulls up in front of their house and leaves a panache at their door</p><p>- don’t ask what bev was doing at 3am on a thursday</p><p>-SO ONE NIGHT</p><p>-bev decides to take a look at who sent the package playing it off like she was walking a dog (a raccoon) (don’t ask)</p><p>-and she sees it’s in the language she doesn’t recognize </p><p>-so she gets suspicious and retells her suspicions to benny boy</p><p>- ‘it’s like weird squiggles!!’</p><p>- ‘a lot of languages has squiggles in then bev’</p><p>-&lsquo;shut up i’m onto something’</p><p>-ben just shakes his head</p><p>-a few nights later she sees weird lights coming from the people house</p><p>-like WEIRD lights </p><p>-she brings this up again</p><p>-'it’s like… bright glowy lights that take up the whole house!!’</p><p>-'it might just be a lighting problem.’</p><p>-'ben you’re supposed to be supportive’</p><p>-'ok dear’</p><p>-she’s been watching too much x files</p><p>-she gets very worried when the people don’t leave the house for a few days</p><p>-so bev decided she’s had enough</p><p>-STAKEOUT TIME</p><p>-she enlists the help of fellow conspiracy theorist richard tozier</p><p>-it’s a charles and jake stakeout </p><p>- they’re wearing black clothes and they’ve got binoculars and walkie talkies to communicate back to 'home base’</p><p>-aka ben who just wants to go to bed</p><p>-’ please bev, i’m sleepy’</p><p>-'yes i know baby, just an hour more’</p><p>-after like three hours they find nothing and go home</p><p>-while bev sleeps in, ben decides to go y'all to the neighbors</p><p>- he finds out that the package is from taiwan and it has family pictures in it of the neighbors, the lights was the fuse box exploding and not leaving was cause the old lady that lived in the house with the family was in at home hospice</p><p>-he tells this to bev </p><p>-she bakes a cake for the family with a note that reads </p><p>-“sorry for the loss and sorry for thinking y'all were aliens”</p><p>-that family moved a week later</p><p>-’ you basically drove them away’</p><p>-'bev please stop i feel bad enough as it is’</p><p>-'now what have you learned?’</p><p>-'aliens aren’t real’ :(</p><p>-'no, aliens are definitely read. what you should have learned is that aliens are better than that and there’s no way we’ll ever find one cause they’re smarter than us… also they’re dolfins’</p><p>- :)</p><p>-bevs in love</p>
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Question: #23 & benverly
Answer: <p><b>23:“Do you really need all that candy?”</b></p><p>“Ben, darling, light of my life! Will you please take me to Walmart?!” Beverly asked while gentle making her way onto Ben’s lap. </p><p>“It’s 9:00pm,what do you need at Walmart?” Ben chuckled, wrapping his arms around her tiny waist.</p><p>“Just a few snacks! Pleaseeee! I don’t wanna go by myself.” She begged, giving him the biggest eyes she could. Ben just chuckled and picked her up, setting her gentle on the carpet.</p><p>“Alright! Just go put some shoes on!” He grinned as she clapped her hands and scurried off to their shared bedroom. Seconds later she come back with her brown sandals on, not at all matching the oversized hoodie and shorts she was wearing. </p><p>“Alright, let’s go babe.” Ben smiled. The two drove up to the Walmart and walked in. Ben went to grab a basket, but before he could, Beverly had already grabbed a cart and was pushing it ahead.</p><p>“Where to?” Ben asked while he followed beside her.</p><p>“Candy isle!” She cheered, pushing the cart a little faster. Once they reached the candy isle Bev was grabbing all kinds of candy. Chocolate bars, lollipops, gummy worms, jellybeans, and everything that appealed to her.</p><p><b>“Do you really need all that candy?” </b>Ben laughed as he rummaged through what she had put in the cart.</p><p>“Yes sir I do!” She chirped as she threw more boxes of candy into the cart that Ben was now pushing.</p><p>“And why’s that? What’s your reasoning as to why you NEED all this candy?” Ben teased her with a smirk.</p><p>“Simple!” She threw another box of candy right as she finished her sentence “I’m on my period!” Ben just laughed, it was all making sense now.</p><p>“Beverly.” Ben said.</p><p>“Yes darling?” Beverly answered while she examined the hard candies.</p><p>“Do you remember that night when you told me to stop you from eating and buying junk when you were on your period?” </p><p>“Vaguely, but that’s irrelevant now!” She pipped up as she decided on fireballs to add to her growing collection of candy. Ben just chuckled and shook his head.</p><p>“You’re gonna regret this later.” Ben continued sifting through the candy.</p><p>“Yes, but now is now, and later is later.” She shrugged.</p><p>“Ooh! I want some now and laters!” </p>
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Question: bevchie + stargazing
Answer: <p>The Ford’s bumper has nearly rusted off and it looks one speedbump from bursting into a cloud of rust particulate, but Richie paid for it himself and he’s beaming when he picks Bev up for a drive.</p>

<p>He’s still beaming when they stand on the folded-down tailgate and, counting <i>3, 2, 1,</i> collapse backwards onto the piles of pillows and throws blanketing the truck’s bed. He and Bev, fingers interlaced, trace constellations in the sky and laugh as they say <i>“That one looks like you!”</i></p>


// <a href="http://galactiglitter.tumblr.com/ask">Send me a pairing + scenario for a 3-sentence fic!</a>
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Question: gimme poly losers hcs for.... summertime please!!!!!!!!!!! ily!!! xoxox 
Answer: <p>ohhhh i lov u lois ok ok</p><p>- all of the babies love summer bc #noschool and they get to hang w their friends</p><p>- when they still lived in derry, they would swim at the quarry like every day and eat popsicles on the porch steps of the tozier household and try to learn gymnastics and all kinds of stupid chaotic shit </p><p>- they all are such outside kids and will spend all day with each other, wrestling or reading or looking at bugs or napping in a big dog pile. there’s so much to do!!! </p><p>- they also have the best sleepovers in the summer, because they can camp outside and roast s’mores and don’t get yelled at for talking too loud or being up too late</p><p>- summer is also when all the injuries happen. first loser who gets seriously injured gets the summer titled after them. for example, there were 3 ‘the summer of richie’s in a row because rich concussed himself twice, both in june, and broke his ankle tripping down the stairs at school trying to leave for summer break. idiot.</p><p>- okay now lets go w some super random specific individual hcs </p><p>- stanley my baby HATES to be too hot. like he hates it. he likes to stay in the shade or curl up in the air conditioned dark house when it climbs above 90. he’s usually found wearing his khakis and lil polos when he’s younger, but when he’s older and is just staying around the house, he’ll wear t-shirts and short shorts bc he’s so warm!!! and mike says 🤤 </p><p>- everyone loves a good summer eddie. tan, the freckles come out, he’s happier cause he loves the sun, he’s just here to have a good time. he buys a fun new bathing suit every year and sometimes he and bev match and it’s rlly cute</p><p>- they like to plan fun beach trips and stuff and eddie will navigate and mike will drive (see my road trip hcs) and ben packs a picnic and bev forces richie to put sunscreen on because she  ‘doesn’t want to deal with the complaining, last year you wouldn’t shut up about your burnt back’ and stan, the second palest, make fun of richie for being the palest, and bill and richie half drown each other under water in a dunking fight and have to take a break</p><p>- sometimes they make mike mow the lawn and richie and stan will sit out in lawn chairs and watch him sweat with his shirt off and his abs flexing and drink their lemonade and argue about who gets to suck his dick first</p><p>- ben my baby has some body image issues, especially when he’s younger, so he never used to look forward to summer, but bev goes clothes shopping with him and makes it real easy and acts like tan france from queer eye and he feels a lot better. </p><p>- (they also fuck in a fitting room bc ben loves to be told to be quiet and bev is just so chaotic and when they come out poor ben is so red and can’t look the cashier in the eye and has to ‘go get some air’ outside while bev pays.)</p><p>- bill like THRIVES on summer cause he’s a nostalgic boy and always thinks bout when they were kids and like dicked around outside and also, as we know, summer has his fav holiday (fourth of july) </p><p>- one of bill’s favorite things to do is to sit on the screened-in back porch and smoke a blunt with whoever is willing and watch the stars come out and babble about nothing until he falls asleep and has to be carried to bed</p><p>that’s all i have for now but if u would like more ask and i will be happy to oblige!!! much love</p>
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Question: secret relationship + blind date for bichie or hanbrough
Answer: <p><b><i>Thank you so much <a href="https://tmblr.co/mDfTT6tnb77OQzmxxKRvCoQ">@denbroughbill</a> for sending in this request! I hope this is kind of what you were looking for?</i></b></p>
<p>“What do I have to do to get you to shut up about this?”<br/></p>
<p>“Just go on the damn date, and I promise I’ll never mention it again.”</p>
<p>Richie’s promises often didn’t mean much, but Bill could tell that his best friend was being sincere here. With a sigh, Bill finally caved with a nod, agreeing to go on a blind date that Richie was setting him up for.</p> <p><a href="https://wheezyeds.tumblr.com/post/184759981937/secret-relationship-blind-date-for-bichie-or" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Hanbrough hcs? The trailer has just gotten me so fkn pumped for my two favorite boys to reunite, I love them so much 
Answer: <p>- they have a good dynamic as adults,  a super sweet and soft wholesome type of thing</p><p>- can we have a cute au where, yes everyone moves away and starts their careers, but bill stays close to mike and calls often. he gives mike spoilers on his upcoming books and sends signed copies, he orders mike pizza delivery when he’s up working late. cute!!</p><p>- i think they would both be very sentimental, but bill would be more emotional. how roses are traditional, but bill buys mike sunflowers because they used to grow on the hanlon farm. button broke off of bill’s favorite coat, but mike finds a way to use it for something else, cute reminder keepsakes like that</p><p>- i’ve said this before but it goes so well… 1 yr anniversary, bill writes 52 reasons why he loves mike on a deck of cards</p><p>- ooo what if mike inherited the farm and so they move in, they start planting crops and do cute little house renovations</p><p>- they talk about baseball together uwu .. bill doesn’t understand most of it but mike explains it for him</p><p>- cheek kisses</p><p>- i’ve been talking about adult hanbrough… but for teens! @veganmikehanlon made a great txt post saying mike was not gonna fall for some pretty white boy with blue eyes.. he doesn’t believe in bill’s savior complex.. BUT there’s just some sort of comfort and familiarity in him, that he comes around eventually.</p><p>- i think they’ve always been in luuuuuv and just admired e/o and never thought to say anything.. it was just slow and natural </p><p>- ok back to adult hanbrough…</p><p>- i think ministries bill says something like he still sees him as a kid? so no time as passed so that love is instant baby</p><p>- sly touches and glances but really they’re suppose to be working on a way to fight pennywise? that’s why mike is going down in the sewers this time</p>
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Question: Stenbrough, richie/bev, or Bill/Richie for 62? 
Answer: <p>I chose Bichie for this one cause it just seems them!</p><p><b>62: “If you can’t sleep… we could have sex?”</b></p><p>It was around 1:00am when Richie was woken by Bill’s tossing and turning.</p><p>“You alright babe?” Richie said in a very raspy voice due to being just woken up. Bill let out a long exhale before flipping over to face Richie.</p><p>“I’m so st-stressed about this presentation tomorrow. My professor doesn’t even seem to like my work, so w-what if he embarrasses me in front of the w-whole class!” Bill whispered, visually distressed. Richie just kissed his cheek and smiled.</p><p>“You’re over thinking this whole thing, just go back to sleep.” Richie said with a sleepy smile. Bill just stared at him.</p><p>“You were sleeping earlier, right?” Richie asked. Bill just shifted uncomfortably and looked the other way.</p><p>“ I t-told you I was stressed…” He muttered. Richie just gently turned Bill to look at him.</p><p>“Why didn’t you say something earlier? Woken me up or something?” Richie asked sounding concerned. Bill just let out a dry laugh.</p><p>“What c-could you have done? I would’ve just bothered you…” Bill sighed, leaning into Richie touch.</p><p>“You know, <b>if you can’t sleep… we could just have sex?</b>” Richie casually recommended. Bill just furrowed his eye brows together in hopes it would make him look confused, but he couldn’t help the smile creeping up on his face.</p><p>“You know, it is a natural stress reliever! So this way I’ll ware you out, de-stress you, and give you the best orgasm of your life.” Richie said with a wink and a playful smirk.</p><p>“Y-You’re so dumb…” Bill muttered, his face now red.</p><p>“So is that a no? Okay, goodnight!” Richie said with a quick smile before flipping over. </p><p>“W-Wait! No! That’s n-not what I meant!” Bill stuttered out, looking extremely flustered.</p><p>“Ahhh, so you DO want all this then do you now?” Richie said smugly. Bill just nodded his head and looked the other way bashfully.</p><p>“Use your words baby.” Richie cooed as he slowly tilted Bill’s chin around to face him. </p><p>“Y-Yes. I want to h-have sex with you dumbass.” Bill choked out.</p><p>“Wow! You are rude!” Richie fake scoffed.</p><p>“Oh sh-shut up!” Bill chuckled before swinging a leg over Richie hip to straddle him.</p><p>*************************************************</p><p>The two were both laying on their backs looking up at the ceiling, panting and sweaty.</p><p>“That was…” Richie paused to catch his breath.</p><p>“Amazing” he finished. A loud burst of laughter fell from Bill’s kiss swollen lips.</p><p>“Y-Yeah, it was.” Bill snuggled close to Richie’s chest and closed his eyes.</p><p>“Did this all work? Feeling de-stressed and tired?” Richie asked. Bill only replied with a hum and a kiss to the chest.</p><p>“Well I’m gonna let you get some sleep, I love you.” Richie said as he placed a sweet kiss to Bill’s hair.</p><p>“I love you too.”</p>
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Question: Hey darlin! What are some hesdcanons you have about Stanlon? 🌻
Answer: <p>These are all so fluffy I’m sorry if you wanted any angst, but here’s some cute Stanlon</p><ul><li>they are a picnic couple. Any chance they get to go on a picnic, one of them is packing a basket, folding a blanket, and dragging the other along. They could sit there for half of the day just enjoying each other’s company.</li><li>they’re that couple that documents everything they do. Mike takes pictures of everything and Stan journals every night with extreme detail, usually filling up multiple pages. </li><li>they can have an entire conversation with one look. The rest of the losers are always so confused when the two just burst out laughing or come to a conclusion without a single word exchanged between the two of them.</li><li>they love to wake the other one up with breakfast in bed, but have only each done it successfully a few times. They’re both light sleepers so one will either accidentally wake the other up, or they both wake up at the same time hoping to surprise the other with breakfast in bed only to be disappointed when they both roll over and make direct, fully awake eye contact. </li></ul>
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Question: Stenbrough, 65, maybe as adults in an AU where they're both single and reunite in Derry Chapter 2 style? 
Answer: <p>Oooooh! I like this idea! As much as I love stanpat, there’s nothing wrong with a lil AU where she doesn’t exist! So this Drabble takes place after Stan gets <i>the</i> call from Mike! I hope this counts as “reunites” I know it’s not exact but ¯\_(ツ)_/¯</p><p><b>65: “I don’t want you to stop”</b></p><p>Stanley was staring at his phone that he had just hung up. He was a decent man who lived by himself. This didn’t upset him though, he had a sweet old cat and a nice job. He felt gross, frozen almost, after hanging up with his old friend Mike. All the memories were flooding back to him, the trashmouth, the chubby one, the girl, the germophobe, and Big Bill. Oh Big Bill, that name felt so tender to his heart, like as if there was something different about him. None the less, he couldn’t go back. He had decided that half way through the call with Mike. He knew he had promised, that they had all promised, and that breaking a promise was never okay. He could see the look of disappointment on Big Bill’s face if he told him he couldn’t. So he chose not to tell anyone. Just run himself a nice bath. A nice bath were he could go to sleep. For good. He had walked to the bathroom and began to run the water when the phone rang again. He was just going to ignore it, but something was drawing him to it, so he picked it up.</p><p>“Hello, Stanley Uris.” He said almost too quietly.</p><p>“S-Stanley? By G-God is that r-really you?” An all too familiar stuttering voice said. Bill. Big Bill had called him.</p><p>“Bill?” It was all he could say. He didn’t know what to say to be honest.</p><p>“Y-Yeah, it’s m-me. L-Listen, Mike c-called me…” Bill had started.</p><p>“Yeah, he called me too.” Stanley whispered back.</p><p>“I w-was just ch-checking to make s-sure you were alright. Mike said y-you didn’t sound so good, s-so I got y-your number from h-him. I hope y-you’re okay with that.” Bill said with a small chuckle at the end. The sound would’ve made him smile normally, the sound should’ve made him smile now. But he felt numb. Without thinking, Stan just blurted out the first thing he thought of.</p><p>“I can’t do this.” </p><p>“W-What do y-you mean? Of c-course you c-can, y-you’re a st-strong man Stanley.” Bill tried to encourage, but still, he felt nothing.</p><p>“Bill. I… I want to just stop.” He replied numbly.</p><p>“St-Stop what?” Bill questioned. A moment of silence went by.</p><p>“Everything.” He breathed out, and then everything else came out like word vomit.</p><p>“I want to stop breathing Bill. I want to stop thinking about this, Derry! I want to just stop being alive Bill!” He didn’t know what to expect next to be honest. A part of him thought Bill would just give up. Maybe hang up on him.</p><p><b>“I don’t want you to stop.” </b>Bill<b> </b>breathed out. Not stuttering once. Another moment of silence.</p><p>“I don’t w-want you st-stop being h-here. Yeah we h-haven’t seen each o-other, in w-what, 27 years? That’s d-doesn’t matter though. W-what matters is th-that I w-want you h-here. And if th-that sounds selfish then d-damnit I want t-to be selfish!” Bill said with passion. Stan could tell he meant it. He couldn’t stop himself from breaking down in tears. </p><p>“Could you pick me up? I don’t think I can do this drive alone.” Stan gently asked inbetween soft cries.</p><p>“O-Of course, just t-tell me your address.” Stanley could tell he was smiling on the other line.</p><p>“Thanks Big Bill.” </p><p>“Anything f-for you Stanley.”</p>
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Question: can u do a fake dating + accidental eavesdropping if ur still doing these 🥺
Answer: <p><b>Fake Dating + Accidental Eavesdropping</b> from <a href="https://reddie4thesinbin.tumblr.com/post/184750350344/trope-combo-list-1" style="">this prompt list</a></p><p>You didn’t specify which pair you’d like, but considering everyone and their mother seems to pick Reddie, I took a shot in the dark.</p><hr><p>Sometimes it was easier to lie than to tell the truth. Parents, teachers, and virtually anyone else who raised you would probably say otherwise, but said people had never had to deal with the Losers Club.</p><p>The lie had started little and white, just something to get the rest of their friends off their back. The five had been hounding Richie and Eddie to date each other for months, so finally they’d conspired together to go along with it until they could inevitably fake a break-up, thus putting an end to their friends’ shenanigans forever.</p><p>What they hadn’t been expecting was for the lie to snowball and pick up speed at a pace they couldn’t keep up with. One day they were hold hands while watching a movie, and next thing they knew, they were attending Richie’s uncle’s wedding as a couple.</p><p>The two had been incredibly close friends before it’d all started, but there’s something about having to fake intimacy that pulls you unbelievably closer. They were finding it less and less awkward to sit on one another’s lap, or kiss one another’s cheek, or maybe place a quick peck on the lips if the occasion called for it. These things were beginning to integrate themselves into their friendship even when they weren’t around anyone they needed to convince.</p><p>That’s why they were currently curled up in bed with one another in one of the spare bedrooms on Mike’s farm. The whole gang had convened there for the weekend, and of course it was simplest to have the couples sleep together. But within their room, with the doors closed and everyone else asleep, there was no need for them to be lying so close, whispering so low, or touching so much.</p><p>“I can’t believe Mike let me ride the tractor today.” Richie exclaimed, keeping his voice low enough that it wouldn’t wake the others in the neighboring rooms. He was curled into Eddie, noses nearly touching while Eddie mirror his position.<br/></p><p>“I can’t believe it either.” Eddie replied, his tone more incredulous than excited.<br/></p><p>“Hey, I was an excellent farmer.” Richie defended himself, mock aghast.<br/></p><p>“Yeah, you were alright. Better than Stan at least.”<br/></p><p>“Oh my god I don’t think I’ve ever heard him scream so loud, or seen Mike run so fast.”<br/></p><p>Eddie giggled, playing the events back through his mind.</p><p>“You should have given it a shot.” Richie continued, poking Eddie’s calf with his toe.<br/></p><p>“Nah, my idea of fun isn’t being bounced around so much I bruise my junk.”<br/></p><p>“Are you sure about that? Because I could definitely bruise up your junk if you-”<br/></p><p>“Beep beep, Richie.” Eddie deadpanned, before dissolving back into a small titter.<br/></p><p>Richie joined him with a warm laugh, rolling over so he was staring at the ceiling. Eddie took the opportunity to scoot closer, laying his head on Richie’s peck as Richie’s arm automatically curled around his shoulder.</p><p>“All I’m saying is the group already thinks we’re dating, why not give them the full package deal?”<br/></p><p>“Wouldn’t you technically be giving <i>me</i> the full package deal?” Eddie played along.<br/></p><p>“Full, half, three quarters, you can have as much of my package as you want, baby.” Richie peered down at Eddie, meeting his gaze and winking. Eddie looked away before Richie could see the blush on his cheeks.<br/></p><p>They’d danced around this subject before. Richie had made jokes of the like well before this charade of theirs had even started, but since then, he<i> really</i> didn’t hold back.</p><p>The idea of actually taking that step, though alluring, felt too daunting. It was too real, too much of an admittance of what they had silently agreed to ignore; the fact that they pretty much were dating, despite convincing themselves it was all fake.</p><p>They spent every free moment together, held hands, cuddled, slept in each other’s beds, and occasionally kissed. Sure, it may have started out as an excuse to get their friends’ off their backs, but somewhere along the line it had become much, much more.</p><p>Eddie’s panic determined his next words.</p><p>“Shut up or I’ll have to break up with you.” Eddie nudged Richie playfully, but couldn’t ignore the way he seemed to stiffen beneath him.<br/></p><p>Eddie cleared his throat, trying to recover.</p><p>“Uh, I’m joking, of course. We can keep this going for as long as you want.”<br/></p><p>“Do <i>you</i> want to keep this going?” Richie asked, tone suddenly serious.<br/></p><p>Eddie refused to make eye contact, instead busying himself with a loose thread at the bottom of Richie’s shirt.</p><p>“I mean, sure. It’s not <i>so bad</i> pretending to date you.” Eddie tried to joke, but received no laugh in return.<br/></p><p>“What if we stopped pretending?”<br/></p><p>Eddie’s body stiffened in much the same way Richie’s had moments ago. His fingers stilled where they’d been fiddling, and without anything else to focus on he couldn’t help but notice how fast his heart had begun beating.</p><p>“Eddie, look at me.” Richie’s voice was pleading, but still steady. Eddie conceded, tipping his head up to meet Richie’s gaze.<br/></p><p>“What if we stopped pretending.” Richie repeated, his tone lower and softer than before. His eyes seemed to search for something within Eddie’s, flitting between his expanding pupils, until…<br/></p><p>Their lips met, driven by fervor and desire. Neither knew who moved first, but it didn’t matter once they were kissing. It was open and intimate, unlike any of the chaste kisses they’d share before at the sake of keeping up appearances. This one was for them, and only them.</p><p>When they pulled away, Richie’s breath shook nervously.</p><p>“So… what do you say Eds, will you be my boyfriend? For real this time?”<br/></p><p>Eddie was just beginning to nod, a goofy smile breaking out across his face, when their door burst open.</p><p>“What do you mean ‘for real this time’???” Stan stood in their doorway, glass of water in one hand and disbelief on his face. <br/></p><p>“What the fuck Stan!? Ever heard of knocking!?” Richie yelled, no doubt waking up the rest of the house.<br/></p><p>“Well excuuuuse me for not thinking of knocking after finding out my best friend has been lying to me for the past six months.”<br/></p><p>“Has it really been six months?” Eddie asked under his breath, getting a shrug from Richie.<br/></p><p>“Were you listening at the door?” Richie accused.<br/></p><p>“Pfft, please. Your voices are so loud you could be heard down the hall. I was getting a glass of water and couldn’t turn my ears off as I passed by your door.”<br/></p><p>Eddie’s face went crimson as he sunk lower into the bed, hiding behind Richie.</p><p>“So… the rest of the house probably knows?” Richie asked bashfully.<br/></p><p>“YES! NOW SHUT UP!” Beverly’s tired voice could be heard from the next room.<br/></p><p>“But we’re happy for you guys! Really!” Ben’s voice chimed in, a little more muffled.<br/></p><p>Richie turned his attention back to Stan, guilt washing over his features.</p><p>“Stan, I’m-”<br/></p><p>“Save it.” Stan said, lifting up his free hand and cutting off the beginning of Richie’s no doubt long-winded apology.<br/></p><p>“You guys can make it up to me by making breakfast tomorrow morning. I’ll need to sleep in after this.”<br/></p><p>And with that, Stan turned on his heels and left down the hall.</p><p>It took a few minutes for the mood to settle back down, and for Richie to build up the courage to look back over at Eddie. What he was expecting to see was an embarrassed little Kaspbrak, but what he saw instead was Eddie sound asleep, having drifted off sometime shortly after Stan had left.</p><p>Richie turned off the bed side lamp, curling as closely into Eddie as he could without disrupting him, and then just before shutting his eyes, placed a kiss to Eddie’s forehead.</p><p>“Sweet dreams, <i>boyfriend</i>.”<br/></p>
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Question: do you ship Richie x Bev? If you do can you write some headcannons? :)
Answer: <p>This is a bit weird but yes and no. I think that they love each other very much and it is the kind of friendship that is confused with romantic love because of traumas and not understanding real love. Wow okay, that was really sad but, since you want headcanons I’ll write you some (These are going to be high school bev/rich)</p><ul><li>Richie and Beverly have a secret knock/code for when she might show up at his house at night so he knows it’s her.</li><li>The two of them are basically inseparable all throughout high school, they were even each other’s homecoming date every year. (Prom was a different story, they each took different people to prom.)</li><li>The two of them are the epitome of “Are they dating or in love? No one knows, nor will they ever know..” They’re way too touchy with each other, which leads into the next hc</li><li>They most definitely hooked up a couple times senior year.</li><li>Beverly doesn’t wear makeup to wear it, she just uses it to fuck around and does weird shit like over complicated looks from magazines (Or that one time Richie let her do his makeup, and she did clown makeup on him.)<br/></li><li>They share clothes very often. On a normal day you can find Beverly in one of Richie’s Hawaiian shirts and some shorts, and you can probably find him in one of her over sized knitted cardigans. </li><li>They’re always listening to music on Richie’s walkman. Their top played songs are: Under Pressure by Queen and David Bowie, Age of Consent by New Order, and Born on Punches by Talking Heads</li></ul>
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Question: stanlon and 21
Answer: <p><b>(from <a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/185023582124/send-me-a-ship-and-a-number-and-ill-write-a-short">this</a> list) Best Friend’s Sibling </b><i>(honestly I wanna make this a fic this was sm fun to write. enjoy anon!)</i></p><p>Stan walked aimlessly around the reception, swirling his glass of champagne as if somewhere among the golden bubbles he’d find some sort of entertainment. He wasn’t a huge fan of engagement parties. Or weddings in general. Sure, the celebration was beautiful and all, but not having a date to the damn thing made him feel uneasy, out of place.  </p><p>However, it was for a dear friend, one that he said spent all his time with as a child running through the forests of Derry and on the Hanlon farm. Though two years his senior, Elizabeth Hanlon and Stanley Uris were always close throughout all of their time in school, and when Stan got wind that she was soon to be married, he couldn’t have been happier. However, parties were never his thing. </p><p><i>“It’s going to be small, I promise.” </i>Liz had reassured him over the phone, pleading for her childhood best friend to come and visit. After undergrad, the two of them had parted ways: Liz going to the west in Portland and Stanley traveling north to New York. The distance had made meeting face-to-face difficult, and Stanley would have been lying if they didn’t have some catching up to do. </p><p>And that is why he was currently gazing into his glass, hoping that he could hide behind the obviously transparent thing. He wasn’t avoiding Elizabeth, god no. The moment he stepped foot into the fairy-light decorated tent he was tackled with a bearhug and excited, fast greetings. However, it was short lived. The thing about being best friends with a soon-to-be-bride is that everyone <i>also</i> thought they were that said best friend. Stan tried not to mind, letting Liz greet all her guest. But, without her presence it made him susceptible to…. Conversation. With <i>strangers</i>. The thought made Stan groan internally, though most of his career had been just that. He was good at it; that didn’t mean he had to enjoy it. However, on this particular night, there was one thing Stanley was trying his best to avoid. And that thing was currently dressed in dark blue slacks, a beautiful button-down decorated with mustard-yellow flowers, and went by the name ‘Mike Hanlon’, younger brother to the bride-to-be. </p><p>Once upon a time, Stanley and that beautiful thing in the yellow were in the same graduating class. While Stanley spent his time on the green of golf courses and the tennis courts, Mike was on the football field as Derry’s star quarterback and local legend. Usually, Stanley wouldn’t go for the ‘jock’ type, but Mike was different. If he wasn’t on the turf he was at the local library, reading to his heart’s content, or on the farm, helping his family. Stanley only knew this because of his best friend (and because sometimes he would ‘accidentally’ be at the library at the same time as Mike). </p><p>Stan knew it was a silly childhood crush. Sure, it lasted most of his time in Derry but it was still in the past… or so he assumed. </p><p>What he hadn’t accounted for when attending the engagement party was the sheer amount of beauty that radiated off of Mike Hanlon. Stan wasn’t sure if it was the warmth of summer or the heat in his cheeks, but something about him just made Stanley feel light. The infatuation he had felt all those years ago was suddenly back, making his knees weak and his heart flutter. </p><p>In fear of embarrassing himself, Stanley pushed himself to the furthest side of the room, away from Mike. It was peculiar to be a wallflower once more, observing and enjoying from afar. The only perk that came from it was the knowledge that his dignity was somewhat safe the farther he got. </p><p>Stan swirled the drink again, eyes fixed on the glass as if he was having a telepathic conversation with the bubbles inside. He stared, watching how the bodies around him contorted when walking through the glass when something obscured it. Something yellow. Stan stopped, looking up. </p><p>“Liz said you were coming! Sorry I didn’t say hello earlier.” Mike beamed, his smile radiating all the joy in the world. Stanley made an effort to return the gesture, though his mind screamed for him to get away before something bad happened. </p><p>“Yeah! Yeah, sorry I didn’t either.” Stan laughed, taking a sip of his champagne and smiling. He didn’t say anything, just stared. Suddenly realizing it was awkward, he fished through his mind for a conversation starter. “So uh, how are you? How have you been?” Stan finally pushed out, trying to keep it casual as he stuffed his hand into his pocket. Casually, of course. </p><p>“Pretty good! It’s nice to be back home. I’m surprised Liz wanted to come back to Derry.” Mike chuckled. Stan nodded in agreement, also perplexed by the idea, as the two of them always swore they would never come back. And yet, there they stood in the middle of the Hanlon property, surrounded by fields of wildflowers and a blanket of stars. Mike shrugged. “What can you do though? There’s nothing like home, really.” </p><p>Stanley hummed, quietly admiring Mike’s nostalgic smile as he looked over his shoulder, past the opening of the white sheet tent to the fields that danced in the calm breeze. He paused for a beat before asking Stan a similar question, his smile bright and eyes attentive, as if the only thing that mattered in the universe was Stanley and his climb to his corporate job. </p><p>“I, well, I’m pretty sure Liz told you about New York—” </p><p>“Yeah! Big city job, I heard. Nice job, Stan!” Mike beamed, holding onto Stan’s arm and giving him a squeeze. The gesture was meant to be friendly of course, casual, but it made Stan’s skin burn, getting warm under the collar. </p><p>“Uh, th-thanks.” He couldn’t help but blush, smiling shyly. “It’s been rewarding, but it’s nice to get away.” Stan’s gaze drifted around the party, looking to the outskirts of the plains as well as he hummed. “I missed home.” </p><p>Mike nodded. “Yeah. Nothing quite like Derry.” </p><p>“Did you stay?” Stan asked after a moment, getting the other man’s attention.</p><p>“Oh, <i>no</i>,” He laughed at the idea, shaking his head. “I went straight to college for history and horticulture, got my masters in Environmental Sciences.” He explained, gesturing with his drink. “My parents want me to, though.” His voice seemed defeated as he remembered like he too was desperate to get away from Derry, and with good reason too. Stanley still remembered the hate that the town secretly harbored against the family it made him sick thinking that he was tied up in a bit of land. “I don’t know…” Mike shrugged, taking a sip of the whiskey he was cradling in his right hand. “Maybe one day when I settle down I’ll take over the farm.” </p><p>Stan laughed abruptly, Mike’s brow quirking. “What?” </p><p>“Oh,” The blonde caught himself, ready to apologize. “It’s just uh, didn’t really seem like you wanted to settle in high school.” He chuckled, but Mike’s expression only became more confused. He laughed, however, subsiding the tension that began to brew between them. </p><p>“I bet you heard some crazy rumors about me.” Mike laughed, shaking his head. He leaned in, Stan’s heart picking up as he did so, their eyes meeting. “Between you and me,” His voice was a whisper, the sound making Stanley shiver. “I never went to those stupid parties, never dated anyone or messed around.” He shrugged, standing upright and taking another sip of his drink. </p><p>Stan’s eyes widened, humming thoughtfully. Rumors were a staple of high school, the ones about the football team being the most outrageous, and the most true. All except those about Mike Hanlon, apparently. “What about you?” Stan began speaking, the liquor pushing the words from his lips before he had the chance to check whether or not it was a good idea or not. “Still not dating anyone?”</p><p>A small smirk tugged on Mike’s lip before he spoke, his eyes lingering on him in a way he hadn’t previously. Stan liked it. “I dated around but nothing ever stuck, y’know?” Mike hummed. His gaze still stayed, this time giving Stan a once over. “What about you? Here all alone?” </p><p>“Tragically.” Stan sighed, shaking his head. He moved, standing side-by-side with Mike. “But I’ve got you, right?” He smiled, and Mike chuckled, nodding. </p><p>“Cheers to being single?” He offered, raising his almost empty glass of whiskey. </p><p>“Cheers to being single.” Stan hummed, tapping his champagne flute against Mike’s glass. </p>
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Question: Meh dude what is your favorite vine??? (RIP Vine) :P
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Question: Hanbrough+ 28? 🤠
Answer: <p><b>28: “How drunk was I?”</b></p><p>Mike was slowly blinking himself awake when a pounding feeling in his head started.</p><p>“Shit!” He said as he clamped his hands over his forehead, trying to help the pain subside. Reluctantly, he crawled out of bed and headed to the kitchen where he found his boyfriend attempting to make eggs and bacon.</p><p>“G-Good morning sleepy h-head!” Bill said gently with a soft smile display on his freckled face. Mike just shuffled over to him and wrapped his arms around his waist. Attempting to burry his head under Bill’s neck.</p><p>“Awww, is someone hungover?” Bill said fake sympatheticly. Mike just groaned and buried his face further into his boyfriends t-shirt fabric.</p><p>“I l-like your new tattoo by the way.” Bill said while trying his best to muffle his laughter. Mike quickly pulled away began to examine himself.</p><p>“Where?! Where’s the tattoo?!” Mike panicked while pulling up his shirt and trying to examine his chest. Bill just let his head fall back and broke out into a fit of laughter.</p><p>“This isn’t funny Bill! <b>How drunk was I</b>?!” Mike demanded. Bill’s laughing subsided and he tried to act as serious as possible.</p><p>“R-Right bicep.” Bill answered. He was now covering his mouth with raised eye brows, anticipating Mike’s reaction. Mike’s face was soon covered with horror.</p><p>“Ba-ba- black sheep?!” Mike deadpanned.</p><p>“H-Have you any wool!!!” Bill burst into another fit of laughter.</p><p>“Why did you let me get a cartoon lamb, with the first line of a children’s song, TATTOOED ON MY ARM?!” Mike exclaimed.</p><p>“To be f-fair! You said you were going out with Richie for a bit, so I wasn’t there to supervise. Look I didn’t k-know you’d come home with THAT on y-your arm!” Bill chuckled while throwing his hands up in defense. Mike just sighed.</p><p>“Oh come on! It’s k-kinda cute!” Bill chirped while crossing over to hold his grumpy boyfriend. </p><p>“Really?” Mike mumbled disbelievingly.</p><p>“Yeah, it is.” Bill whispered while placing a delicate kiss to the new tattoo. Mike couldn’t help the grin that spread across his face. </p><p>“I can’t wait to beat Richie’s ass for allowing this.” Mike replied. The two of them both broke out into laughter and sat down to enjoy their breakfast.</p>
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Question: 25 + Stanlon <3
Answer: <p><b>Librarian/Avid Reader AU (from <a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/185023582124/send-me-a-ship-and-a-number-and-ill-write-a-short">this</a> list)</b></p><p>It was like clockwork. Every day at 5 o’clock, Mike would watch those pretty blonde curls and long overcoat stride into the school library, one hand always carrying a thermos and the other holding books to be returned.<b><br/></b></p><p>He wouldn’t say much, either of them for that matter. Mike’s shifts were relatively the same given his class schedule, and from the looks of it, so were the stranger’s. They had met eyes from time to time across campus, never once saying a word. Just… looking, scoping the scene, getting a feel for the layout, etcetera, etcetera.</p><p>Every day at five o’clock, Mike would look up from his computer, smiling politely at the matching blue eyes and robin’s egg blue overcoat, almost Tiffany blue but not quite. He would get a smile back, a cordial nod would be shared before the stranger would drop off his books and head upstairs, presumably to study. </p><p>And, like clockwork at midnight, right as Mike would begin to close everything up, the same beautiful man would come down the stairs. A parting nod would be shared between them before they parted ways for the night. </p><p>However, on this rare occasion, Mike didn’t see a pretty blue overcoat begin to make its way downstairs. He wouldn’t have thought much of it, but he did see it enter that afternoon. With a thoughtful hum, Mike got up from his seat, beginning to make his rounds about the first floor, checking to make sure all the computers were off and the patrons had left. </p><p>After the first floor, Mike made his way to the second, repeating the same routine. He was clicking through a computer that wasn’t shut off all the way, exiting out of tabs and shutting the contraption down when something over the monitor caught his eye. </p><p>It was a familiar head of blonde curls, hunched over a table, obviously buried in his work. Mike pretended he didn’t notice. He wasn’t supposed to have patrons stay later than the anticipated hours, but he didn’t want to have to kick him out, feeling that it would cost him a chance at an actual conversation with him. </p><p>From the monitor, Mike was able to catch a glance of the beautiful stranger, a small smile coming to his face as he admired him. His eyes were almost as blue as his coat; his curls were shiny, almost perfect. Mike swore he looked like a cherub. </p><p>It wasn’t until the screen turned black that Mike realized he was still staring. He blinked rapidly, moving to the next computer to repeat the same tedious process. While he worked mindlessly, his eyes kept drifting up to see his last patron. Though something told Mike to look away, he reassured himself that he wasn’t seen by the stranger. (He obviously was.) The blonde began to move, shifting his weight to his other arm. The movement made Mike look away, afraid that he would be caught admiring him like a creep. God, he was so stupid. </p><p>Mike checked and made sure the last of the computers were turned off properly, finding a flash drive still plugged in with the label ‘TOZIER’ on it. He placed the object in his pocket to put in the lost-and-found. As he finished inspecting the row, he looked up again with curiosity. </p><p>When he looked across the floor to see the blonde, he was looking back. The stranger’s eyes went wide, cheeks dusting red before his buried himself in his textbook again. Mike also felt his face heat up, laughing bashfully under his breath. He proceeded to check the lasts of the computers, mostly just glancing at them before moving along, though his eyes kept glancing at his now blushing patron. </p><p>Slowly, he approached him, putting his hand on the desk in the other man’s view; he looked up, his cheeks still dusted a light pink that Mike silently adored as he gave the stranger a smile. The blonde took out his headphones. “Yes?” He asked, a voice so soft it made Mike’s heart stutter.</p><p>“I’m sorry to do this,” He started, trying to get his mind off of the silly middle school crush he was currently getting. “but uh, we’re closing.” The frown he got in return, though riddled with actual frustration, was quite endearing to Mike. “I know, I’m sorry.” He offered.</p><p>“Is there any way I could stay a little longer?” The man pleaded, his brow heavy with worry; the kind of worry that made you also worry. “I have this research methods thesis due tomorrow and I can’t go back to my dorm. My roommate… he’s hopeless.” The man explained with a defeated sigh. He put his head in his left hand, long fingers tangled in golden curls. </p><p>Mike wanted to let him, he really did. Those pretty blue eyes made his heart a puddle in his chest, aching to give in. “Can’t, I’m sorry.” He gave him an apologetic frown in return. The man sighed, shaking his head as he began to pack up his things. </p><p>“It’s okay, I get it. Sorry, I’ll be out of your hair in a second.” He mumbled with defeat. Mike frowned, knowing that the patron was on a deadline. He tried to figure out a way to reconcile the situation, or at least, figure out a way to get his number. </p><p>Mike fished through his pocket quickly. “Before I forget,” He pulled out the lost flash drive, presenting it to the man between his finger and thumb. “Is this your’s?” </p><p>“Richie.” The man rolled his eyes. </p><p>“I’m sorry?” Mike’s brow quirked. </p><p>“N-no,” The student laughed, beginning to explain. “It’s my roommate’s. He’s always forgetting his things anywhere he goes.” He chuckled, taking the drive from Mike’s hand, thanking him. </p><p>Mike nodded in response, the conversation ending quicker than he expected. He filed through his brain, trying to keep it going. “So…” He started slowly, trying his best not to sound like a complete idiot as he spoke. “I’ve got your roommate’s name… what about your’s?” </p><p>The blonde looked up from his bookbag, caught a little off-guard. “Oh, me?” He asked. That familiar blush began to creep back up. “Stanley. Stanley Uris.”  He smiled. “And you?” </p><p>“Mike Hanlon.” He extended his hand to Stanley, who took it gladly. “I’m surprised this is the first time I’m getting your name. You come in here so often.” He laughed, putting his hand back into his pocket. </p><p>Stanley laughed. “Yeah, sorry about that. Around books, I’m not too fond of talking.”</p><p>“I’ve noticed.” Mike chuckled, beaming as Stanley giggled with him, the sound so bright and warm. “Sorry the first time we’re meeting is when I’m kicking you out.” He laughed, which Stan quickly waved off, already beginning to tell him it was alright when Mike kept talking, still fishing for words as he did so.</p><p> “But uhm…” Mike started bashfully, his voice suddenly gone. “I don’t want to be weird, or anything,” His gaze kept diverting from Stan’s whose blue eyes were fixed on him, a lingering smile still on his lips. “But if you want, I’m heading home now if you’d like to come study with me since your roommate is giving you hell.”  He offered with a shy smile.</p><p>Stanley’s face changed, a little bit of surprise and… excitement? Mike wasn’t too sure, but once again, those rosy cheeks were back, making Mike’s heart flutter again. </p><p>“I would really like that, Mike. Thank you.” Stan offered him a warm smile.</p><p>Mike laughed, almost shocked with delight. “Great.” He beamed, their eyes meeting. “I’ll meet you on the first floor then, yeah?” </p><p>Stan nodded as he got to his feet, putting his signature coat on and pulling his bag over his shoulders. “Yeah.” </p>
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Question: (For the ship meme) 45 with Stanlon if youre up for it? :) 💕
Answer: <p><b>(from <a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/185023582124/send-me-a-ship-and-a-number-and-ill-write-a-short">this</a> list)</b></p><p>Stanley pushed open the door to his dorm with a groan, praying that his roommate wasn’t around. Tragically, that wasn’t the case, as the shower was already running, and given the newly formed pile of sweaty gym clothes, it didn’t seem that Stanley was going to be alone any time soon.</p><p>He huffed, setting his things on his desk and walking to the bathroom door, knocking twice before speaking. “Mike, hurry up! You’re not the only one who does sports around here!” Stan reminded the man behind the door, though it wasn’t really needed. The evidence of his baseball career was currently pushed into their shared closet in the form of a bag filled with his items for practice. The same closet that the two battled for at least once a week. </p><p>“Yeah, Stan, I get it; you have a scholarship to keep or whatever.” Mike laughed from the other side, barely giving any attention to him from the tone of his voice. It made Stan’s blood boil, and he tried to hold onto that anger that pulsed through him, though, the boiling of his blood wasn’t in fact for a negative reason. But he would never admit that. Instead, he acted frustrated rolling his eyes. “Well hurry the hell up. And get your gym clothes while you’re at it; they’re disgusting.” He snarled before storming off, though he could hear Mike counter with something about Stanley’s wardrobe being far too excessive for him to have any storage for dirty clothes, which was completely untrue. (It wasn’t entirely. Stan did have a lot of clothes).<br/></p><p>30 minutes later, 20 of which were spent in the shower just for spite, Mike emerged from the bathroom with a towel draped over his waist, steam following him as he walked to pick up his clothes off the floor. Stan looked up from his book, rolling his eyes. He knew better than to start something with Mike, but he couldn’t help himself.<br/></p><p>“Took you long enough.” He huffed. The glare he got in response made him shiver. He wasn’t sure if it was with fear, adrenaline, or something else that he wasn’t ready to identify.<br/></p><p>“Excuse me?” Mike’s brow arched, looking Stan up and down, who did the same, putting his book down on his desk and rising from his seat. “You heard me. You probably wasted all the hot water too.” Stan countered, crossing his arms over his body and giving his roommate a once over. It was meant to be a sign of aggression, but he couldn’t help but admire Mike’s sculpted body as he did so.<br/></p><p>The football player stalked over to him, his once inviting warm brown eyes narrowed with aggravation. “You just do everything to get under my skin, huh? He huffed, towering over Stanley, who only stuck his chin up further in defiance. <br/></p><p>“Like you don’t do the same? Making the rooms a mess and never cleaning up after yourself? What kind of—” He huffed, stopping himself. “I’m going to go shower.” Stan attempted to move away from Mike, afraid of what he would say, or do. With his roommate’s warm, wet body so close, it was almost impossible to keep up the mask of hatred he had for him. His blue eyes could barely meet Mike’s, diverting as he tried to walk away.</p><p>Mike only further crowded his space, trying to meet his gaze. “No. Say it, Stan. You know you want to.” His voice was gruff, his jaw clenching with anger. “That I’m a mess? That you don’t want to live with me? That I’m the worst roommate ever? Like you’re any better.” Mike scoffed, eyes rolling. Stan shot him a glare, his scowl growing.</p><p>“Seriously, Mike? I’ve done everything I can do be an accommodating roommate given the circumstances—” </p><p>“Are you fucking kidding me?” Mike almost laughed, his expression contorted with confusion and disbelief. “The circumstances? What fucking circumstances, Stan? What? That you hate me? That we hate each other? Go on, say it.” Mike snapped back, gesturing to Stanley to speak.</p><p>“I—”</p><p>Mike stopped him, his voice sharp at the edges and hot with anger. “No, go on and say it so we can stop pretending and I can finally move out.” </p><p>Stan fell silent. Because that wasn’t what he wanted. He didn’t want Mike to leave. If he admitted it… he wanted to like him. He did, but he was unsure that liking him was all it was, that it wasn’t something more than Stanley feared he couldn’t address in fear of rejection.<br/></p><p>Their eyes met. Silence fell between them, both unsure of what to say next what to do. Stan wet his lips, his breath catching in his throat as Mike leaned in. Both of them paused, eyes lingering on one another for a silent agreement. Stanley swallowed, tilting his chin up slightly and offering himself to Mike, whatever that offer was.</p><p>Mike’s hand cupped Stanley’s jaw, holding him close as he closed the gap between them. Without missing a beat, Stan gasped into his mouth, the noise turning into one of delight. He moved closer, his body contouring to Mike’s hold as his other arm wrapped around his waist.  Mike held him close, both of them catching their breath as they pulled away from one another. </p><p>“…are you still gonna move out?” Stan asked quietly, looking up at Mike. The other man laughed, his face breaking into a genuine smile. The expression made Stan’s heart flutter, returning the smile.<br/></p><p>“Your kiss changed my mind.” Mike laughed, pulling him into another kiss, this time slowing the pace down. Stan’s hands went to the towel, undoing the knot and letting it fall to the ground. Mike gasped into his mouth, pulling Stan close so their hips were flushed together. Mike groaned, pulling away and speaking through labored breaths.</p><p>“Bed. <i>Now</i>.”<br/></p><p>Stanley grinned, rocking his hips up against Mike’s half hard cock, making them both moan. “<i>Gladly</i>.”<br/></p>
Tags: stanlon, fanfic

Post id: 185714956876
Date: 2019-06-20 01:09:01 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/185714956876/28-for-bichie
Slug: 28-for-bichie
Reblog key: fE16e56g
Reblog url: https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/185026604525/28-for-bichie
Reblog name: oldguybones
Question: 28 for bichie !!!!!!
Answer: <p><b>28.</b> <b>knocking on the wrong door au</b><br/>send me a prompt from <b><i><a href="https://tozierbraks.tumblr.com/post/184998783232/send-me-a-ship-and-a-number-and-ill-write-a-short">this</a></i></b> list!</p>
<p>“Eddie!” A sudden yell from outside his door, and then a series of banging knocks jolted Richie from his daydream. The shouting continued, “Eddie, get out here!” Richie pulled his chunky headphones off his ears and settled them on his shoulders, lifting himself out of bed. It only took two of his long strides to cross the tiny space of his dorm room. He swung the door open, still deciding if he was annoyed about this or not.</p> <p><a href="https://tozierbraks.tumblr.com/post/185025882082/28-for-bichie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: 9 and 16 please 🥰
Answer: <p><b>Reddie </b>+ 9: Secret Relationship &amp; 16: Cuddling for Warmth</p><p><b><strike>Send me two prompts from this list and a pairing, and I’ll write a short ficlet for you! </strike>PROMPTS CURRENTLY CLOSED WHILE CATCHING UP ON PROJECTS!</b></p><p>Richie actually hated camping. He wasn’t much of an outdoors guy to be begin with, he could be convinced to go a nice post-rain nighttime walk every once in a while, but anything that included the sticky warmth of summer and being outside for hours at a time was a no from him. </p><p>It was a constant sore spot with the rest of the Losers- excluding Bev- who all greatly enjoyed their outdoor summer activities. They always wanted to spend the days at beach or just simply fuck around outside. Go for pointless walks for hours with no destination in mind. And of course… camping. Spending <i>days and nights outside. </i>No thanks. Richie always tried to find a way out of it, and so far he had been successful.</p><p>But in the past, he and Eddie hadn’t been dating. It was much harder to say no to Eddie now. With those big puppy eyes and battling eye lashes, Eddie knew how to get Richie under his thumb. </p><p>They hadn’t been officially in a relationship for very long. After leaving for college, they’d both been forced to admit to themselves 

 that their feelings towards one another were more than just the deeply platonic that happened within the Losers Club. After they ended up making out while watching movies at Richie over Thanksgiving break, they had to admit it to each other as well. By Christmas, they were together, but fighting through the struggles of going to school on opposite sides of the country. They’d yet to tell the rest of their friends had their change in status just yet, waiting to see how things went once they could be together in person before getting any sort of ball rolling in the world.</p><p>As their summer in Derry finally was kick starting, so was their relationship. They were both serious about, more serious than maybe they should be so early in, but it wasn’t as though they were new to one another’s lives. Or had any other intentions of dating anybody else. </p><p>Richie was, though, sort of considering breaking up with Eddie for forcing him to go camping in May. </p><p>He pulled the blanket tighter around his shoulders, and curled up into a ball on the ground within their tent. Eddie, in just his over sized NYU sweater, laughed at his boyfriend. “Stop being such a baby.”</p><p>“A baby?” Richie gasped, barely visible between the blanket around him and black hat pulled low on his head. “It’s fucking freezing! And raining! It’s not even <i>summer!! And we’re sleeping outside at night!”</i><br/></p><p><i>“Ssshhh!” </i>Eddie shushed him through giggles, crawling over to Richie’s side of tent. “If you’re so cold, you know the best way to warm up to exchange body heat, right?”<br/></p><p>Richie’s face burned bright red at Eddie’s words, despite how cold he was. Since that faithful day in Richie’s bed over Thanksgiving break, the pair hadn’t been particularly intimate as a couple. It was hard when they didn’t see each other in the four months since Chrstmas and had been surrounded by friends or family nearly every moment since they’d gotten home the week before.</p><p>Eddie must have been able to read the panic on Richie’s face because he laughed lightly. “Don’t worry, Richard, I’m going to to <i>deflower </i>you. I’m just going to make you my little spoon.” </p><p>Richie smiled a little bashfully. Sometimes he regretted informing Eddie of his most embarrassing truth- that was he was still holding onto his virginity. It was maybe not a <i>shameful </i>secret of exactly, but it was one he wanted to keep under wraps. It went against his image enough that Eddie hadn’t quite believed him when Richie had told him.</p><p>Richie let Eddie crawl in beside him, curling his arms around Richie’s middle. He felt Eddie’s breath against his neck and sighed happily. He allowed himself to be spooned for a moment before he rolled over and blinked at his boyfriend.</p><p>“You know I wouldn’t be totally <i>against </i>you deflowering me. Just saying.”<br/></p><p style="">Eddie grinned. </p>
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Question: can I request a beverie fluff turned into smut I LOVE YOUR PAGE !!!!! 💖
Answer: <p>thank you sm!! and happy graduation season!! have some college grad bev and her loving and supportive boyfriend!!</p>
<p><b>words: </b>2,597</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19282543">read on ao3</a> or below!!</p>
<p><b>notsfw </b>under the cut</p>
<p>Richie gripped the edge of the
plastic chair in which he was seated, preparing himself as the L last names
finished up. He beamed when he saw her face on screen, black grad cap atop her
red curls. The minute the name “Beverly Marsh” boomed through the speakers he
was jumping up from his seat, clapping his hands wildly and screaming his head
off. His chest bloomed with pride and love as he watched her cross the stage,
that diploma in her hand. “That’s my girlfriend!” he shouted proudly to no one
in particular, to everyone who could hear. Went and Maggie laughed together as
they clapped politely in their seats on either side of him.</p>
<p>He met her after the ceremony,
lifting her into the air as soon as he saw her. Her laughter fell on his ears
like a bell choir as he showered her in congratulations. He kissed her as
deeply as he could get away with in public before letting Went and Maggie
through to give her their love and congratulations. Richie’s chest swelled with
so much love as he watched on, Bev’s cheeks pink from the sun, her skin radiant
with her own glow. Her smile was so bright, and the only time it left her face
was when they took some silly pictures together. He hung back as she tearfully
hugged her college friends, taking pictures of them when he was called upon.
The entire time all that was going through his head was the disbelief that he
really got to go home that night with the most intelligent, talented,
hardworking, beautiful woman in the world. </p> <p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/185708023502/can-i-request-a-beverie-fluff-turned-into-smut-i" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: My dearest Amelia, can i get a 29 (going away to war) with Stanlon? Please and thank you! 
Answer: <p>“Can you be doing this?” Mike asked, trying and failing not to stare at his friend’s ass as he started to climb the narrow ladder. “Shouldn’t you be upholding the law?” </p>
<p>“Fuck the law.” Stan replied, looking back down at him. “If they’re going to draft me then I get to break the rules for one night. Are you coming?” Mike nodded, shaking his head at Stan’s newfound lawlessness and hurrying to follow up the water tower. They climbed to the top, only stopping once their legs were dangling off the edge. </p>
<p>“Hand me a beer.” Stan said, leaning over the edge. Mike grabbed him one, their hands brushing as he gave it to Stan. He had been refusing to think about this day, even though he’d known about it for months. The day that Stan would be leaving Derry, leaving him, to go fight in a stupid war neither of them believed in. Mike was spared- for now- because his job was considered essential. </p>
<p>“Are you scared?” He asked. </p>
<p>“Sometimes.” Stan replied, cracking open the beer and taking a drink. He made a face. “I still hate this stuff.” Mike chuckled. Stan had been trying new things. It was fun until Mike remembered the unstated reason for it all-  because if not now he may never get to. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/185026739912/my-dearest-amelia-can-i-get-a-29-going-away-to" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Stanlon and 8!!
Answer: <p><b>(from <a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/184999155509/send-me-a-ship-and-a-number-and-ill-write-a-short">this</a> list)</b></p><p>The steam from the shower clouded the small bathroom. Water vapor poured from the shower, and along with it, the lovely voice of Mike Hanlon. After a long day of practice after classes, a hot shower was just what he needed. It was a ritual, a much-needed one. He’d dump his bags onto his bed, put on his favorite playlist and take as long as he wanted, knowing that his roommate was usually out doing something for one of the many organizations he was a part of. Mike hardly minded; it just gave him more time to relax.</p><p>He stepped out of the shower, muscles finally relaxed from the hot water. In the small bathroom, his Bluetooth speaker blasted his favorite songs, and Mike, thinking he was alone, sang along as he dried himself off. </p><p><i>“It’s them rose to the cheeks yeah it’s them dirt colored eyes,</i>” Mike started humming the chorus, dancing around the room as he sprayed on his cologne. The melody, though a song he would say was his favorite for no particular reason, reminded him of his absent roommate. “<i>Sugar honey iced tea, bumblebee on the scene. Yeah, I’d give up my bakery to have a piece of your pie, uh,” </i>Even so, Mike would never tell him, let alone even sing it.</p><p>A knock rapped on the door, but Mike hardly took notice as he kept singing. <i>“Wonder if you look both ways when you cross my mind,” </i>He winked at his reflection, lips breaking into a grin before a full-on laugh. </p><p>“Mike!” Another knock.</p><p><i>“Can I get a kiss? And can you make it last forever?” </i>The tune was a bit high, but Mike tried, chuckling to himself as his voice broke. He opened the door, the lyrics passing his lips. <i>“Said I’m bouta go to—</i> shit. Hey, Stan.” Mike’s skin suddenly felt hot. He wasn’t sure if it was because of the steam, or the heat of embarrassment under his roommate’s gaze. </p><p>Oh, his roommate. His too busy, too tidy, too beautiful roommate. Usually, his face was stoic, but it seemed that his cheeks were also dusted red with embarrassment. Mike didn’t really understand why. He tried to act casual, leaning against the doorway. </p><p>“I uh,” Mike cleared his throat, his wet skin making him slip as he tried to lean against the door. “Shit— I thought you had Debate tonight.” </p><p>Stan shook his head, his eyes averting from Mike’s gaze, suddenly shy. “Ended early.” He said quickly. He looked Mike up and down, the tips of his ears matching his cheeks as he did so. “Did we uh,” He spoke slowly as if he was trying to process his words. The sight confused Mike, unsure of his uneasiness. “Did we run out of towels?”</p><p>Suddenly, the reason for Stanley’s shy demeanor dawned on Mike. He had forgotten to put on a towel. </p><p>“<i>Oh</i>.” He blushed, quickly tugging one from the drying rack and wrapping it around his body haphazardly. “Sorry I didn’t know you were coming back.” He laughed moving past his roommate to get to his bedroom. </p><p>Stan laughed with him, the noise making him relieved. “It’s okay.” He murmured, standing in the doorway. He looked Mike up and down once more, a small smirk tugging on his lips as he spoke. “I liked the view.” </p><p>His voice made Mike blush, his voice suddenly caught in his throat as Stanley closed the door behind him. “Uh, thanks.” Mike breathed, his words lost on his roommate, still mildly stunned as he walked back to his bedroom. </p>
Tags: stanlon, fanfic

Post id: 185687033902
Date: 2019-06-18 21:26:26 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/185687033902/omg-omg-omg-omg-omg-xaaaaaaaaan-okay-i
Slug: omg-omg-omg-omg-omg-xaaaaaaaaan-okay-i
Reblog key: GC7tnrBD
Reblog url: https://itchytoaster.tumblr.com/post/185010881040/omg-omg-omg-omg-omg-xaaaaaaaaan-okay-i
Reblog name: itchytoaster
Question: Omg omg omg omg omg XAAAAAAAAAN!!!!!!!!! Okay I read request close but if it’s open (?) can you please please do eddie x mike for E2? 😭 I have so many I wanna ask for because your art is the best and those are adorable 😭
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="570" data-orig-height="464" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/89de9e333086996d5f14a1e9cd230433/tumblr_inline_poq6rl3QB51sp069n_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="570" data-orig-height="464"/></figure>
Tags: kasplon, fanart

Post id: 185684868154
Date: 2019-06-18 19:35:02 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/185684868154/stanlon-50
Slug: stanlon-50
Reblog key: 6p3LWG6u
Reblog url: https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/185003731355/stanlon-50
Reblog name: oldguybones
Question: Stanlon & 50 
Answer: <p>Stan couldn’t fight the tears pouring from his eyes on that warm summer day. It felt like a stark contrast to the bright sun shining and the warm rays of heat hitting his pale skin. However, they did nothing to warm the ice he felt rushing through his veins. Of all their years together, he never could’ve imagined it ending this way. They swore, no vowed, to always love each other, in sickness and in health, for better or worse, for richer or poorer.<br/></p>
<p>The man he thought he would always return his undying love now wanted nothing to do with him? That wasn’t a concept he was ready to face. The process had been strung over the course of a year, a long grueling effort of dividing all their assets, deciding who got what. Stan decided early on that no amount of money or possessions would be enough to replace the life they built together. </p>
<p>But it was over. Done. There was no turning back now. With just one signature, he forfeited everything he ever wanted out of life; he just threw away years upon years of love and happiness. Perhaps he should’ve fought harder, he kept thinking. Maybe if he had just tried harder, been better, done something, anything.</p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/185003731355/stanlon-50" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: 23 & stanlon
Answer: <p>(from <a href="https://honeybeehanlon.tumblr.com/post/184999155509/send-me-a-ship-and-a-number-and-ill-write-a-short">this</a> list)</p><p>Stanley stepped into the train car— or was pushed, rather. God, he hated public transportation. He had moved into the city 3 months prior, but if there was something he would never get used to, it was public transit. He tried his best to avert his gaze from everyone around him, instead, indulging in his newest read that he picked up while shopping with his friend.<b><br/></b></p><p>One thing she promised him while in New York was to show him all the quirky shops that the city had to offer, and while wandering around old, dusty paperbacks, Stanley stumbled upon an old worn copy of Catch 22, the only book his friend Richie had ever read all the way through, and would not stop talking about. So, naturally, Stanley being every curious, decided to read it just to find out why it was his friend’s one and only read. </p><p>However, it served only as cover in the crowded train, his nose buried deep in words he was barely comprehending. He stood surrounded by people, the train stopping aimlessly while passengers boarded and departed. Stanley took no notice until suddenly, the paperback mask he was desperately trying to hide behind flew from his hands. </p><p>“Sorry! Sorry!” A voice quickly said even before Stan could move to get the book. A dark hand picked up the paperback, placing it back into his hands. “Catch 22, huh?” The stranger hummed, thumbing over the worn copy. </p><p>At this moment, Stan would usually give any intruder a glare before retreating further within himself. However, when he looked at the man who was holding his book, he suddenly forgot about it. </p><p>His smile was warm, his voice gentle in a sea of abrasiveness. Stanley scrambled to find words to start a conversation, something telling him to keep the stranger long enough to make a meaningful connection. </p><p>“You’ve read it?” He asked, slowly taking the novel from the other man’s hand. The stranger nodded, his smile warming as his gesture of goodwill was returned. </p><p>“Yeah, a while ago. It’s phenomenal, I’ll tell you that much.” He chuckled, looking down at the copy before his eyes met Stanley’s. Usually, he wouldn’t think too much about it, but the way the stranger’s eyes lingered up his body made his breath hitch in the back of his throat. </p><p>“Wouldn’t want to spoil it for you.” The stranger’s smile stayed, the expression warm and inviting, but those dark eyes spoke more to Stanley. </p><p>“Really?” Stan hummed, moving a bit closer into the stranger’s space, though in the car it seemed they were as close as they could be. His blue eyes stayed locked with those pretty brown ones as he spoke. “I wouldn’t mind spoilers coming from you.” </p><p>The kind smile turned into a grin, and those brown eyes looked up and down, making sure Stanley notice. He paused for a moment, licking his lower lip. “I’m Mike.” </p><p>“Stanley.” </p><p>“Well, Stanley,” Mike hummed. “As much I would love to spend more time talking about this book, I’m afraid I won’t be traveling with you much longer.” A disappointed tone rested in his voice, both of them frowning slightly. Maybe this was just a one time encounter. The thought made Stanley’s heart sink a bit, afraid that in such a big city he would lose the only person he was actually interested in. </p><p>The train began to slow down, the familiar beep that the doors would be opening. Stanley’s mind raced, trying to keep Mike for just a bit longer. As he turned to go, Stan grabbed his sleeve with one hand, a pen in the other that he fished from his pocket. </p><p>“Give me your number. I’ll call you and we can talk.” He could feel his cheeks tinting red, suddenly flushed with an embarrassment he hadn’t felt since he confessed his first crush in grade school. </p><p>“What is this, grade school?” Mike laughed, shaking his head and quickly taking the pen from Stan’s hand, writing his number down in the palm of his hand. Mike’s touch was warm compared to Stan’s own colder nimble fingers. When he finished, he took Stan’s hand into his own, kissing his knuckles. His lips were tender against his skin, lingering just for a second before the doors of the train opened. </p><p>“Don’t lose it.” He said with a smile, disappearing into the sea of people. </p>
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Question: Can I request a teenage Richie trying contact lenses for the first time and Eddie freaking out about how pretty he is. But Richie freaking out because he can see Eddie w/o scratch marks and dirty lenses.
Answer: <p>“You don’t get it Bev! He’s gorgeous now! Did you see how blue his eyes are? I lost my chance. People are going to be all over him, they’ll see how attractive he is and everyone will suddenly want to date him.” Eddie whined, flopping onto Bev’s bed. “My life is over.”<br/></p><p>“Eddie, relax. Please. He’s still Richie, he’s not going to instantly change because he got contacts.”</p><p>“You don’t get it!” Eddie sat up,shaking his head. “You didn’t see how everyone was looking at him when we were walking down the hall. Even Greta noticed him. Greta!” Eddie frowned, remembering how she’d looked at Richie, like she was noticing him for the first time. Eddie had noticed him years ago! She had no right to notice him now that he had contacts. </p><p>“But who was Richie looking at?” Bev asked. </p><p>“Me.” Eddie admitted. “But that’s because I was telling him about the trains I saw over the weekend.” He  had started to watch the trains when he needed a break from his mom, much like Stan’s bird book he wrote down the different types he saw. “But he always asks about them.”</p><p>“Eddie, listen, I say this with love- no one likes hearing about your trains in great detail. Richie asks because he likes you, not the trains.”</p><p>He shook his head. He’d rambled the whole time he and Richie had walked, worried that if he stopped talking he would say something stupid about how good Richie looked. Why would Richie like him when he could have anyone now?</p><p>When Richie had shown up at Eddie’s house that morning to drive him to school he’d dropped his backpack- right on his foot. Once Eddie recovered he’d had to stop himself from staring at his friend. Richie hadn’t told anyone that he was getting contacts. He’d just shown up, looking <i>stunning</i>, his bright eyes no longer hidden under thick frames. Eddie had instantly had a panic attack. It had taken him several minutes to remember how to breath. Richie had rushed to him, grabbing his shoulders, and that hadn’t helped. It meant he’d been staring into those stupid blue eyes. </p><p>Eddie swallowed, realizing that Bev was waiting for him to say something. “Really?” He squeaked, not quite daring to believe her. </p><p>“Eddie you dumbass.” Bev said, sitting next to him on the bed. “Yes really, Richie totally likes you. Now, what are we going to do about it?” </p><hr><p>“You don’t get it Stan! I can see him now- all 5’6 of his gorgeousness is being beamed directly into my head!” Richie cried, dramatically falling onto Stan’s bed. “I never had a chance with him. How has he not been swept off his feet already? He’s a pocket sized Greek god. Especially with those thighs? Fuck!” He threw a hand over his head. “My life is over. There’s no way he won’t figure out how I feel now.”</p><p>Stan watched his antics, arms crossed. “Richie, shut up. It’s Eddie, he’s used to you being all over him. Nothing’s changed.”</p><p>“Everything’s changed!” Richie leapt up, shaking Stan’s shoulders. “Don’t you get it? I couldn’t stop staring at him this morning. He was rambling about his trains and I was staring at his perfect pores. Like some lecher. I can’t do this. I’m going back to glasses.”</p><p>“Don’t you dare.” Stan said, pointing a finger at him. “I did not spend an hour on the phone listening to you freak out about touching your eyes to have you go back to glasses right away.” </p><p>“But Stannnn,” He whined. “Even this morning, he was having a panic attack and all I could think about was smashing my lips to his until I sucked the anxiety out!” He thought back to this morning, to Eddie dropping his bag and then starting to hyperventilate. He had no idea what caused the attack but he had moved in 

immediately, grabbing Eddie and trying to help. Of course, that meant he was closer to those perfect lips and big brown eyes. Every part of Eddie was distracting, the only reason he hadn’t seen it before was because of his constantly scratched glasses. “I don’t know what I’m going to do! I have been bested by my one sided crush!”</p><p>Stan rolled his eyes, staring at Richie. “Richie you dumbass. Eddie likes you too.” He stepped back, out of Richie’s grip and looked at him straight on. “Now, what are we going to do about it?” 

</p>
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Question: What about stan uris 1 for the palette prompts
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="550" data-orig-width="450"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/8b6025b00a1c0f158f52a8d8bd95c170/tumblr_inline_prmny6SZSQ1sp069n_540.png" data-orig-height="550" data-orig-width="450"/></figure><p>OKAY THIS ONE WAS REALLY HARD I wasn’t sure how to go about it I’m sorry ;___;<br/></p>
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Question: *slams hands on table* let's get some head cannons about the losers in a poly relationship, how do they sleep at night 
Answer: <p>*slams hands on table back* I’VE GOTCHU! This turned into more than just their sleeping arrangements so I hope that’s okay :)</p><ul><li>Okay so these babies all love each other and want to share a bed but they all know that’s not possible</li><li>Especially since Richie kicks in his sleep</li><li>Bill talks in his sleep</li><li>And Beverly is the biggest blanket hog</li><li>So they all kinda trade off!</li><li>They all saved up and eventually purchessed 3 queen sized beds</li><li>Most nights they put two of the calmest sleepers in the same bed  (Stan, Ben, Eddie, and Mike)  </li><li>But The others don’t like the idea of assigned beds</li><li>So they always trade off</li><li>When Beverly, Richie, and Bill share a bed, it’s pure chaos </li><li>When they’re awake, Beverly will be painting her nails, and Bill will be drawing</li><li>Richie asks Bev to paint his nails, so of course she does</li><li>But he gets too impatient and does things while his nails are still wet </li><li>One night he leapt ontop of Bill and got nail polish all over Bill’s drawing</li><li>Richie felt really bad and Bill couldn’t stay mad but for so long</li><li>While they sleep Bill practically lays ontop of Richie and Beverly holds the two</li><li>But by the time they wake up, they’re sprawled out all over</li><li>When mike and Stan share a bed they usually just read and talk</li><li>Lights go out at a reasonable time</li><li>They seem to enjoy spooning the most (switching off who’s the little spoon cause, well, Mike is baby)</li><li>When Ben and Eddie share they love to just talk and talk</li><li>Ben is such a good listener so Eddie can always just vent about his day</li><li>They love to cuddle for a bit but then just lay by each other and look into each other’s eyes (that got real mushy real fast)</li><li>Bill LOVES! Sharing a bed with Mike cause of his big arms!</li><li>Bill is a toothpick and even though he’d never admit it, he loves being held in a vulnerable way</li><li>Bill when in a good mood will straddle his partner before bed and give them a couple of kisses to the face in between giggles </li><li>Eddie loves giving forehead kisses like his life depends on it </li><li>Beverly is a quick but passionate kiss to the lips before bed kinda gal</li><li>Ben will kiss their eyelids right as they’re about to fall asleep before pulling them colse to his chest</li><li>Mike doesn’t really have a preference, as long as he gets a goodnight kiss from all of them, he’ll be happy</li><li>Richie, depending on his mood, will usually make out with them playfully just to fluster them, but he’s also the one to whisper a sweet nothing right before a tender kiss goodnight </li><li>And Stanley loves kissing their cheeks, but he also wants a kiss to the lips</li><li>In other words, these lovelys just want someone to snuggle and kisses goodnight!! </li><li>They all love each other and make sure that each and every one of them knows it!</li></ul>
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Question: i don't know if you take requests, but whenever you get the chance may you please draw my sunshine boy stanley <3
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1200" data-orig-width="1200"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/ce78a65dcb29ebf81e4dc3d38d65375b/tumblr_inline_p4x8zg54ht1v1v11g_1280.jpg" data-orig-height="1200" data-orig-width="1200"/></figure><p>noodle boy 🍜☀️</p>
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Question: Do you mind writing unrequited/one-sided relationships when it comes to the losers because I haven’t been able to stop thinking of stanlon with one-sided hanbrough for the life of me, and I was wondering if you would write something about it whenever you had time.  And also, I love love your writing. Just wanted to put that out there
Answer: <p>So I took this to mean ‘Write something that truly expresses my annoyance and general dislike towards Bill’. Which may not have been what you wanted…</p>
<p>(Alsoooo sorry this took so long. I got this in like Sept/Oct. I had a plot right away but couldn’t think of an ending. so SORRY)</p>
<p>Rated T. Includes underage drinking and Bill being a dick. </p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16616990/chapters/41364131">Read Here on AO3 </a></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>Bill couldn’t stop watching them. His eyes stayed on the pair as they moved on the dance floor, Mike’s eyes lighting up at something Stan said, Stan’s hands curled on Mike’s shoulders.  He couldn’t tear his eyes away from the sight of them, so wrapped up in each other and utterly in love. It was like no one else existed as long as they were together. </p>
<p>	It was sickening and Bill hated it. He hated every second of it.</p>
<p>	He didn’t know why he had agreed to go to prom. It was a terrible idea. Things had been awkward among the losers since the thing they’d quietly dubbed The Incident. The incident being him drunkenly showing up at Mike’s doorstep with wilted flowers and demanded to see Mike. When they were alone in Mike’s room he had confessed his feelings, explaining that he’d liked Mike for years, since before he even fully known that he’d like boys he’d known that he felt something more for Mike. It had taken him years to put words to his feelings. He had just known that he’d do anything to see Mike smile and that he always wanted to be close to Mike, finding ways to hold his hand or sleep by him at their sleepovers. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/182324735812/do-you-mind-writing-unrequitedone-sided" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: stanlon, fanfic

Post id: 185637372488
Date: 2019-06-16 19:35:00 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/185637372488/richie-in-69-for-the-prompt-thing
Slug: richie-in-69-for-the-prompt-thing
Reblog key: mcH7xrq5
Reblog url: https://whatidoisxsecret.tumblr.com/post/184968812702/richie-in-69-for-the-prompt-thing
Reblog name: whatidoisxsecret
Question: Richie in 69 for the prompt thing
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="450" data-orig-height="600" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/a36e2d35ace14009ca2bfe6f522d6daa/tumblr_inline_prpnmb4VMr1sp069n_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="450" data-orig-height="600"/></figure><p>The last one that was straggling! Sorry it took two days! Thank you everyone who sent one in. :)<br/></p>
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Question: Reddie? With a messy declaration? Please?
Answer: <p>“It’s too late Bev, he’s getting married in-” Richie glanced at the clock, “45 minutes. I lost my shot.” </p>
<p>Bev tsked at him, shaking her head. “You never lost your shot, you just never took it. He spent all of his bachelor party on your lap. Don’t you think that means something?”</p>
<p>“That he only likes me when he’s drunk?” He asked sadly. </p>
<p>She smacked his shoulder. “That you’re the one he wants when he stops thinking about it.” She pursed her lips. “None of us like Myra. I don’t think Eddie even likes her. Even if he doesn’t want you he doesn’t deserve to be stuck with her.” </p>
<p>Richie groaned, letting his head fall into his hands. “I have to say something don’t I?” </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/184964555322/reddie-with-a-messy-declaration-please" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: you can make a graph about what losers would do during the wedding (like ben would cry about 30% of the ceremony, something like that) :)
Answer: <p>OMG he absolutely would!! This won’t have explanations, but they’re seven pie charts, so I’d say it’s even? Here ya go ;)</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="968" data-orig-width="600"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/5357e6891eba87764b7f624c19f04a56/tumblr_pl74oph9Vz1vmiixx_1280.png" data-orig-height="968" data-orig-width="600"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="968" data-orig-width="600"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/49c11bf6fe5c55f490284e513c1c5f79/tumblr_pl74shZvaQ1vmiixx_1280.png" data-orig-height="968" data-orig-width="600"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="968" data-orig-width="600"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/99250995b652565f702c63a529881eaa/tumblr_pl74w9g47i1vmiixx_1280.png" data-orig-height="968" data-orig-width="600"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="968" data-orig-width="600"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/3e9a31710d746eaaff943649fc405559/tumblr_pl74zpHfp61vmiixx_1280.png" data-orig-height="968" data-orig-width="600"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="968" data-orig-width="600"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/9b169a188eaf8ff2aae6e756ae9d205d/tumblr_pl754q7Qwr1vmiixx_1280.png" data-orig-height="968" data-orig-width="600"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="968" data-orig-width="600"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/8207c2c35c2993cf49d435b57a7e8b17/tumblr_pl75e1OyjG1vmiixx_1280.png" data-orig-height="968" data-orig-width="600"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="968" data-orig-width="600"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/e97afa9dabd9a463552d34d937364ebf/tumblr_pl8m29Nmgu1vmiixx_540.png" data-orig-height="968" data-orig-width="600"/></figure>
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Question: Stanlon in 66? or just Mike :)) in 66 
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="550" data-orig-width="450"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/01066f8732675e54aab3a696ad5fd34f/tumblr_inline_prmpkz5zUD1sp069n_540.png" data-orig-height="550" data-orig-width="450"/></figure><p>I have this obsession with shirtless farmhand Mike. I know he’s a librarian when he grows up, but LET ME DREAM.<br/></p>
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Question: richie in 56 and/or eddie in 89?
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="550" data-orig-width="450"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/b876e12486d47640e9f9876b3d26d3b2/tumblr_inline_prmly5i6Gv1sp069n_540.png" data-orig-height="550" data-orig-width="450"/></figure><p>I don’t know if there are rules againt blending, so I just did flat colors! I went with the Eddie prompt &lt;3<br/></p>
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Question: random request but Stan and Richie being best friends and one night stan has too much wine and confesses his love to richie over texts and drunk him probably sent him a nude :)
Answer: <p><b><i>Right</i></b> I’ve been waiting for the right moment to do this and I am in a big fat soft stozier mood so let’s go:</p><p>- Stan doesn’t get drunk often, however he does have a glass of wine at dinner every night because he’s a fancy bitch and ròse is his favourite </p><p>- This one night however he and Beverly (its canon that Stan and Bev get an apartment together, I don’t make the rules I just enforce them) have a bit more wine at dinner than usual because it’s Friday and they have the weekend off so why not?</p><p>- Anyway they’re sitting there chilling, one bottle in, and Stan starts babbling, he rants when he’s drunk which is out of character because usually he’s quiet, and he starts ranting about Richie and Bev sits up straight when he just blurts out ‘and like I’ve been in love with him for like ten years an-‘</p><p>- Stan nearly spits his wine out like 2 minutes later because he realised what he said and stares at Bev before saying ‘I need to tell him oh my god Bev where’s my phone’</p><p>- Reluctantly Bev gives him his phone and the conversation goes a lil something like this:</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1049" data-orig-width="828"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/20b0f796c1eed95b20007756421d04f9/tumblr_pop51qvqF91smdxun_540.jpg" data-orig-height="1049" data-orig-width="828"/></figure><p>- And that’s when Richie gets a photo at 3 am of Stan naked, shirt off and erect dick in hand, in his living room with Bev screeching at him in the corner to ‘go the fuck to bed you drunk ass bitch’</p><p>- The next morning Stan wakes up in his bed with a headache so bad he feels like someone is kicking his brain around and he just lies there awaiting death</p><p>- Instead Richie walks in with a glass of ice water and a painkiller with a massive fucking grin on his face</p><p>- ‘good morning champ, how’s my big man doing?’</p><p>- ‘I will tear you limb from limb’</p><p>- Richie sits at the edge of the bed after giving Stan the water and aspirin and stares at him for a while and Stan is like ‘the fuck dude say something you’re never this quiet’ and Richie just goes ‘I saw your dick last night’ </p><p>- And Stan wonders if he’s being punished by a higher being</p><p>- ‘excuse me you’ve seen what?’</p><p>- ‘your dick, ya know. Schlong, meat snake, cock, one eyed monster, the-‘</p><p>- Stan almost kicks him off the bed</p><p>- Richie explains what happened and Stan basically curls up into the duvet and dies of embarrassment but Richie being Richie doesn’t let shit go and says to come out so they can talk but Stan is not fucking having that so he stays under the covers</p><p>- Richie has to clamber under the covers and lie across from Stan to actually talk to him and he looks him in the eye the entire time </p><p>- ‘dude, I love you too, you couldn’t tell me that sober? I’ve been hinting at it since middle school’</p><p>- and Stan goes really quiet and nervous, another out of character moment for him, and he sort of looks scared too and Richie’s heart breaks because this isn’t how he wanted things to go and maybe Stan didn’t mean it???</p><p>- but then Stan slowly reaches his hand out to stroke Richie’s hair and he melts under his touch</p><p>- ‘do you really love me back?’</p><p>- and Richie just surges forward and kisses him</p><p>- ‘I loved you when you had to repeat second grade, and I’ll love you when you send me drunk dick pics’</p><p>- ‘so, forever?’</p><p>- ‘duh’</p>
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Question: 81 & stanlon!
Answer: <p>“<b>It’s
cold. You should take my jacket</b>.” Xo</p><p>*</p><p>Bill was
almost asleep by the fire, hunched over on the log with his chin in his hand
and his eyes gazing sleepily into the flames. At his side, Stan nudged his
elbow into Bill’s arm, startling him. “Bill, go to bed already. You’re
about to fall asleep,” Stan said.</p><p>“It’s
okay, Stan, I can stay awake,” Bill shook his head and blinked a few
times. And then, he yawned, a great big sleepy yawn and he smacked his lips
together.</p><p>“Bill,
you can go inside and sleep in my bed,” Mike told him.</p><p>Bill blinked
a couple of times, his chin back in his hand. He turned his head and looked
with sleepy eyes at Mike. “It’s okay with your mom if I go inside?”</p><p>Mike nodded.
“Yeah, it’s fine. She always leaves the door unlocked if we need to come
in. We’ll see you in the morning for breakfast.”</p><p>“Okay,
that sounds good,” Bill straightened up and stretched his back. He grabbed
his blanket and shuffled off towards the house. “Goodnight, guys.”</p><p>“Goodnight,”
Stan and Mike called after him.</p><p>When Bill has
disappeared into the back door of the house, Stan slid down onto the ground
from the log to get closer to the fire. “You didn’t want to share our tent
with Bill tonight?”</p><p>“I thought
it would be kind of weird to wake up holding you and find out that he’s
spooning me. Probably with morning wood,” Mike said as he slid down next
to Stan.</p><p>After a long
harsh winter, the Losers Club was very eager to have their Saturday night camp
outs back. They pitched tents and set up a fire, brought blankets and food,
played cards and  — somewhat discreetly — smoked cigarettes and talked and
laughed until their yawns took over the conversations. While they could have
gone into the woods somewhere, they preferred to set up their camp on the
Hanlon’s property. They had access to the indoor bathroom, a place to sleep in
bad surprise weather, and Mrs. Hanlon’s breakfast in the morning.</p><p>There were
three tents and three log benches placed around a campfire — one for Ben and
Beverly, another for Richie and Eddie, and the third was now waiting for Mike
and Stan.</p><p>The evening
had cooled down after a comfortably warm spring day. And even with a crackling
hot campfire, they all knew to dress warmly. They had shown up in jeans and
sweatshirts with sneakers. Stan had on this thick grey hoodie with their high
school name and mascot face — a bright orange tiger — on the front. Mike was
fond of the sweatshirt because he had helped Stan pick it out.</p><p>But even so,
Mike saw Stan give a little shiver and he chuckled. “Are you cold now?
We’re sitting in front of the fire.”</p><p>Stan let out
a sigh, pretending to be annoyed. “Well, I’m <i>sorry </i>that I don’t
have this nice fit body to keep myself warm like someone else here does —
”</p><p>“Yeah, I
am kind of fit, aren’t I?” Mike stretched out his arm before Stan and
flexed it inside his jacket sleeve.</p><p>“ — some
of us are just <i>string beans</i>,” Stan continued.</p><p>“Hey,
there’s nothing string bean about you,” Mike told him. “You play
baseball, you pitch. Your arms have been developing.”</p><p>“If you
say so.”</p><p>Mike smiled.
“But really, are you cold? We’ve got a ton of blankets out here. If you’re
tired, we can put the fire out and go in the tent. Or I’ll go kick Bill out of
my room and we can go sleep in my bed, make him sleep in the tent.”</p><p>Stan laughed
and shook his head. “No, I’m okay. It’s not that bad. I have a long
sleeved shirt and my sweatshirt.”</p><p>Mike just
gave him a look as if he didn’t believe Stan, then reached to his collar to
open the snaps all the way down his chest and he shrugged out of his jacket. It
was the one that his mother had gotten for him right after Mike joined the team
in high school. It had a soft black fabric for the front and back, orange
leather sleeves, and the collar, wrists, and waist were black and orange
striped. And in orange across the back was HANLON and his number right in the
center.</p><p>Stan tried to
protest when he saw Mike begin to open the jacket. “Mike, I can’t take
your jacket. You’ll be cold too.”</p><p>“It’s
okay. I have my dad’s jacket out here to wear,” Mike said. He reached to
his side and grabbed the other jacket by the extra blankets he had brought out
from the closet. It was plaid printed, wool lined, and a bit worn from being
older with his father’s name stitched in the collar. “<b>It’s cold. You
should take my jacket</b>.”</p><p>With a sigh, Stan
accepted the jacket from Mike. He slid it on and closed the snaps up the front,
all the way up to the collar. Stan looked to his sweetheart and smiled at him.
“Thank you, Mike.”</p><p>“Of course.
Anything for you.”</p><p>“You
know, I was just trying to act like I was cold so you’d just put your arms
around me and we could cuddle in front of the fire, because that’s
romantic.”</p><p>“Oh,
that’s all you had to say. I can cuddle you if you are <i>really</i> as cold as
you say,” Mike agreed. He put one arm around Stan’s shoulders and the
other over Stan’s stomach to pull his boyfriend nice and snug up against him.
Stan curled into Mike easily and tilted his head up to give him a kiss  —</p><p>Just as
Mike’s belly rumbled between them.</p><p>Surprised,
Stan pulled back from Mike and looked down between then. He then grinned at
Mike and began to tease him. “What was <i>that</i>? Are you really still
hungry? You ate a whole pack of hot dogs to yourself! How do you even have room
for more?”</p><p>Mike laughed.
“I have no idea! So much for a romantic moment then.”</p><p>Stan reached
for the fire cooker stick. “What’s more romantic than cooking dinner for
your sweetheart? Do you want another hot dog, or a marshmallow?”</p><p>“Actually
I think I want both.”</p><p>“Ugh!
See, that’s gross. I can’t believe Richie got you eating that!” Stan
groaned.</p><p>But he did
make a hot dog marshmallow combo for Mike anyway, tried not to gag as Mike
covered it in mustard, and Stan did not complain one bit when Mike gave him a
sticky marshmallow kiss afterwards.</p>
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Question: Reddie * 3 & 18 🥰😘
Answer: <p>

<b>Fake Dating &amp;  Love Confession</b>

<br/></p>
<p>“Eds? Oh Edddsss darlllinnggg,” Richie called out, looking around the dark house. “I know you’re hommeee.” He scaled the stairs, still searching for Eddie. He forgot how big the house they shared with the other losers was. It wasn’t often that he had to climb the stairs or go down to the basement but Eddie wasn’t in his room so Richie was forced to search all over.</p>
<p>“Where the hell is he?” He asked himself, standing in the kitchen, hands on hips. He’d looked all over for the other man but he wasn’t anywhere inside the house.  He snapped his fingers, realizing exactly where he was, and went outside. There Eddie was, lying in the bottom of their empty pool, staring up at the stars.</p>
<p>“I’ve been looking for you.” Richie told him, climbing down the wall and laying next to him. </p>
<p>“I heard.” Eddie said, not looking at him. “Your yodeling reached out here.”</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/184907209757/reddie-3-18" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: What supernatural creatures would you make each of the Losers? 
Answer: <p>Mike Hanlon- Witch. He’s clued into all the lore about everything and I hc mike as just knowing weird, random facts. In a supernatural creature au that translates to him knowing spells and remedies and curses. He’d be the supreme witch. He has a badass crystal collection and his familiar is mr chips. </p><p>Stan Uris- Siren. Idk man something about Stan. He’s the perfect, put together person on the outside and that can attract the wrong sort of people. He can destroy you based on what he knows about you. Lures you in and drags you down. Powerful. Also stan w/ like green and blue scales?? Beautiful, perfect, I owe him my life. </p><p>Richie Tozier- Werewolf. I mean it’s right there in the book but like truthfully, that is the perfect metaphor for Richie. He’s got a whole secret identity under all that richieness. Lycanthropy is also often associated with the fear of the self (I.e. Remus Lupin from The Harry Potter series), which is veryyyyyy Richie.   </p><p> Ben Hanscom- Centaur. These guys are often seen with harps and are kind of artsy types as along as you don’t piss them off. Soft in some places, tough in others. Will kick you if you mess with his monster gang. </p><p>Beverly Marsh-Phoenix. She rises from the ashes y’all. Besides the “winter fire” thing, I really think the Phoenix is so Bev. Burned time and time again, she always rises. And Bev with sparkly red/orange wings?? Sign me tf up fam. </p><p>Bill Denbrough- Death/ghost spiritual guide. Bill would be who you meet to take you to the afterlife. He has a calming, gentle presence. He takes special care of those who went before their time, especially little kids. He’s a leader and assures people who have recently passed that everything will be alright. </p><p>Eddie Kaspbrak- Angel. Before y’all come at me side ways, let me explain. Eddie is a nervous, clean kid by nature/the way he was raised. Angel!Eddie is brought up in a morally strict and structed system of angels but once he starts questioning authority, he learns that most of the practices and how people are judged aren’t fair or right. He rebels and gets people to their rightful place even if the archangels threaten him. He takes power into his own angelic hands. Very chaotic good, very badass. Just picture punk!eddie with huge, white wings. That’s ya boi. </p>
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Question: can I ask for some benverly please?
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1776" data-orig-width="1300"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/2bd2f9350d9a2d0b0ebe61c64993dbf8/tumblr_inline_pc0iix1uuB1tt09qc_540.jpg" data-orig-height="1776" data-orig-width="1300"/></figure><p>MY👏HEART👏BURNS👏THERE👏TOO👏</p>
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Question: draw stan the man!!
Answer: <p>Quick Stan doodle💕</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1037" data-orig-width="750"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/d9a9a5b8b1b6d6d51120b69926521b19/tumblr_prisgmetUa1ugs59a_540.jpg" data-orig-height="1037" data-orig-width="750"/></figure>
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Question: “Spread your legs. I want to feel how turned on I made you.”  + Stanlon
Answer: <p>It began as a typical Friday night but was quickly shaping up to be anything but. So far it consisted of their usual dinner out at their favorite restaurant and them fro-yo at the place down the street. As always, they held hands the entire walk home; the restaurant wasn’t too far from their house and the couple found they enjoyed the extra time they spent together walking instead of driving, especially when the temperatures started to warm up. Everything fell under their usual Friday night plans.<b><br/></b></p>
<p>Though for some reason, Mike spent the entire evening all over Stan; hand on his lower back after holding the door open, leaning over in their booth to whisper sweet affections in his ear, even pulling him aside after they left the restaurant to make out. While this wasn’t necessarily unusual behavior for Mike, the degree in which he exhibited it felt more dialed up than normal. </p>
<p>By the time they returned home, Stan found himself more than a little curious and, within steps of entering their home, blurted out the words, “What’s going on with you tonight?”</p>
<p>Mike frowned, mostly out of confusion as he helped Stan off with his jacket before shrugging off his own. “What do you mean?”</p>
<p>“You just seemed a little extra affectionate,” Stan replied, a smile gracing his lips as he brushed his fingers against Mike’s cheek. “Not that you aren’t usually, but you just…seem a little extra lovey dovey tonight.”</p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/184900474660/spread-your-legs-i-want-to-feel-how-turned-on-i" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: If ur still doing the smut prompts, could u PLEAAASE do "try to stay quiet for me"? I would... DIE. Also, dealers choice on the couple ;) xoxoxo
Answer: <p>This is a great prompt. I went with Stanlon. NSFW (obvs)</p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>Stan knew that going to a different college than Mike would be difficult. They were half way across the country from each other, him in Georgia and Mike in Maine. He knew that it would suck to go from seeing his boyfriend every day to only once every few months and that phone calls would never feel like enough. He was prepared for all that. </p>
<p>What he didn’t expect was that the first time Mike came to visit him that he’d actually want to go to the stupid party that had Stan suggested. He thought that Mike would want to spend the weekend in his dorm, making up for lost time. He’d only suggested the party so he didn’t look desperate.</p>
<p>Except that he was, he was incredibly desperate. <br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/184897916987/if-ur-still-doing-the-smut-prompts-could-u" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Hanzier?                                                                     30.  “So, why did I have to punch that guy?”
Answer: <p>this is a shorter one I apologise!</p>
<p><b>30. ‘So, why did I have to punch that guy?’</b></p>
<p>Mike’s heart was hammering in his chest as Bill squared up to the drunk guy. He had no idea how they had even gotten into this situation; the guy seemed to randomly pick them from a crowd and march over, saying that Mike had spilt his drink over him earlier that night. Mike hadn’t done that, obviously. Not only would he have apologised the moment it happened but he had only had shots at the bar with Bill, Beverly and Eddie. </p>
<p>And now, Bill had come to his rescue but was at risk of getting knocked out. The guy was huge, almost 6′5, muscly and covered in tattoos. He had a mean look on his face as he tried to side step Bill to get to Mike, but Bill wasn’t having it. </p> <p><a href="https://toziertrashmouth.tumblr.com/post/184893674349/hanzier" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Catagory A: #2. Next Door Neighbors and #30 for catagory B; Hanzier?  
Answer: <p><b>Next Door Neighbors + Suddenly Flustered</b> <b>Because of a Particular Outfit</b> from <a href="https://reddie4thesinbin.tumblr.com/post/184750350344/trope-combo-list-1">this prompt list</a></p><hr><p>Richie Tozier had twig arms; this was just a fact. You don’t grow into a beanpole and not have the appendages to match. Richie had accepted long ago that he was just going to be a lanky, kinda awkward looking guy. He’d made peace with it, especially when he realized that girls kinda have a thing for guys over six feet.</p><p>However, what he couldn’t accept was that he was no longer able to pick up his 5 year old cousin, who’s favorite place to be was alongside Richie. The last time he’d visited her, he’d tried to lift her up into the air to play airplane, and had nearly dropped her in the process. He decided in that moment that he’d start working out.</p><p>Which brought him to the present day, trudging down the hall of his apartment building that led to the gym. When he’d applied for the apartment, its gym wasn’t one of the selling points Richie had focused on. Now, however, he was glad he didn’t have to waste money on a gym membership he’d probably forget about in a month.</p><p>He pulled the large double doors open to find a seemingly empty room, smaller than he’d expected but still generously packed with equipment. As he entered, he heard the faint sounds of clanking metal and heavy breathing. The only kind of heavy breathing Richie was used to hearing was after sex, or when he had to run to catch a bus and his lungs threatened to give out.</p><p>This breathing was calculated though, gruff, if breathing could even be such a thing. Richie followed it to the back of the gym, turning a corner to find himself right next to the man in question.</p><p>Surprising to Richie, he actually knew the guy. He was Richie’s next door neighbor, renting the apartment directly to the left of Richie’s. The man had always been a great neighbor; he never played his music too loud, or had late nights where he talked loudly with his friends. He always smiled kindly at Richie when they passed by one another, or gave him a curt nod on the mornings when they were both leaving for work at the same time, bleary eyed and still half asleep.</p><p>He looked different this time though, his usual business appropriate attire switched out for gym clothes. He wore a pair of nylon black shorts, tiny enough to show off the curves of his defined thigh muscles. Richie allowed himself a moment to appreciate them before moving higher. On his top he was wearing a low scooping tank top, the arms and neckline of which seemed to be stretched purposefully wide to bring attention to his toned torso and muscled arms, which were lifting barbels bigger than Richie’s head. The view was a dream, and it left Richie more flustered than he’d like to admit.</p><p>“Uh… hi?” He heard a deep voice say.<br/></p><p>Richie snapped out of his trance, suddenly very aware of how creepy he looked standing in a near-empty gym, staring at the only other guy there.</p><p>“Hi! Uh- I’m neighbor, your Richie! I mean, Richie, your neighbor. Unless you want me to be your Richie, in which case, please give me the dignity of trying this again.”<br/></p><p>There was a pregnant pause between Richie’s rambles ending and the man reacting, but once he did Richie let out a relieved sigh.</p><p>The man’s laughter was warm, unrestrained and all encompassing. It made Richie feel like he might melt into the floor.</p><p>“Yeah, I recall that face of yours greeting me on early mornings.” Mike responded.<br/></p><p>“Yeah, that’s me! That’s my face!” Richie said excitedly. “I, haven’t actually seen you around the last few months. It seemed like we had almost the same schedule for a while.”<br/></p><p>“Yeah,” the man started hesitantly, lowering his barbels to the floor. “Uh, I got fired actually.” He chuckled awkwardly, lifting a hand to the back of his neck and rubbing it.<br/></p><p>“Fuck, oh wow I’m so sorry. I have a tendency of putting my foot in my mouth, but it usually doesn’t happen this early in conversation.” Richie tried to apologize, the awkwardness seeping into his own tone.<br/></p><p>“No, it’s okay, really. The place I was working wasn’t really my scene anyway. Too many stuffy business men that cringe at the mere mention of ____. Not exactly the ideal place for a gay black man to spend his adult life. Besides, I’ve got a better gig now, I’m DJing part-time at a friend’s club.”<br/></p><p>Richie’s eyes lit up. Okay, so this guy was openly gay, confident enough to mention it to a near stranger, <i>and</i> he was a DJ. Richie was swooning so hard he thought he might fall over.</p><p>“Wow, shit, I’m going into detail about my job history and I haven’t even officially introduced myself. I’m so sorry- I’m Mike.” Mike extended a hand, a kind smile gracing his lips.<br/></p><p>When Richie shook his hand he wasn’t able to miss the stir in his stomach.</p><p>“By the way, have I ever thanked you for being such a considerate neighbor? I mean, I’ve lived in a lot of places and there’s usually at least one thing you can find to hate your neighbors for. You’re always so quiet, it’s like I live next to a ghost sometimes.” Richie was scraping the bottom of the barrel for topics to talk about, but now that he had Mike actually conversing with him, he couldn’t let it stop.<br/></p><p>“Trust me, I’ve also had my fair share of terrible neighbors, that’s why I try to not be one. I’m glad to hear I’m doing a good job.” Mike chuckled.<br/></p><p>Richie looked down, suddenly rethinking every time he’d ever possibly been loud in his apartment. Was he one of the bad neighbors? Was <i>he</i> part of the fair share?</p><p>“Don’t worry, you’re pretty considerate too.” Mike commented, sensing Richie’s panic. “The only time I ever hear you is when you’re playing Cher in the morning, and I can’t even be mad at it because I <i>do</i> believe in life after love.”<br/></p><p>Richie’s face faded into embarrassment, only quelled by the smile Mike was giving him.</p><p>“And with <i>that </i>mortification, I should probably let you get back to your workout…” Richie gestured towards Mike’s abandoned barbells.<br/></p><p>“I’m never bothered by a cute guy interrupting my workout.” Mike responded smoothly.<br/></p><p>Richie felt like everything inside him stopped all at once, a stall in the system for only a moment, but long enough to make his heart skip. He sputtered for a response before Mike too over.</p><p>“Not to assume you’re into guys, but I’ve got to shoot my shot here. Would you let me take you out sometime?”<br/></p><p>Richie malfunction, completely and totally shutting down. Without another word he turned on his feet and fled the room, running the entire 14 flights of stairs to his apartment for fear that if he stopped for even a moment, Mike would be right behind him.</p><p>He slammed his apartment door closed, locking it for good measure and sinking to the ground before erupting into a breathless fit of giggles.</p><p>Once he calmed down, he allowed himself to think up a plan. Running away after someone asked you out probably didn’t send the best message, but he’d been overwhelmed, okay? Now it was time for damage control… and hopefully time to secure a date.</p><p>He paced around his apartment all night, too hyped up from the butterflies of a new crush to notice the hours trickling away. It wasn’t until he heard music filtering through the walls that he looked to the clock on his dresser.</p><p>It was 5:45am, and the familiar sound of Cher’s ‘Believe’ was coming from Mike’s apartment.</p><p>His excitement grew tenfold as he grabbed the note he’d written at some point during the night, and exited his apartment. He walked the few steps over to Mike’s door and slipped the note underneath, knocking on the wood quickly before sprinting back into his own apartment.</p><p>The music stopped along with Richie’s heart, and he waited a few agonizing minutes before his cellphone chirped.</p><p>He opened the text from an unknown number, reading it over three times before throwing his phone to his couch and yelling triumphantly, admittedly much too loudly for 6:00am.</p><p>After he’d gotten it out of his system he walked back over to the couch, curling up on the cushions and reading the text over and over again until he fell asleep.</p><p><b>Pick you up at 7:00. :)      - Mike</b><br/></p>
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Question: *boops Eddie on nose*
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="550" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/2052f6113850c34fdff88a04aa9c3c1b/tumblr_inline_prgsk1gxdD1w2kar8_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="550"/></figure><p>You sound like a cat.</p><p>-Eddie</p>
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Question: Bakery + 25 + stanlon?
Answer: <p><b>Bakery AU + Accidental Sexual Tension</b> from <a href="https://reddie4thesinbin.tumblr.com/post/184750350344/trope-combo-list-1">this prompt list</a><br/>(CW: very mild mention of alcohol)</p><hr><p>When Mike had suggested they open a bakery together, Stanley had seen no drawbacks to the idea. They’d been best friends for nearly a decade, had gone to culinary school together and roomed in the college dorms with one another; Running a shop together seemed like a logical next step.</p><p>What Stan hadn’t taken into consideration, however, was that working in close quarters late into the night and early each morning would leave room for suppressed feelings to resurface.</p><p>Stan had had a crush on his best friend for years. It had always been there, simmering in the back of his mind. Who <i>wouldn’t</i> have a crush on Mike? Though, he’d decided early on that nothing would happen between them, not wanting to jeopardize their friendship.</p><p>It had been easier to ignore his feelings when they were in college. There’d been no shortage of attractive people to distract himself with, and his studies took up most of his brain power anyway.</p><p>But those simmering feelings always seem to find a way to show themselves, and these particular ones came to a head a month into their new lives as business partners.</p><p>They’d found a little shop to rent just off the edge of one of the busiest streets in the city. They’d renovated it pretty quickly thanks to their friend Ben who was a licensed architect, and his wife Beverly, an interior designer. Together, and with the help of a small team, their shop had been ready within two weeks.</p><p>The first couple weeks after the opening were too hectic to even get a moment to breathe. Mike and Stan were often up all hours of the night baking things for the next day. But as the buzz of the new bakery settled down, so did the flood of customers, and therefore so did Mike and Stan.</p><p>It was a Saturday evening in mid July as Stan was closing up shop that he heard the telltale sound of a cork popping in the other room. He wandered into the back to see Mike standing in the middle of their kitchen, champagne in one hand and champagne flutes in the other, a grin plastered to his face.</p><p>“HAPPY ONE MONTH OF BUSINESS!” Mike cheered, grabbing Stan and pulling him into a sloppy hug, the champagne bottle and glasses clanking behind Stan’s back.<br/></p><p>Stan relaxed into Mike’s hold, delighting in the momentary warmth and sweet cinnamon smell that Mike always emanated.</p><p>“You too, Mikey.” Stan murmured happily.<br/></p><p>The hug ended too soon and Stan had to school his features not to show his disappointment. He watched as Mike poured them each a little champagne and then walked over to one of their fridges.</p><p>A tray Stan didn’t recognize was pulled out, dollops of chocolate scattered across the surface.</p><p>“What’s that?” Stan asked, walking towards the counter where Mike placed the mysterious treats.<br/></p><p>“I wanted to make us something special to celebrate, so I tried a new recipe. They’re chocolate caramel crème brûlée

 truffles.”<br/></p><p>Stan could feel himself already salivating, always eager to eat anything Mike made. If Stan was a master at baking, Mike was a God.</p><p>Mike picked up one of the truffles and brought it to Stan’s lips, unaware of the intimacy of his action. Stan’s face flushed as he took a bite, his lips grazing Mike’s fingers in the process. As Stan chewed, Mike popped the other half of the truffle into his mouth, making a sinfully loud groan in appreciation.</p><p>“Okay, I did good.” Mike boasted.<br/></p><p>“You <i>always</i> do good.” Stan responded, catching Mike’s eye and trying to convey sincerity. Mike’s eyes sparkled as he returned the smile Stan was holding, and the sight of warm brown skin curling around pearly whites made Stan’s breath catch.<br/></p><p>“I know what these need.” Stan tore his eyes away and walked over to the fridge, rummaging around before he pulled out a batch of left over whip cream from earlier.<br/></p><p>Mike chuckled as Stan carried the bowl back over.</p><p>“Why am I not surprised. You put whip cream on everything. If I offered you a hot dog right now, you’d use whip cream instead of condiments.”<br/></p><p>“Please, I have standards, Mike.” Stan defended before rolling one of the chocolate truffles around in the bowl until it was coated in enough whip cream to drown a small child.<br/></p><p>Stan popped it into his mouth with glee, chewing happily and letting his eyes slide shut as he indulged in the blend of flavors.</p><p>Mike watched Stan, taking a small sip of his champagne and letting his thoughts wander. Over the past year Mike had taken quite the interest in Stan. It’s not that he hadn’t noticed him before; he’d always thought that Stan was attractive, he’d just been too preoccupied with other things (and other people) to seriously consider his friend as a romantic option.</p><p>Since they’d graduated and moved in together, however, Mike had found himself entertaining the idea more and more. Opening the bakery together had been the cherry on-top; If this was what their life could look like together, why not take a leap of faith.</p><p>As Stan reached for another truffle, the likes of which had already began melting from the heat of their recently used ovens, Mike noticed a smidgen of whip cream on Stan’s cheek. Without thinking it over, he reached out, thumbing at the spot and bringing the finger to Stan’s lips to suck clean.</p><p>Stan froze, his face melting into a crimson palette. Mike realized too late the tension his move had created, the energy already palpating between them. Mike was quick to pull his hand back, an apology blooming on his tongue until he felt Stan’s grip hold him still.</p><p>Stan kept his eyes locked with Mike’s as he leaned forward, closing the space between his mouth and Mike’s receding hand. He took Mike’s thumb into his mouth, plush pink lips molding around the digit, soft tongue coming to wrap around the tip. It all happened within seconds, but to Mike it felt like it stretched on for a lifetime.</p><p>Was he imagining the sensuality of Stan’s movements, or was Stan really trying to put on a show? Could the exhaustion of the day’s work be playing with his mind?</p><p>Mike had always considered himself to be quite level-headed, but at that moment his head had flown up into the clouds.</p><p>And if anyone asked, that’s what he’d blame his next actions on.</p><p>Mike reached a hand around Stan’s back, swiftly pulling him up against his chest. He pulled his thumb out of Stan’s mouth, dragging it down his bottom lip and following the movement with his gaze. When he looked back up into Stan’s eyes, he saw hesitant fire illuminating amber, the flames of which were just beginning to lick at Mike’s reserve.</p><p>They stood like that for a few beats, each waiting to see who would move first, letting the tension build and become insufferable.</p><p>They ended up moving at the same time, their mouths clashing together. They were quick to get messy, desperate, open mouthed kisses with battling tongues. Both of their minds were swimming through molasses, trying to piece things together but getting lost in the feeling of one another.</p><p>From where their bodies were pressed together, Mike could feel Stan’s growing arousal. He wasted no time in dropping to his knees and beginning to unbutton Stan’s pants.</p><p>“Woah, Mike you- I- fuck.” Stan stuttered through his whiplash, the stakes rising so fast he had trouble keeping up. A minute ago they hadn’t even been kissing, and now Mike was staring up at him through those chestnut irises.<br/></p><p>“Is this okay?” Mike asked, the pause in movement giving room for his nerves to sprout.<br/></p><p>Stan nodded furiously, tripping over his own words as he blurted out a yes.</p><p>Mike laughed warmly, eyes crinkling at the corners as he reset his sight on the task at hand. With steady fingers he pulled Stan’s pants down along with his underwear, letting them sit around his hips just under his balls.</p><p>“Wow…” Mike murmured absentmindedly, appraising Stan’s half-hard cock.<br/></p><p>Stan blushed as Mike stared, fidgeting under his gaze.</p><p>Mike suddenly grinned wickedly, reaching forward with one hand and beginning to pump Stan’s length to full hardness, his other hand reaching up to the counter and grabbing one of the truffles.</p><p>Stan watched in confusion as Mike brought it to his cock, rubbing the melting chocolate along his shaft. It was an odd sensation, but not unpleasant. He watched as the sticky sweet substance coated his cock, making it look like a chocolate drizzled treat.</p><p>Then, with concentrated determination, Mike brought his lips to Stan’s tip. He began teasing his slit, collecting the salty pre-cum on his tongue before sinking down the length of Stan’s cock, gathering the light coating of chocolate on his way.</p><p>When he pulled off, Stan’s cock was clean, Mike’s tongue having been as thorough as possible. Mike looked back up at him through lidded eyes.</p><p>“Salted chocolate has always been one of my favorites.” He joked, winking.<br/></p><p>Stan let an incredulous laugh bubble up, the joke was just ludicrous enough to be funny, but it was also incredibly hot to think of himself as providing the salty tang to Mike’s sweetness.</p><p>It didn’t take long after that for Stan to cum down Mike’s throat, a lusty groan filling their kitchen. As Mike popped off, Stan’s knees started to buckle, sending him tumbling down on top of Mike.</p><p>Mike caught him with a surprised chuckle.</p><p>“You okay?” Mike tease, petting Stan’s hair back from his face before re-dressing him, tucking him back inside his pants.<br/></p><p>“Sorry, that was just… a lot.” Stan admitted, face flushed fluorescent pink.<br/></p><p>“Yeah, agreed… but <i>good</i> a lot, right?” Mike clarified, slight insecurity trickling into his tone.<br/></p><p>Stan’s heart bloomed. He leaned forward, capturing Mike’s lips in a much lighter, softer kiss than their exchanges before.</p><p>“Good. Definitely good.”<br/></p>
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Question: 3. things you said too quietly for hanzier?? (eddieo-spaghettio) 
Answer: <p><b>3. Things you said too quietly.</b></p><p>It was raining, Mike realised as he slowly trudged up the stairs towards his apartment. He could hear the pitter patter of raindrops against the tall windows running up the side of his apartment building, and he had noticed the dark grey clouds hanging over him as he was walking back from the museum. He smiled as he unlocked his front door. He loved the rain, it calmed him down more than anything else. </p><p>When he was alone, he liked to sit at his balcony window with a mug of hot cocoa, just like in the movies, and listen to one of his instrumental playlists. Sometimes he’d read, sometimes he’d watch a movie, sometimes he’d play with Snowball, his cat, and sometimes he’d just watch the outside world; New York City coming to life as it grew darker and darker with every passing minute. </p><p>But now he was dating Richie, he didn’t do any of that. Instead, they’d sit together and talk, kiss, read to each other. Anything they wanted. And Mike preferred that a lot more. </p><p>When Mike walked inside, he heard Richie’s hushed voice and nothing else. He frowned, quietly shutting the door so he wouldn’t alarm him, and set his messenger bag down near their pile of untidy shoes. They weren’t neatfreaks, that was for sure. Mike followed the sound of his boyfriends voice, trying to make out what he was saying, before he came to a stop outside their open bedroom door. </p><p>He peered inside, expecting to see Richie lying on the bed watching a movie or maybe talking to Snowball; Mike came home to find him doing this a lot. But instead, he caught sight of him sitting at the balcony window, staring out at the city, and talking on the phone. Still not wanting to disturb him, Mike stepped back a little and listened. He wasn’t an eavesdropper usually, but this time Mike just couldn’t resist being a little curious. Especially after hearing the word ‘ring’.</p><p>‘I know jack shit about jewellery, Ben.’ Richie hissed down the phone, and Mike frowned, wondering what he was on about. ‘Yeah, its emerald…I’m not that dumb, of course that’s his favourite! I live with him for…no…definitely not…this is not some random gift, dude, it’s an engagement ring!’ Mike’s heart stopped. Richie’s voice was still quiet, too quiet, as if he knew Mike was inside. But if he did know he would have hung up the phone for sure. ‘I’ve never bought anything like this for anyone, Ben…I really want to do this…yeah, more than anything.’ </p><p>It took another moment for Richie to say goodbye to Ben, and the second Mike got his breath back he heard Richie sighing. He took another peek round the door, just enough to see Richie looking down at Snowball with a small, soft smile.</p><p>‘You’re gonna get two dads, baby.’ He said fondly, scratching behind her ears and giggling at the meow she gave to him in return. ‘I just…need to get the right ring. Do you know anything about engagement rings?’ He whispered the last part, getting close to her face and mumbling it into her soft fur. </p><p>Tears sprung in Mike’s eyes, and he reached down to his jacket pocket, feeling the cube shaped lump that was resting at his waist. He smiled, pulling the velvet box out. </p><p>‘I know a thing or two about them.’ He said, stepping into view and holding the box flat out in his palm. Richie jumped, and Snowball hurried to Mike’s feet. Staring at him, and then the box, Richie slowly stood up. </p><p>‘Did you-‘</p><p>‘Yeah, I heard.’ Mike chuckled, a tear running down his cheek. He noticed Richie’s eyes getting wet, too. And he looked at the box in his hands, turning it over and inspecting it. ‘I think it’s the quietest I’ve ever heard you speak, though.’ </p><p>All Richie could do was grin, his heart hammering in his chest, and wait for Mike to get down onto one knee and open the box, exposing the bright blue sapphire ring. </p><p>‘Should I have asked Ben about your favourite gemstone too? Or did I hit the nail on the head?’ </p>
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Question: “I think I’m in love with you and I’m terrified.” forrr trashstack???
Answer: <p><i><b>“I think I’m in love with you and I’m terrified”</b></i></p><p>You got it ;)</p><p><br/></p><p>“Ben do you think I could fit my fist in my mouth if I tried hard enough?”</p><p>Ben rubbed his temples. He had first gotten this monster headache earlier in the day when Bill and Stan got into an argument right next to his ear. It has since progressed, becoming something akin to a migraine, but Ben wouldn’t know. </p><p>“I don’t know, Richie? Maybe?” At this point he knew it was best to just humor richie. It was a well known fact that Richie had absolutely no off switch and his volume dial had broken at approximately age two so there was really no hope for Ben’s poor head. But Richie was honestly a walking headache on his own. </p><p>“Oh, ok! Cool!” Richie then proceeded to shove his whole hand into his mouth, jaw straining, becoming taut around the whole fist stretching it open. Not that Ben was looking at Richie’s jaw, of course. No, that would be weird. Ben sighed. </p><p>Thinking back on their time spent together (something Ben did a lot. More than he would care to admit) he realized they had been spending exponentially more time together than they had been before this summer. On the first day, Richie had shown up at his house around noon and claimed they had spent “a criminally low amount of time together” and they wasted the day at the park, throwing seeds at birds claiming to be making Stan proud. That was around the time Ben developed embarrassing feelings for the embarrassing trashmouth. </p><p>“Hey, Ben?”</p><p>Richie’s voice was unusually quiet now. Ben was thankful for this but at the same time very afraid. A quiet Richie was never a good thing. Richie began to stammer his way through a sentence, not getting anywhere and certainly not making any sense to Ben. </p><p>“Hey, hey, Rich, what’s wrong?” Ben grabbed at Richie’s fidgeting hands. He noticed they were clammy at the palms and now very still in Ben’s gentle hold. “Take a deep breath, buddy.”</p><p>Richie did. It was a huge gulping thing. A dam seemed to have broken along the way because an avalanche of words poured out when he exhaled. </p><p>“IthinkI’minlovewithyouandI’mkindaterrified.”</p><p>Ben was pretty sure he now had a weird look on his face because Richie scrambled now. Jolted forward and blinked rapidly. He took another deep breath. ben had never seen him act this way about anything before. </p><p>“I think I’m in love with you and I’m terrified of ruining our friendship because I know this will make things weird between us.”</p><p>Oh. So that was it. </p><p>Now it was Ben’s turn to breath deeply. He leaned forward and pressed his lips to Richie’s. Sweat had begun to bead around Ben’s temples out of sheer nervousness. </p><p>Richie went very still. More still than when Ben had grabbed his hands. Slowly his eyes closed and he began to kiss back. </p><p>It wasn’t perfect by anyone’s normal standards. Their lips didn’t move right and Richie’s lips were chapped to an almost disgusting degree, but it was perfect for them and that was all they really cared about, anyway. </p>
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Question: I am a fool, I totally messed up on that list with the double 8's and 9's. To clarify, I meant #8 Bed Sharing and #17 Accidental Eavesdropping, for Kaspbrough or Reddie. :) 
Answer: <p>sorry i kinda went off w this one lol</p>
<p><br/></p>
<p><b> 8: Bed sharing</b></p>
<p><b>17. Accidental Eavesdropping, </b>for Reddie!</p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>“Okay, so Ben and I are sharing a bed, Bill, Stan and Mike are gonna share another—don’t know how that’s gonna work but you guys do you—so that leaves the last one for you guys, is that alright?” Bev looked at Richie and Eddie, smirking. The Losers were on their annual vacation at Bill’s parents’ lake house, and they had just now started thinking about sleeping arrangements. It hadn’t been an issue before; they usually just filled up the beds in the order they went to sleep. But in the past year, Ben and Beverly, along with Mike, Bill, and Stan, had managed to get together, leaving no room for argument in who would be taking the last bed. And that was an issue.</p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>It was an issue because, for the past six years, Richie had had a massive crush on Eddie, and Eddie didn’t know. </p>
<p><br/></p>
<p><br/></p> <p><a href="https://chaotickaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/184852903115/i-am-a-fool-i-totally-messed-up-on-that-list-with" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Hi Eds! You see that Shazam! Movie? Boy that kid who plays Freddy looks like someone but can’t place who, any ideas??
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="550" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/1eadee6954653c65484d9a6a6bd7618b/tumblr_inline_prfx17jgy91w2kar8_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="550"/></figure><p>I did see it! Does he look like me? I didn’t really notice. I was paying more attention to Billy honestly. But I did like Freddy’s attitude.</p><p>-Eddie</p>
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Question: what classes are you the best and the worst at in school (this is coming from someone who hates math with a passion)
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="550" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/c6f13a92ad7955fe2c9c157daab1558e/tumblr_inline_pr7o9cfeRS1w2kar8_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="550" data-orig-height="550"/></figure><p>I hate math too! I actually hate pretty much every subject. Academics aren’t my strong suit. I’m not dumb…I just don’t apply myself and I day dream through most of my classes.Gym is my favorite period.</p><p>-Eddie</p>
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Question: 1 + 19 for the kiss prompt for reddie ! 
Answer: <p><i>You got it! This is a sequel to <a href="https://reddieandgoodnight.tumblr.com/post/184775681468/tinyarmedtrex-heres-that-12-kissing-prompt-i">this</a>, though you don’t necessarily have to read that first (just know Eddie survives losing his arm in the fight with It and is with Richie now). Also, I’m letting the Losers keep their memories after the battle with It. Hope you like it! </i></p>
<p><b>1. breaking the kiss to say something, staying so close that you’re murmuring into each other’s mouths</b></p>
<p><b>19. kisses meant to distract the other person from whatever they were intently doing </b></p>
<p>Eddie sighs as he looks at himself in the mirror. It’s slowly becoming less jarring to see himself with only one arm, but that doesn’t mean it isn’t still disconcerting sometimes. Then again, he supposes he’s lucky to even be alive. Heaven knows he shouldn’t be. That much blood, that much pain — he should have been dead.</p>
<p>He wriggles into a t-shirt he stole from Richie. Putting on clothes with one arm is not easy. Richie usually helps him dress every morning, as Richie had since he’d awoken at Mike’s house — and probably before that, though Eddie doesn’t remember.</p>
<p>Eddie wanders into the living room. Glancing out the window shows him a sunny neighborhood with palm trees, so different from the New York he’s used to. Sometimes it’s strange, being all the way on the other side of the country. So far from where he’s from and from what he’s accustomed to. But having Richie here with him has made the unfamiliarity easier.</p> <p><a href="https://reddieandgoodnight.tumblr.com/post/184842413773/1-19-for-the-kiss-prompt-for-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Reddie flower shop au 
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="1280" data-orig-height="1280" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/c3367cf42d877df1450318dde424d30c/tumblr_prdi78JoZE1urqwn9_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="1280" data-orig-height="1280"/></figure><p>“Hi,” Richie said in a soft voice, “I kinda need help picking some flowers out.” <br/></p><p>Eddie looked at the boy in front of him with an amused smile. Richie wasn’t like his regular customers, he was definitely more colorful. Richie had band-aids littering his hands, arms, legs. Not just any band-aids either, ones with cartoon characters on them or ice cream patterns or polka dots. He was bruised up to hell and had a chipped front tooth that he showed off proudly in a wide, goofy smile. His clothes weren’t as loud, he had a pastel blue shirt on with white stained jeans and pastel pink shoes. He was cute, and Eddie couldn’t help but think that it was cuter how he blended in with the flowers around him. </p><p>“Certainly!” Eddie replied in a cheery voice, “what can I do for you today?” <br/></p><p>Richie gave Eddie a soft smile for a second, then he scratched the back of his neck with a band-aid covered hand. “Well, you see, there’s this cute guy I know… He really likes flowers and I wanna buy him the right ones.” </p><p>Eddie nodded and thought about it for a second, picking out the right questions to ask Richie before going forward. “Does he has a favorite flower?”</p><p>Richie nods, “peonies.” </p><p>“Oh! That’s easy, how about his favorite color?” <br/></p><p>Richie thought about it for a second before snapping his fingers, “purple! Well, it’s really blue but he told me once that the purple peonies are the best.”</p><p>Eddie tried to hide a smile, “smart guy.” </p><p>They walked over to a small corner in the back of the store where Eddie gave it a moment of looking before finding the right flowers in perfect condition. </p><p>“You want a bouquet?” Eddie asked as he pulled a few from the bucket they were held in. <br/></p><p>“Yes, sir!” <br/></p><p>Their interaction was short after that, Richie made a few jokes, Eddie wrapped the flowers up and laughed along. But, of course, all good things must come to an end. Richie handed Eddie a few bucks from his wallet, grabbed the bouquet, thanked Eddie, then walked out. Eddie sighed watching him go, he really was cute, wasn’t he?</p><p>Eddie felt infinitely better when he got home that night, seeing Richie sitting on their bed with the bouquet in his right hand and a card in his left. Eddie smiled so wide it hurt, it didn’t take him long before he jumped into his husband’s arms and kissed him until they couldn’t breathe. </p><p>“Happy anniversary, baby,” Richie whispered.  </p><p>“Happy anniversary, Rich.” <br/></p>
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Question: my love!! a2 blease for my stupid son richard. i love you so much!! ❤️❤️
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="2048" data-orig-width="2048"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/0e399da730005336fa5e546c01cac4c3/tumblr_inline_prbwgxYCvi1wpsqo7_540.jpg" data-orig-height="2048" data-orig-width="2048"/></figure><p>Here is your stupid son! He’s obviously trynna flirt with Eddie ;) I LOVE YOU A MILLION TIMES MORE ❤️❤️❤️💖💖💖💕💕💕😘😘🥰🥰🥰🥰🥰🥰🥰</p>
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Question: Reddie + wow 🤩🤩🤠
Answer: <p>“No,” Richie growls, twisting his keys in the ignition again and listening plaintively as his little baby sputters and stalls out again.  “No no no no <i>no</i>. <i> Fuck.</i>”  He slams his hands on the steering wheel, then turns apologetically to his date.  “Sorry, Eds.  Looks like I’m gonna have to call Triple-A.”<br/></p><p>“Not so fast,” Eddie insists, strangely cheerful, and starts peeling off his button-down, revealing a pristine plain white undershirt tucked into his dark, fitted denims. </p><p>“Uhh,” Richie swallows, watching his lean, tan arms flex with the movement.  “You really don’t have to strip on the side of the road to convince some poor bastard to give us a lift.”</p><p>Eddie gives a good-natured roll of his eyes.  “I’m going to take a look.  Don’t wanna get it dirty,” he explains, tossing his shirt into the backseat and throwing a question at Richie on his way out of the passenger side door: “Do you have any tools?”</p><p>“Buhh…”  Richie opens the glove compartment, pawing blindly through snacks and old receipts. </p><p>“Nevermind,” Eddie chuckles, “I’ll check your trunk.  There’s probably something in there.”</p><p>Richie exits the car, trailing behind Eddie like a bit of a kid.  He finds what he needs in the trunk, as expected, and then he’s popping the hood, leaning on both hands, cocking his hip, and examining the machinery, creating just about the most attractive image Richie’s ever seen in his life.  “<i>Wow.</i>”</p><p>“What?  See something?” Eddie asks, darting his eyes around.</p><p>“No,” Richie laughs; as if he would know fuck-all about how his baby works.  “I’ve just… never seen you work on a car.  Wasn’t prepared for…”  He waves a hand over Eddie’s figure in profile.  “…all this.”</p><p>Eddie’s brow furrows as he takes in the contents of Richie’s hood, still oblivious.  “Don’t be impressed until I actually fix something.  ‘S no big deal.  I’m just taking a look.”</p><p>“Same,” Richie breathes, still eyeing him.  “And taking about five billion mental pictures for posterity.”</p><p>Eddie cuts his eyes at him playfully, blushing as he realizes what’s happening.  “<i>Stop.</i>” </p><p>It isn’t long, though, before Eddie’s actually tinkering with the car, asking Richie to try starting it every time he makes an adjustment.  After just four tries, they get it, Richie’s baby purring gratefully to life.  </p><p>“Holy <i>shit</i>!  Well done, Eds.”  Richie actually applauds.  </p><p>Eddie shuts the hood, shrugging, and makes his way back into the passenger seat.  “We’re all set.”  He reaches into the backseat to put his dress shirt back on, but Richie stops him.</p><p>“Leave it off.”</p><p>“I’m a little underdressed for a first date,” Eddie smiles.</p><p>Richie takes one final look at him–all of him–before pulling his seatbelt back on.  “Yeah, but you look like James Dean, and it’s painfully fucking hot.  Everyone’s gonna be jealous of me.  I’m not wasting this opportunity.”</p><p>Eddie averts his gaze out the window, but Richie can see his mouth screw up smugly in the reflection. </p><hr><p><b><a href="https://stellarbisexual.tumblr.com/ask">Taking Reddie, Stanlon, Benverly, &amp; Kasplon prompts (pairing + word) to celebrate the IT CHAPTER TWO TRAILER RELEASE!  Come at me, bro. </a></b><br/></p>
Tags: reddie, fanfic

Post id: 185410559219
Date: 2019-06-06 17:43:23 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/185410559219/have-the-losers-ever-gone-on-a-roadtrip-together
Slug: have-the-losers-ever-gone-on-a-roadtrip-together
Reblog key: tkPbsopu
Reblog url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/180556791117/have-the-losers-ever-gone-on-a-roadtrip-together
Reblog name: tinyarmedtrex
Question: Have the losers ever gone on a roadtrip together? If so, was it fun and what was your favorite moment?
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="875" data-orig-height="979" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/8beaf0340b20758f2018c3add114e455/tumblr_inline_pgxedpiUOm1t2b9os_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="875" data-orig-height="979"/></figure><p><i>Yeahhh, although it wasn’t /that/ far, only to New York! But either way, it was really fun!! &lt;3 I’d say my favorite part was definitely the ride there and back. There’s something so calming and refreshing about being in a car for more than 3 hours with your closest friends, just joking and not caring about anything.</i></p>
Tags: the losers, fanart

Post id: 185408597664
Date: 2019-06-06 15:51:52 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/185408597664/hi-can-i-ask-for-9-30-with-reddie-pretty
Slug: hi-can-i-ask-for-9-30-with-reddie-pretty
Reblog key: 0zObnpI9
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/constantreaderfool/184778634121
Reblog name: constantreaderfool
Question: Hi! Can I ask for 9 + 30 with Reddie? Pretty please with a cherry on top? 💕
Answer: <p><b>Reddie</b> + <b>9</b>: Secret Relationship &amp; <b>30</b>: Suddenly Getting Flustered Because of a Particular Outfit </p>
<p><b><a href="https://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/184770580832">Send me two prompts from this list and a pairing, and I’ll write a short ficlet for you!</a></b></p>
<p>It had been necessary, at first. Keeping it a secret. It had been so new, and they had no idea where it was going. If it was some fling, a mistake, or if it was a real thing. They weren’t willing to loose the Losers Club friendships over a relationship they weren’t sure about. Because no matter what promise they’d make, Eddie and Richie both knew that sides would be chosen.</p>
<p>Then it was more of a safety factor, when they became pretty damn positive that this was the real thing, another issue arised: telling their parents. Richie was pretty sure that Went and Maggie would be okay with it, although maybe a little bit surprised, but Eddie was completely petrified to tell Sonia. It wasn’t to say that they didn’t trust the Losers- because they would, easily, with their lives- but the more person who knew a secret, the less likely it was to remain a secret.</p>
<p>After Richie and Eddie came out to Went and Maggie, and were accepted with nothing but warmth and love, well then. It sort of became a game. How long <i>would</i> it take their friends to realize they were dating?</p> <p><a href="https://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/184773684967" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Reddie w/ 27 + 54 😘
Answer: <p>Sick or injuried and Secret relationship!</p><p><br/></p><p>It was really quiet in the hospital room, Richie picking at his hang nail in shame while Eddie scowled and tried to ignore the sad boy beside him. He really shouldn’t be mad, it was just frustrating that now everyone in their entire town probably knew that him and Richie were an item.</p><p>“Eds…” Richie whines softly and Eddie pursed his lips to glance over at him. “I’m real sorry. I just…panicked.”</p><p><i>“Oh fuck! Oh fuck!” </i></p><p><br/></p><p><i>Eddie had his eyes screwed up in pain, but he knew that voice anywhere and he tried to keep his breathing as he opened his eyes to see Richie pushing his way through the crowd.</i></p><p><br/></p><p><i>“Holy shit! You can see his bone!” </i></p><p><br/></p><p><i>Oh god. He was going to kill his boyfriend if he could even walk after this, and he yelled out in pain when Brian Keller tried to move him. He heard someone yell that they had called 911 and an ambulance was on their way. Eddie glanced down at his arm, bent in an unnatural way and Richie was right. Amongst the red there was something else poking out.</i></p><p><i>Eddie felt sick, but Richie beat him to it as he heard his boyfriend turn and vomit in the field. </i></p><p><i>They sat there, with the entire town who had come to watch their high school’s soccer team play watching as Richie screamed and yelled like he was the one who broke his leg. When the EMTs finally arrived and the got Eddie in the stretcher, Richie had tried to get in the ambulance with them which the EMT told him only family was allowed.</i></p><p><i>Eddie almost screamed when he heard Eichie loudly proclaim, “THAT’S MY FUTURE HUSBAND SO YOU BETTER LET ME IN!”</i></p><p>Eddie sighed as he looked down at his large white cast, white because Richie had said he should get a color so it was kinda him being spiteful. But up near his knee was Richie’s messy scrawl and a small little heart with a crying face on it and Eddie felt himself start to crack.</p><p>“It’s fine. Well, it’s not but I mean it’s done now so I can’t just be mad at you forever.”</p><p>Richie brightened at that and Eddie couldn’t stand how cute he thought his boyfriend was even when dried snot and tears were on his face.</p><p>“Come on, get in bed. These sheets do nothing for heat.”</p><p><br/></p><p>Send me a <a href="https://xandertheundead.tumblr.com/post/184770921565/fanfiction-trope-mash-up">prompt</a> if you want!</p>
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Question: HI!!! If you’re still accepting these, Mike in F2? 🥺
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="430" data-orig-width="500"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/229d4663ed63e5f892a3336ea08087f1/tumblr_inline_pr9k2iFjdh1sp069n_540.png" data-orig-height="430" data-orig-width="500"/></figure><p>Shy blushy boy &lt;3<br/></p>
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Question: 4 & 20 (pun for sure not intended)
Answer: <p><b>Soulmates + Accidental Texting/Sexting</b> from <a href="https://reddie4thesinbin.tumblr.com/post/184750350344/trope-combo-list-1">this prompt list</a>. I picked Reddie, hope that’s okay! (This also sort of turned into a bit of a Coffee Shop AU by accident but not fully because neither of them work there.)<br/></p><hr><p>A soulmate bond; something everyone hoped to feel, but only a select few got to experience in this world. You may have heard of someone’s parents having a soulmate bond, or read about a couple in another country who’s bond lead them to one another, but to get your hopes up that it’d happen to you was a recipe for disappointment.</p><p>They taught about it in school as part of the sex-ed curriculum, explained all of the signs and how ‘you’ll know if you’ve found the one’. But along with that discussion came the history of the bond, which included the conversation about its dwindling over the decades. Now, only 1 in 1000 people were said to experience the bond, and that statistic was a few years old itself.</p><p>Eddie had never believed he was destined for the bond. It only happened to <i>special</i> people, people who <i>deserved</i> it, people who the universe deigned <i>worthy</i>. And Eddie was just Eddie.</p><p>So you can imagine his disbelief and borderline hysteria when he began feeling tingles in his spine one afternoon.</p><p>He was sitting at a coffee shop when it began. At first, Eddie wrote it off as his back going numb due to bad posture. The hours hunched over his laptop furiously writing paper after paper probably didn’t help. He straightened himself up, stretching his legs out beneath the tiny table and did a few subtle neck stretches.</p><p>The tingles seemed to go away, but only to make room for the next onset of symptoms. A noise similar to wind chimes seemed to trickle into his ears. He looked around, confused as to where the noise was coming from, but didn’t find a source. He shook his head and the sound faded away.</p><p>In the back of Eddie’s mind he was putting the pieces together, but he refused to believe what was happening. These were just coincidences; there was no way he was- he’d found his- no. It didn’t exist. Not for him.<br/></p><p>As he began packing up his stuff, his hands hurriedly shoving things into his messenger bag, he was hit with an overwhelmingly sweet aroma. It smelled… almost indescribable. It certainly wasn’t comparable to anything Eddie had ever smelled before.</p><p>It was intoxicating, almost materializing into thin air like a cartoon, carrying Eddie towards it like he was no longer in control of his feet. He found himself standing in line behind a taller man who was just finishing up his order. Eddie eagerly peeked around him in search for what may be emitting that wonderful scent. It must be something from the bakery in the back, or a drink the baristas were making, or-</p><p>“Sorry, uh, at the risk of sounding totally creepy, you smell fucking amazing. What cologne are you wearing?”<br/></p><p>Eddie blinked up at the man in front of him, who had turned around and was now addressing him. What had he said? The wind chimes were back. His back was buzzing. The smell intensifying.</p><p>“I… what?” Eddie asked dumbly.<br/></p><p>“Your cologne, I have to know what it is so I can buy some.”<br/></p><p>“I… don’t wear cologne.” Eddie said slowly.<br/></p><p>Confusion seemed to cross the other man’s face before it fell. He cleared his throat, suddenly looking uncomfortable.</p><p>“Do you hear those wind chimes?” The man asked calculatingly.<br/></p><p>Relief flooded Eddie. Okay, so he wasn’t going crazy, he wasn’t experiencing the bond, this man also heard the wind chimes!</p><p>“Yeah, what’s up with that? Why did they set up wind chimes in a coffee shop?”<br/></p><p>The man stared at Eddie for a few moments before stepping closer, reaching around Eddie and placing a hand on the small of his back. The move was incredibly intimate, totally inappropriate for two strangers who had just met, but somehow it felt electrifying instead of boundary breaking.</p><p>“Does your back hurt?” He asked lowly, putting pressure where his hand rested.<br/></p><p>“Uh, yeah, a little. More like-”<br/></p><p>“Tingles.” The man supplied.<br/></p><p>Eddie swallowed, his pulse quickening.</p><p>“Are we…” Eddie left the question open ended, half hoping he was wrong.<br/></p><p>“I think so.”<br/></p><p>And just like that, Eddie’s world began blurring. The wind chimes in his ears were replaced with buzzing and his vision began speckling like TV static. He wavered on his feet before he registered a distant feeling of arms holding him up.</p><p>When his brain caught back up with him, he was sitting at his table once again, leaning heavily against another body.</p><p>“Hey bud, you back with us yet?” A voice asked.<br/></p><p>“What? What happened?” Eddie asked, blinking away bleary eyes and taking in the new setting.<br/></p><p>“You fell for me.”<br/></p><p>Eddie turned his head to see the man from earlier wearing a grossly charming grin. He had to school his features to not let his own amusement at the man’s comment show.</p><p>“Well, you actually started passing out, but I like my version better.”<br/></p><p>Eddie nodded slowly. He wanted to say something but he couldn’t think of anything that felt worthy enough. If this was really happening, then this was a monumental moment. He couldn’t waste their first few exchanges on something so mundane.</p><p>Luckily, the man seemed to have no qualms about speaking. In fact, he hadn’t stopped speaking, Eddie realized. He’d zoned out in his own thoughts and had missed a large chunk of conversation; conversation that, seemingly, had resulted in the man holding Eddie’s phone?</p><p>“Hey, wait- What are you doing?” Eddie asked, reaching for his phone in a panic.<br/></p><p>“I’m adding my number to your phone.” The man said nonchalantly, un-moving.<br/></p><p>Eddie’s heart did a little skip when the man passed his phone back, contacts open to a new addition.</p><p>“Richie Tozier.” Eddie read aloud, trying out the name on his tongue.<br/></p><p>Eddie heard Richie’s name echoed in the shop, their heads both turning towards the barista who was holding out Richie’s drink.</p><p>“Sorry, gimme a sec.” Richie excused himself, taking his drink from the barista with a kind smile and walking towards the cream and sugar counter.<br/></p><p>Eddie immediately used the time alone to text Beverly. The text turned out to be mostly gibberish, excited fingers making more typos than Eddie would normally let slide, but the gist of it still got across; Eddie had a soulmate, he just met said soulmate, and said soulmate is HOT.</p><p>He got a response almost immediately.</p><p><b>You’re not too bad yourself, cutie.</b></p><p>Eddie stared back down at his phone until realization dawned on him. He hadn’t texted Beverly, he’d accidentally texted Richie, who’s eyes he could now feel boring into him from across the room. Eddie’s face was on fire, his body refusing to move as he felt Richie’s presence return.</p><p>“So do I get a name or should I just keep calling you cutie?”<br/></p><p>“Eddie. Kaspbrak. EddieKaspbrak.” Eddie stuttered out.<br/></p><p>Richie took a sip of his drink, letting his eyes look Eddie up and down as he fidgeted under the gaze.</p><p>“Eddie and Richie. I like it.” Richie decided aloud.<br/></p><p>Eddie’s responding grin was blinding, so much so that he almost didn’t notice the equally blinding grin he got from Richie.</p><p>“So, EddieKaspbrak,” Richie said, rushing through Eddie’s name like he himself had moments ago, eliciting a small bashful chuckle from the smaller man. “Would you like to go on a date with me?”<br/></p><p>Eddie nodded, a blush covering his freckled cheeks as he responded.</p><p>“I’ve been waiting my whole life to hear you say that.”<br/></p>
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Question: 2 & 16 for your pair of choice orrrr Kasplon!
Answer: <p>its 12:30 am but i knew what i wanted to do as soon as i saw this so here you go!!</p>
<p><b>2: Next-door neighbors</b></p>
<p><b>16: Cuddle for warmth</b></p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>Mike was stockpiling all of his blankets from around the house before beginning to build a fire in the fireplace. His heat was on full blast, but it was still no match for the way stormy weather outside creeped its way under the cracks in his rickety doors. It was a record snow in Bangor that night, growing up to five feet and dropping the temperature down to well below 0. Nobody in their right minds would ever leave their house, which is why Mike was shocked to hear a muffled knock on his front door. He blew out the match and rushed to see who the hell was outside right now. </p>
<p>Opening the door didn’t do much to solve the confusion, seeing as the figure was covered in snow, face hidden by a bundle of scarves and a large hat jammed over their head. “Can I come in?” the figure asked breathlessly, muffled slightly. Mike was so stunned that he stepped aside instantly. </p>
<p>“I—I guess?” he stammered, quickly shutting the door behind him. The stranger pulled off the hat and began unwrapping the rest of the clothes from around their body. As soon as they uncovered their face, Mike gasped, completely involuntarily. It was his neighbor, who he’d decided the first moment he saw him move in three months ago he was utterly smitten for, and consequently hadn’t spoken to outside of <i>Hey</i>s and <i>Have a good day</i>s. And now he was here, right in front of him, all pink cheeks and freckles that had faded with the lack of sun.</p> <p><a href="https://chaotickaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/184752111220/2-16-for-your-pair-of-choice-orrrr-kasplon" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: hey idk if you're taking requests right now but if you are could you write something about one of them getting their wisdom teeth taken out (being high af after lol) and the other taking care of them? either way thank u and you're a great writer !!  
Answer: <p>First, THANK YOU SO MUCH AHHHH. </p>
<p>I don’t know if you wanted a prompt or a drabble, but you got a whole ass mini fic out of me, so I hope you’re happy :P  I love this prompt super much, thank you for sending it in!!!</p>
<p>Read <b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/18762205">here</a></b> or below the cut!</p>
<hr><p>Richie was…. A handful to say the least. When Eddie offered to take him up on being his Little Nurse, he didn’t expect it to be a full-time job. Richie had come to him practically begging to be taken care of. <i>Oh please, Eds, please. I couldn’t possibly trust anyone else with my life. You’re my nurse! You always take care of me! Please, please help me!</i></p>
<p>God, what a fool he’d been.</p> <p><a href="https://reddie-for-anything.tumblr.com/post/184748165496/hey-idk-if-youre-taking-requests-right-now-but-if" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Met at the ren faire for stozier
Answer: <p>One of Richie’s favorite places on Earth is Derry’s annual renaissance fair. He would equate this to the opportunity to <i>be someone else </i>for a day, if that wasn’t so overdone and cliche. In all reality, it was just fun. The elaborate costumes, the well rehearsed characters. There was so much that went in to the event. And he got so much out of the event, too. It’d been his tradition for the past few years, where he would drag his friends, his family, whoever was willing and forced them into participating in a wide range of events ranging from jousting, to authentic cuisine, to a myriad of vendors selling goods at a fair price.</p><p>The first year he had gone, he played the part of a jester. Again, it would be too easy to say that the part wasn’t much different than <i>the part he played every day. </i>In reality, it was the easiest (and cheapest) costume to procure and it didn’t really take a whole lot of effort to create a jester character. </p><p>While he was there, he met countless fascinating characters. A handfuls of queens, plenty of kings, but by far, his favorite character he met, was his knight in shining armor. No literally, he met a knight, in a suit of armor polished so impeccably that there was no way it was from the era of the renaissance. Not that anyone expected it to be or even went to these events looking for an actual renaissance experience. It was all just a show.</p><p>The two really hit it off, Richie playing the part of the jester, though all the humor behind it was his own. And this blonde, curly haired knight rolled his eyes, but laughed fondly nonetheless. Richie found himself smitten by his perfect smile. </p><p>“Well, maybe next year I’ll have to play the part of the damsel in distress, waiting to be saved by the handsome knight,” Richie joked, sending a wink in the knight’s direction. <br/></p><p>And the very next year, that’s exactly where it found the two of them. Stan, Richie later learned to be the handsome knight’s <i>real</i> name, showed up the following year in the same shining knight armor, while Richie, true to his word, showed up as a princess waiting to be rescued. </p><p>For years to come, the pair would spend their anniversaries dressed up and attending the same renaissance fair. </p>
Tags: stozier, fanfic

Post id: 185340957345
Date: 2019-06-03 15:51:59 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/185340957345/reddie-with-baby
Slug: reddie-with-baby
Reblog key: APmMOHpU
Reblog url: https://sunmocha-deactivated20191222.tumblr.com/post/184747430947/reddie-with-baby
Reblog name: sunmocha-deactivated20191222
Question: Reddie with baby! 
Answer: <p>Eddie jolts awake to the sound of Richie’s voice drifting down the hall from the nursery.  <br/></p><p>“<i>Close your eyes and I’ll kiss you, tomorrow I’ll miss you..</i>.”</p><p>He’s fucking exhausted.  It’s going on their sixth week with Imogen, their beautiful but restless new daughter, and they still haven’t figured out her sleep.  He and Richie still haven’t figured out the work-baby balance thing yet, either–and neither of them really gets the benefit of paternity leave in their respective lines of work.  He’d said to Mike the other day that as much as he adores his baby girl, he wishes he could just rent a hotel room and sleep for 48 hours straight.  Then, he’d come back.  He promises.  He thinks.  </p><p>The last thing he wants to do at ass o’clock in the morning is get out of bed.  But Richie’s voice lures him.  </p><p>“<i>And then while I’m away, I’ll write home every day… and I’ll send all my loving to you.</i>”  He hums the chorus.  </p><p>Eddie throws the blanket off and shuffles down the hall, releasing a jaw-cracking yawn as he crosses the threshold, smiling helplessly at what he finds there: his husband, bleary-eyed behind his glasses (an accessory he rarely sees him wear these days), cradling their infant daughter, bouncing her gently, and humming dutifully.  </p><p>Imogen stares at him wide-eyed, tears still shining in her big blue eyes, and her lips are quivering on the edge of a smile.  </p><p>Eddie doesn’t want to break the spell, but he’s drawn to her with a power far greater than that which should have kept him wisely in bed.  “Hey,” he whispers, cuddling up to Richie’s shoulder and finding her eyes.  </p><p>“Hey, sweetheart,” Richie murmurs.  “Sorry if I woke you.”</p><p>“Don’t apologize.”</p><p>Imogen notices him then and finally smiles full-on. </p><hr><p><b><a href="https://stellarbisexual.tumblr.com/ask">Taking Reddie, Stanlon, Benverly, &amp; Kasplon prompts (pairing + word) for IT CHAPTER TWO TRAILER EVE!  Come at me, bro. </a></b><br/></p>
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Question: Ohhhh yayyyy !!!  Kasplon and opening up to each other please?  As adults?  ;_; ily 
Answer: <p>o GOD Y U DO DIS</p><p>Adult MIKE, I’m sorry, this has to be a giant angstbomb by design. </p><hr><p><i>Alone?</i> Eddie thought.  <i>There’s no way.</i>  Mike–kind, strong, considerate, super smart, <i>handsome as hell </i>Mike: single, all these years?  </p><p>The two of them stood among the stacks in the Derry Public Library, away from the prying eyes of its inhabitants, among other eyes, Mike in an unassuming button-down and pair of slacks, perhaps not as superhuman as Eddie’d remembered him.  When he’d crossed the town line that morning, he’d gotten a flash of Mike specifically, as a kid, far bigger than he was, along with the rest of them, lifting him clean off his feet and depositing him into his bike basket after he’d broken his arm. </p><p>He was still far bigger but no longer larger than life, his shoulders slumped underneath his secondhand clothes, the light in his eyes somewhat dimmed. </p><p>“I find that hard to believe,” Eddie said sincerely in response to Mike’s admission of bachelorhood.</p><p>“I’ve been a little preoccupied keeping up with you.  All,” he amended.  </p><p>Eddie picked at the worn edge of the spine of an old geography book.  “No girlfriend?”</p><p>Mike ignored the question, cutting his eyes at him instead.  “How’s Myra?”</p><p>The way he looked at him, Eddie wondered what else he had yet to remember. </p><hr><p><b><a href="https://stellarbisexual.tumblr.com/ask">Taking Reddie, Stanlon, Benverly, &amp; Kasplon prompts (pairing + word) for IT CHAPTER TWO TRAILER EVE!  Come at me, bro. </a></b><br/></p>
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Question: OH OH stanlon + haircut
Answer: <p>“Hey, guys,” Mike chirps as he settles his pile of books onto their table and slides into the booth next to Stan.<br/></p><p>Stan stares at his friend’s profile and nearly chokes on one of his french fries.  He hasn’t seen Mike without his afro since they were in high school.  Now, he’s a man in every which way: strong jaw, full lips, broad shoulders.  And his shorn hair only draws attention to the maturity of every feature.  </p><p>“Looking <i>good</i>, Mikey,” Richie drawls, snatching a handful of Stan’s fries while he’s otherwise occupied. </p><p>Stan can hear Eddie laughing far in the background.  “I think you broke Stan’s brain,” he says.</p><p>“And probably his manhood.”</p><p>Stan snaps out of it finally, delivering a swift kick to Richie’s shin under the table.  “Beep <i>beep</i>, Richie!”  As soon as it’s out of his mouth, he feels like a goddamn idiot.  It’s a phrase none of them have uttered in years, not since high school, if that.  But Stan’s feeling a little boyish right now, a bit like the awkward thirteen year-old who’d instantly developed an all-consuming crush on the unfairly beautiful and kind Mike Hanlon. </p><p>Mike focuses his eyes on the menu, taking a deep breath and exhaling quietly as Stan tries not to stare at him.  “Do you like it?” he asks, so low that none of their other friends around the table can hear. </p><p>“Yeah,” Stan croaks, setting his jaw in what he hopes is a dignified way.  “It looks good.”</p><p>Mike smirks.  </p><hr><p><b><a href="https://stellarbisexual.tumblr.com/ask">Taking Reddie, Stanlon, Benverly, &amp; Kasplon prompts (pairing + word) for IT CHAPTER TWO TRAILER EVE!  Come at me, bro. </a></b><br/></p>
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Question: “I come here to be alone and I didn’t know anyone else knew about it” au for Stanlon! - ReddieSetAndGo 💞
Answer: <p>On the outside of town there’s a gorgeous trail that leads up to this little rocky ledge that overlooks the water. It’s the most gorgeous at sunset, when the colors of the sky seem to blend together and paint a beautiful picture of serenity. That’s why it’s Stan’s favorite place.</p><p>Every time he’s stressed, he climbs the trail and sits on the edge of the rocks, his feet dangling over the edge as he tries to follow all the swirls of colors with his eyes. It relaxes him and, even if it’s temporary, it alleviates some of the stress he feels. It helps that the place is usually deserted. </p><p>He misses it when he goes away for college. The first day he returns for holiday, Stan finds himself heading to that spot, partially because of the stress of dealing with his family but also just because he missed it. He doesn’t expect to find someone else there, a handsome young man sitting on the edge; at the sound of footsteps, he turns around.</p><p>“Oh, umm, hi, sorry,” Stan says softly, caught off guard by the sudden attention. “I didn’t know anyone else would be here…this is my favorite spot in town and I didn’t know anyone else came up here…”</p><p>The stranger is quick to stand up, brushing the dirt off of his jeans. “I’m sorry, I can, uh, I can just go?”</p><p>Stan blushes softly as he notes how handsome this stranger is. “You don’t have to go!” he exclaims suddenly. “We can…be alone, together? I’m Stan.”</p><p>Stan swears his heart skips a beat when the guy flashes a set of pearly white teeth as he smiles, lunging forward to shake Stan’s hand. “Mike.”</p><p>The two of them slowly walk back over to the ledge and sit down beside each other. “I can see why this is your favorite place,” Mike comments as they stare out at the sunset together. </p><p>“Yeah, it’s beautiful,” Stan whispers in agreement, “There’s always this…<i>calmness</i> up here.” Directly following, a long, loud yell sounds and echoes over the rocks.<br/></p><p>Mike startles from beside him, looking over at him with a confused look.</p><p>Stan laughs at his expression, “Try it!”</p><p>Mike considers it for a moment, before letting out a halfhearted shout.</p><p>Stan scoffs, “C’mon! You can do better than that!” he insists, following it with another loud shout of his own. </p><p>Before Stan even goes quiet, Mike is joining him in letting out a drawn out yell, at the top of his lungs. </p><p>Stan laughs softly, a tone of happiness he didn’t expect to find up here. “See! It feels good, doesn’t it?”</p><p>Mike looks over at him with a fond smile, “Yeah, it sure does.”</p>
Tags: stanlon, fanfic

Post id: 185319490826
Date: 2019-06-02 17:43:25 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/185319490826/oooohh-hmm-stanlon-n-pumpkin
Slug: oooohh-hmm-stanlon-n-pumpkin
Reblog key: hnG9OjsO
Reblog url: https://stellarbisexual.tumblr.com/post/184745748639/oooohh-hmm-stanlon-n-pumpkin
Reblog name: stellarbisexual
Question: OOOOHH HMM STANLON ‘N’ “PUMPKIN” !! 
Answer: <p>Uhhhhh this turned real NSFW, hope that’s ok? *shrug* (+bonus side Reddie and minor past Kasplon)</p>
<hr><p>Stan heaves just barely controlled, raspy breaths, face flushed, tight, sweaty curls plastered to his forehead.  He’s too spent to even gasp when Mike drops an ice cold bottle of water on his chest.  <br/></p>
<p>He lays on his side, head propped on one hand, looking all too pleased with himself.  “So.  Verdict?”  He cracks open a water bottle of his own and drains nearly half of it.  </p> <p><a href="https://stellarbisexual.tumblr.com/post/184745748639/oooohh-hmm-stanlon-n-pumpkin" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Sex in public with Stozier? 
Answer: <p>Okay, this has been sitting in my inbox for too long. And Amelia, the light of my life, deserves to have her prompt answered some way or another. So here are some very long winded headcanons about Stozier and public sex. NSFW ahead folks.</p>
<ul><li>The first time they did it, it happened out of spite. It was after a college party they both attended following the completion of their midterms. After a grueling course load, Stan was very, <i>very</i>, to finally blow off some steam. However, Richie wanted to blow off some steam in another way, if you catch my drift ;)</li>
<li>So Richie spends the entire party trying to get Stan to have sex with him in one of the bedrooms, or bathrooms, or wherever he’s not picky. He begs Stan over and over again to fuck him, to <i>please god Stan just fuck me already. </i>At one point, he even tells Stan that he already fingered himself in the bathroom so he’s ready to go whenever Stan is. </li>
<li>But Stan holds firm; he’s on his third drink and he’s having a good time, conversing with other party goers and moseying around the party. He promises Richie when they get home later, he’ll pound him into next week. Well, that’s not exactly what he says, but in Richie’s mind, it is.</li>
</ul><p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/184745456720/sex-in-public-with-stozier" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Unexpected Virgin- reddie
Answer: <p>“What do you mean you’ve never had sex?” Eddie asked, perched on the edge of his bed. They were in his dorm, he refused to set foot in Richie’s room after three weeks ago when he found pizza with at least three types of mold on it. Richie was pacing back and forth, agitated. </p><p>“I mean, I haven’t done the deed, popped my cherry, engaged in adult naptime.” Richie put them all in quotes then he stopped pacing and looked at Eddie. “I’m a virgin okay? Capital V virgin over here.”</p><p>“But you’ve been talking about sex since… since forever.” Eddie was confused. While he hadn’t assumed that Richie lost his virginity at age 10 or 12, when he started making dick jokes, he’d dated enough in high school and college that Eddie figured it had happened since then. Richie talked about it constantly, always in his annoying bragging way. This confession didn’t make sense. </p><p>“Talking and doing are two different things.” Richie said, resuming his pacing. “And tonight is my fifth date with Carl and I can’t keep holding him off. He wants the goods Eds!” He made a vague gesture to himself then ran a hand through his hair. </p><p>Eddie’s stomach twisted. It wasn’t that he didn’t like Carl it was that, well, Carl wasn’t him. Eddie wanted to be the one who was making Richie pace in his small dorm. He wanted to be the one that Richie was thinking about having sex with. </p><p>He bit his bottom lip, watching as his friend spiraled. “Eds I can’t, what if I get my shirt off and he just knows. I probably have some weird virgin symbol on me by now. A glowing V on my ass. I should have just slept with Bill like everyone else did.” </p><p>Eddie stood and walked over to Richie, putting his hands on his friend’s shoulder. “Richie, stop, not everyone slept with Bill. And you’ll be fine. I’ve seen your ass, there’s no V.” </p><p>“Can’t keep your eyes off the prize huh Eds?” Richie tried to joke but it fell flat. He swallowed, looking Eddie in the eyes as he admitted, “I don’t know what to do.” Eddie could tell he was really nervous and worried. He knew how much Richie hated to seem stupid or ignorant, especially when he’d built himself quite the fake reputation. So Eddie said the only thing he could. </p><p>“Sleep with me.” The words spilled out of his mouth. Richie’s eyes flew open and Eddie quickly added. “It’s low risk, we’re friends. It’ll be fine. Then you’ll, you’ll be ready for Carl.” He tried to control the nervous energy that rang through him. “It’ll be like in high school, when we practiced making out.” </p><p>Richie was quiet. Eddie opened his mouth to say that it was all a joke, that he was totally kidding, but then Richie nodded, “Okay. Yea, okay. Take my virginity Eds, it’s all yours.” </p><p>Eddie tried to smile but inside he wasn’t so sure that this was a good idea. </p>
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Question: 21 & 60 for Benverly! (You’ll get your requested Stanlon, promise! 💕) -ReddieSetAndGo 
Answer: <p><b> Dystopian AU &amp;  Poorly Timed Confession. </b><br/></p><p>“They’re hot on our tails!” Ben called out, cutting their ship roughly to the left, trying to shake the ships that were pursuing them. <br/></p><p>“I can see that!” Bev replied sharply from her perch. She was manning the ship’s small gun. They rarely used it in actual combat situations, rather it supposed to be a deterrent for other scavengers. Ben was grateful that it still fired.</p><p>The turn helped a little, one of the five ships chasing them collided with a wall, unable to turn in time. Ben glanced back just in time to see the flames. Bev whooped, “Four more Ben! We’ve got this!” <br/></p><p>He nodded, turning back to focus on the path in front of him. They were weaving through a ruined city, probably lost to one plague or another. They had only come to this planet to look for materials to sell and hadn’t expected to run into The Order. Those ships were better made and maintained than their old Betsy. But Ben could fly better than any of them. They just needed to lose the ships then they could make a break for their big ship and the others. They’d be safe then. Ben focused on that, thinking about sitting back tonight and drinking with the crew while trying to ignore that the others were gaining on them. Their small lead was already disappearing, the Order’s ships were just too fast. <br/></p><p>He whipped right, turning Betsy on her side. He heard an awful scraping sound and knew that her wing had hit something. No time to worry about that right now, he thought as he silently apologized to the old girl. As he debated between left and right their ship suddenly jolted, the movement slamming his forehead against the console. </p><p>“Ben! We’re hit!” Bev said. He glanced back and saw her scrambling to her feet but couldn’t tell if she was hurt. <br/></p><p>A look at the display confirmed that she was right. Betsy’s tail had been hit and now they were on fire. He would barely have time to land before things got much worse.</p><p>“Bev,” He shouted. “I’m going to land and then you run okay? Run into the forest, hide and then signal the others. They’ll pick you up soon.”</p><p>“What about you?” She asked, still trying to shoot their tails. </p><p>“I’ll man the gun, it’ll give you a chance to escape.” He was looking for an open space to land, mentally counting down the seconds until the whole plane exploded. </p><p>“What! Gods no! That’s suicide!” </p><p>He shook his head. “It’s the only  way! You’ll escape!” </p><p>“But Ben-” </p><p>The rest was cut off as Ben landed roughly, Betsy skipping once or twice before finally stopping. Once he was sure it was safe to move he ran to Bev. “You’ve got to Bev. <i>Please</i>.”</p><p>“Why?” She asked, confused. Blood was pouring from a cut on her forehead and Ben had to stop himself from wiping it with his shirt. <br/></p><p>“Because- frill!” He swore. Now wasn’t the time but he may never get to say it again. “Because I love you. And I need you to survive. Please Bev run, you only have a minute.” <br/></p><p>His plea was cut off by her pressing her lips to his, her hand weaving in his short hair. She pulled back an instant later, her eyes determined. “I love you too. Now, can we survive this so we can talk about why the gods you waited until now to tell me?” </p><p>He laughed, shocked and happy. “Yea, fine.” He glance at their small weapons pile, grabbing a gun. “Let’s survive this.”</p><p>She grinned, “Glad you agree.” She took his hand, giving it a squeeze before grabbing a gun herself. They crawled out of the small door as Ben prayed that they lived long enough to have that conversation. <br/></p>
Tags: benverly, fanfic

Post id: 185294670235
Date: 2019-06-01 15:52:00 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/185294670235/your-art-is-so-good-and-so-is-your-blog-i-love
Slug: your-art-is-so-good-and-so-is-your-blog-i-love
Reblog key: xOp4uzPS
Reblog url: https://metalheddie.tumblr.com/post/184737747713/your-art-is-so-good-and-so-is-your-blog-i-love
Reblog name: metalheddie
Question: Your art is so good and so is your blog?? I love you so much and when i get a notification that you posted i actually get super excited.
Answer: <p>DSJHDSJFHDSJHGJS THANK YOU SO MUCH? WHAT??? pls accept this eddie i lov my son he has stickers on his thighs </p><figure data-orig-width="1694" data-orig-height="1533" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/553c20ec53e536e949674d318ebfacbe/tumblr_inline_p20cg3au871tpvd9c_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="1694" data-orig-height="1533"/></figure><p><a href="https://tictail.com/kriyonceart/it-2017-chibi-losers-stickers-pre-order">(IT STICKERS- still available!)</a></p>
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Question: some ideas to draw for the loser’s club thing: •mike and ben hanging out •just mike •just ben  •where is the love for them hello hi 
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="1840" data-orig-height="1546" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/5dcb55cb96692d46858ea2b73a4adec3/tumblr_inline_p1cenfzvtT1tpvd9c_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="1840" data-orig-height="1546"/></figure><p>did you mean the best part of the entire BTS? because yes. </p><p><a href="https://tictail.com/kriyonceart">(IT STICKERS)</a></p>
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Question: DRAW BEVERLY RIDING A BIKE OR LIKE BEING SUPER BUFF OR SOMETHING
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="1249" data-orig-height="1431" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/ba4c2584d20c415c1aadf4694b0a2a8c/tumblr_inline_p1ajisgCzY1tpvd9c_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="1249" data-orig-height="1431"/></figure><figure data-orig-width="1886" data-orig-height="1536" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/12d56b485cada70d381d16f1ceb1584c/tumblr_inline_p1ajj4oIWx1tpvd9c_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="1886" data-orig-height="1536"/></figure><p>she’s just taking out the trash ayeeeeeeeeeeee *badum-psshhh*</p>
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Question: prompt / request thing !!! stenbrough (nsfw pls???) - "Person B has masked feelings of jealousy anytime Person A talks about their romantic/sexual conquests until one day they finally snap.” 
Answer: <p><b>Hi Anon! Alas! This is only a little nsfw but hopefully fills your stenbrough needs.</b> </p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>“I can’t tuh-take it anymore Mike. He juh-just has no idea.” Bill turned his head to stare at Stan, who was grabbing food with Richie before walking over to their table. He was wearing his usual outfit, slacks and a fitted shirt. He looked good. Better than anyone should at 9am on a Saturday but that was Stan, always put together. His curls were bouncing and Mike had to cuff Bill’s shoulder to remind him to stop staring.</p>
<p>	“He’s not even doing anything.” Mike said quietly. They were in hearing distance now. Richie talking animatedly as Stan nodded, smiling and not bothering to try and get a word in edgewise.</p>
<p>	“It’s nu-not him.” Bill murmured as they sat. </p>
<p>Richie immediately turned to them, eyes bright. “Guess who got some tail last night!”</p>
<p>“You?” Mike ventured. </p>
<p>Richie shook his head. “Ol’ Eds remains as unattainable as ever. Some day though Mikey, someday.” He sounded almost wistful and then shook his head again, pointing to Stan. “It was this guy! He walked into the party and eyes turned, he had 5, 6 guys on him!” </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/182813298292/prompt-request-thing-stenbrough-nsfw" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: stenbrough, fanfic
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Question: Will you do a Stanlon mood board?
Answer: <p>Oh, why yes. Yes, I can. I absolutely ADORE stanlon. </p><figure data-orig-width="1080" data-orig-height="1080" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/46c18a76a80b2443e376034d5ba3c46e/tumblr_inline_pr5t8bTA3k1w31vwa_540.png" data-orig-width="1080" data-orig-height="1080"/></figure>
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Question: okokok!!!!!! i adored those summer ones!!!!! now uwu gimme some winter ones pls!!!! love ya! 
Answer: <p>lois my angel my baby the light of my whole entire life anything 4 u</p><p>- uhhhh okay winter losers club!!!</p><p>- with winter comes the cold, which ben and stan thrive on!! ben likes the heat of fires and the fireplace aesthetic and sweaters and stan just likes to be cozy so they’ll snuggle by the fireplace in an armchair and read together and b cozy boys and it’s rlly cute
- after the first snowfall they have a snowman making contest and team up, it’s always eddie and mike, ben and stan, bill bev and richie. teams were chosen deliberately based on who cares and who doesn’t…. so it’s a contest between the first two teams basically. 
last year richie made bill pee on their snowman to give it blond hair and stan disqualified them. those three also chooses who wins between the two actual competing teams 
(hint: it’s always ben and stan. always. stan orders ben around and he does it willingly but also make sure their snowman is structurally sound and has a fun twist and stan’s like ben the middle ball is off and makes them start all over and bens just like okay! np babe) 
hfhcjsjs and eddie gets so heated and competitive 
and stan and eddie are glaring at each other from over their respective snowmen and mike’s like hey ben did you have an extra stick i can borrow? and ben’s like oh yeah no problem! it looks great by the way :) HAHAH okay i’m getting off track
- bill and richie love to have really intense snowball fights and like wrestle in the snow and shove each other’s faces in it. like u know those boys in middle school who would throw dodgeballs excessively hard at ppl in gym class? that’s them but with snowballs
- and sometimes they’ll spend a couple days working on forts to have a big snowball fight (eddie richie stan ben VS bev mike bill) and ben gets to design the forts and make snowballs and chill in the fort so he’s calm with that! and eddie runs around and throws at people between the forts, with bev as the runner on the opposite team, mike stays close to base but he’s so strong and can throw really far, and stan and bill get in throwing contests cause they were both on baseball and they try to outdo each other and both end up with sore arms in the morning
- then it gets dark and they all tumble inside and yank off their snow pants, cheeks all red, and mike makes hot chocolate for everyone and they sit and warm up and talk together at the kitchen counter
- they’re also that house that always has rlly cool board games cause bev is good at finding fun ones, so they’ll play random new ones bev found at target or what do you meme that richie bought them and sometimes if they run out they’ll sit in a circle and play truth or dare like 8 year olds and giggle when richie eats an orange out of the trash or when ben flushes and admits that he likes being told what to do while having sex (even though everyone already knows)
- and they’re all sitting in each other’s laps or sprawled across the floor laughing and talking until wayyyy too late
- also richie is the one they make get up early in the morning to scrape the ice off the car windows cause he’s so lanky and he makes eddie pay him in kisses when he does his car 
- mike shovels/snowplows their driveway AND the neighbors driveway without being asked cause that’s just the kind of Man He Is. 
okay that’s all i have for now sorry i went on a couple of tangents hope y’all enjoy tho! </p>
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Question: Kasplonbor Kaspbrough? 
Answer: <p style="">

<b><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/ask">Send me a pairing and I’ll write a short snippet based off whatever song comes on my shuffle!</a></b>

<br/></p>
<p><i>Kasplon + <a href="https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=up8l4k1YA9g">Hot</a> by Avril Lavigne  </i></p> <p><a href="https://stephenskings.tumblr.com/post/184704633212" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: kasplon, nsfw, fanfic
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Question: can i request a mini fic or something like that of reddie admiting their feelings in a stupid fight in front of the losers?
Answer: <p>Here we go! It’s a little different and a little long but I hope you like it :) </p><p><i>Billy, 15 minutes ago: Come see endgame with me. </i></p><p>Eddie groaned before rubbing his eyes and rolling over to reach for his phone on the bedside table. His eyes scanned over his home screen and the single, lonely message on it. Eddie might’ve been a marvel fan, but it was also 9:00 am on a Saturday. </p><p>He started to type, </p><p><i>Bill I am not seeing a movie at 9:00 am</i></p><p><br/></p><p>Before he could even stretch (or fall back asleep),</p><p><i>ding</i>!</p><p><i>Billy, just now: no, you’re not seeing a movie, you’re seeing ENDGAME. it’s at 9:45. Shower and I’ll meet you at the movie theatre. </i></p><p>He rolled his eyes at his own inability to say no to Bill, a childhood habit that was still hard to kick. </p><p><i>Fine. You buy the tickets. </i></p><p>He sighed before throwing himself out of bed to shower. </p><p>-</p><p>On the ten minute walk to meet Bill at The Aladdin, Eddie realizes he definitely should’ve worn a hoodie. His thin Captain America shirt that he’s had for years would be displayed proudly, if he weren’t shivering and covering his arms and the logo. He silently curses the world for making it cold in April. He shouldn’t have to wear a sweatshirt if it looks this nice outside for fuck’s sake. </p><p><br/></p><p>He finds Bill waiting for him outside the glass doors of the theatre, with an irrationally wide smile for this early in the morning. </p><p>“E-Eddie,” he stammers and pulls him into a side arm hug. Eddie melts into the warmth, thinking he could fall asleep again, but mostly he’s happy to see his friend so happy.</p><p>“ You’re stuttering,” he says bluntly before crossing his arms, bill had dropped the stutter (for the most part) freshman year. </p><p>“‘m ex-c-cited.” </p><p>“And I’m tired and grumpy.” </p><p>“And c-cold.” Bill could read all the losers like a damn book. And Eddie’s goosebumps are pretty noticeable. </p><p>He takes off his gray zip up hoodie and drapes it over Eddie’s shoulders. </p><p>“This doesn’t make up for waking me up ya know.”</p><p>“I know. I’ll buy you a cherry coke.”</p><p>“At 9:30 in the morning?”</p><p>“If you don’t have caffeine you’ll get cranky and I didn’t give you enough time to make coffee. Now C’mon.” He whips out his phone and pulls up the tickets as they head inside. </p><p>Eddie lets his eyes fall over the theatres filled with a few exited patrons, all in marvel gear. He smiles a little at the sight of their buzzing anticipation, it makes the room seem warmer. </p><p>Bill is a little ahead of him, getting their tickets scanned by- </p><p><br/></p><p>He feels a smile blossom on his face and a dusting of red on his cheeks, he tries to swallow the feeling in his throat at the sight of Richie in his work uniform. It’s a dress shirt and a bow tie, silly, but on brand for a movie theatre. It compliments his messy hair in the strangest way that makes his stomach knot. He tries to reason with himself not to be weird, and approaches the counter.</p><p>“Rich, I didn’t know you worked mornings.” </p><p> Richie’s eyes scan him up and down. He has an expression of angry annoyance that was barely readable to anyone but the losers. It shifted from casual and content to whatever this is as soon as he saw Eddie. </p><p>“Do now.” He says, quickly and snipply. </p><p>Eddie grimaces at his attitude, feeling almost embarrassed that his best friend would talk like that to him. </p><p>“You o-k-kay, Richie?” Bill asks. </p><p>“Just fine. Theatre one. Enjoy the show.” </p><p>“That was weird,” Bill says. </p><p>“Why is he being such a dick?” Eddie zones out looking at him, not thinking about the movie, or the cokes, or what bill is actually saying. </p><p>“I don’t know, but we’re gonna be late.” He grabs eddie by the arm  and starts to walk while he’s still staring at Richie. </p><p>Richie glances back at them for a moment.</p><p>Eddie mouths “What?” While being pulled by his friend. Richie just looks back at the line of people. </p><p><br/></p><p>Three hours later Eddie is being pulled out of the theatre in tears. </p><p>Him and everyone else.</p><p>He’d forgotten the interaction in the throes of the marvel cinematic universe, but as soon as he sees Richie scooping popcorn into a bag, it all comes flooding back. He finds himself stiffening up while Bill walks over to Richie. </p><p>“Richie!” He shouts over to their friend, who turns his head to look over at them. </p><p>“Meet us at the strawberry when you’re done, we’ve gotta talk about this!” </p><p>He nods his head, but doesn’t say anything. </p><p>Since when the fuck is he quiet?</p><p>-</p><p>The losers assemble at their favorite and only diner in Derry, the strawberry. It’s old timey, 50s style, but with none of the wait staff dressed up as celebrities to make it awkward. Eddie may hate Derry, but it’s apathy is it’s saving grace in a few cases. </p><p><br/></p><p>Six losers settle into a large booth in their usual arrangement,</p><p>Mike, Bill, And Ben on one side, Stan, Bev, Eddie on the other. He leaves Richie his usual seat. When the dark haired boy arrives, he doesn’t slide in next to Eddie, instead next to Ben on the other side. He tries not to notice too much.</p><p>“Sup losers?” He quips smiley, keeping his eyes anywhere but on Eddie.</p><p>“Richie Tozier we need to talk about endgame.” Bill says sternly and his expression changes ever so slightly. His face muscles tense. </p><p>“Ya like it?”</p><p>“It was fucking insane!” </p><p>Bill babbles on about the plot while stan covers his ears and yells spoilers. Richie listens, inattentively, and will find Eddie’s eyes once in a while. It’s happened four times in five minutes of losers rambling. Eddie will look up from his milkshake to find dark blue eyes staring at him in something he can only read as irritation. By the time they’re talking about what the fuck happened to the hulk, Eddie has had enough. </p><p>Richie looks at him again,</p><p>“What?” He exclaims quickly.</p><p>Richie shakes his head, “nothin”.</p><p>His eyes roll, “clearly it’s not “nothin’” what’s wrong?” </p><p>He puffs, attempting to be causal, “Nothing is wrong why are you freaking out?”</p><p>“I’m not!” Eddie slams his fists on the table, not hard enough to spill anything but enough to make the losers stop and look. “You keep looking at me like I killed your mom or spoiled the movie or something! </p><p>“No I don’t.” </p><p>“Yes you do!” </p><p>“Can’t I just look across the table?”</p><p>“No because you’ve been weird to me all day! Tell me what’s wrong Richie!”</p><p>They weren’t many people in the diner, but they were staring to get looks. </p><p>Stan shoves Eddie out of the booth.</p><p>“If you guys are gonna be assholes, be assholes outside before you get us kicked out.” </p><p>Eddie was stubborn as shit, but he always hated it when people made scenes in public.</p><p>He grabs Richie’s arm and pulls him out of the opposite side, leading them out the doors. </p><p>-</p><p>“Are you gonna tell me what the fuck is going on now?”</p><p>Richie stares at the ground, “No.”</p><p>“You’re acting like a fucking child Richie this is ridiculous. You don’t talk to me all day and you won’t even tell me what’s wrong. Eventually I’m gonna stop asking.” </p><p>“Fine.” </p><p>“Fine what?”</p><p>“Fine.”</p><p>Eddie has just about had it, he’s turning back to the diner doors, </p><p>“Are you going out with Bill now?” He says it weakly, not looking at Eddie. </p><p>He’s taken aback for a second, suddenly tongue tied and shocked.</p><p>“No?” He says. </p><p>“Okay. Never mind.” </p><p>“Why do you ask?”</p><p>“No reason.” </p><p>“Richie Tozier I will-“ </p><p>“Do you remember like three months ago when we all went camping?” </p><p>He lets himself search his mind, though he barely has to.</p><p>“Yes.”</p><p>“Remember when you got so mad at Stan for saying that Iron man was better than captain America and you said you wouldn’t ever watch another new marvel movie with him again?” </p><p>He nods.</p><p>“And then he asked who you were gonna see it with if not him?”</p><p>He keeps his head moving.</p><p>“And then later, when everyone else went to bed, you asked me if I’d go with you, just the two of us, because we spent all those hours as kids in your room reading ever comic we could get our hands on?” </p><p>“Yeah,” he feels guilt at that, understanding Richie’s disappointment. </p><p>“Do you remember what I said?”</p><p>Eddie’s face turns red, </p><p>“You s-said,” he coughs,</p><p>“It’s a date,” Richie finishes, bluntly. </p><p>“So imagine my surprise when I’ve been planning this night for a month and this morning you walk in with Billy boy around your arm, draped in his sweatshirt.” </p><p>“Richie I’m sorry-“</p><p>“It’s okay,” he cuts off, “I get it. I understand.”</p><p>Eddie frowns at the grown as a moment passes. </p><p>“Well that’s not really fair.” </p><p>“What isn’t?”</p><p>“You joke like that all the time. You’re always touching me and calling me pet names and stuff I didn’t remember because you do that stuff all the time. How could you expect me to know that you wanted-“ </p><p>“You just said it, Eds. I do all that stuff with you and you still don’t understand. I thought you did, I thought you were just letting me down easy.” </p><p>“That doesn’t make any sense Richie! You’ve been treating me like that since we were kids!” He feels dumb, even though he shouldn’t. He feels angry that he’s expected to know what’s going on without anyone saying it. He hates this game of guessing emotions. </p><p>“<i>Because I’ve been in love with you since we were kids!” </i></p><p>Eddie’s jaw drops a little. He lets them stir in it, not knowing what to say. </p><p>“I’m sorry.”</p><p>Eddie suddenly feels the closeness they’ve acquired in the argument, they’re face to face. He doesn’t wait another minute before grabbing Richie’s face and kissing him. </p><p>“Thank fuck,” they break apart to see the losers standing there. </p><p>“God that was getting old,” Mike says, tiredness in his voice. </p><p><br/></p><p>Richie laughs, “Oh Fuck off, Mikey.” He says without any malice in his words.</p><p>The losers say their goodbyes and get into bikes and cars. </p><p>As soon as they’re gone, Richie leans in for another kiss. </p><p>“Not so fast.”</p><p>“What’s wrong?”</p><p>“If this is gonna work you can’t ever do that again. You gotta tell me what’s wrong okay?”</p><p>“Eds, Ed, and Eddie, I promise to tell you everything always.” </p><p>“Swear?”</p><p>“Swear.” Richie says and holds out a pinky. Eddie takes it.</p><p>“Now where am I taking you Eddie my love, on our first date, if not to the movies?”</p><p>Eddie smiles and kisses him again, “How about dancing?” </p><p><br/></p><p><br/></p><p><br/></p><p><br/></p>
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Question: 2 for reddie! thanks so much ash
Answer: <p><i>You got it, babe! &lt;333 I wasn’t sure which list you were pulling #2 from, so you get both! :) —&gt; Second part is <a href="https://reddieandgoodnight.tumblr.com">here</a> </i></p>
<p><b><i>A little NSWF</i></b></p>
<p><b>2. Your shirt/jumper was in the laundry pile and I couldn’t help but steal it (Reddie)</b></p>
<p>“Babe, I’m heading to the store!” Eddie called as he buttoned the last button of his shirt and headed down the hall. He poked his head in the kitchen, figuring he’d find Richie slurping noodles at the counter.</p>
<p>And Eddie was right. He usually was when it came to Richie’s odd afternoon habits.</p>
<p>“Do you want me to get—” Eddie stopped short, mouth still open to speak the rest of his sentence. But his voice had died in his throat.</p> <p><a href="https://reddieandgoodnight.tumblr.com/post/184682631298/2-for-reddie-thanks-so-much-ash" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: “Are you my secret admirer, the one that’s been sending me all the flowers and notes?”  Stanlon
Answer: <p>Stan glanced up, seeing Dreamboat walk through the door. Broad shoulders, usually smiling and always ready with an interesting fact to serve as an ice breaker. At first Stan had thought of him as his soulmate but then decided that was aiming too high and downgraded him to Dreamboat. It was safer. </p><p>“Hey Stan, happy Tuesday. did you know that horses have 205 bones?” He asked, leaning against the counter as he signed in.</p><p>“Can’t say I did.” Stan said, offering what he hoped was a real smile and not his fake receptionist one.  </p><p>“Well now you do.” The man smiled at him. In his bolder moments Stan dreamed about replying with something like ‘and did you know I’m free this Saturday?’ but he never did. The man flashed him another smile then went to sit, waiting to be called for his appointment. Sometimes they talked longer, Dreamboat asking him about his day or weekend but other times he sat with the other patients and Stan tried not to stare at him over his computer screen. He worked for a physical therapist so he knew that the man’s name was actually Mike but he liked calling him Dreamboat, it made him seem less obtainable and gave Stan an excuse to not ask him out. </p><p>Then, like clockwork, the flowers appeared, the delivery man mindlessly asking Stan to sign, barely glancing at him. The flowers had been coming every Tuesday for the last couple weeks. Always addressed to Stan, always with a sweet note about how cute he was or how much he liked the smile. Stan had no idea who they were from but he had started to look forward to them, the cards were written in tight, neat handwriting and he had started keeping them in his desk drawer, looking at them when he needed a small pick me up.</p><p>Dreamboat’s name was called and he gave Stan a small wave as he went in. Stan sighed, at least he could finally get back to work now. He focused for the next thirty minutes until he came back out but this time, until the others, Dreamboat stopped by his desk.</p><p>“Nice flowers, from a boyfriend?”</p><p>Stan shook his head, looking at the daffodils. “No, I’m not sure who they’re from.”</p><p>“They must like you.  And your smile.”</p><p>Stan gave a noncommittal nod, glancing down as his email pinged. “Maybe one day they’ll decide to tell me who they are.”</p><p>Dreamboat shrugged. “Maybe.” </p><p>He turned and walked away as Stan replied to the email. A minute later the words clicked and Stan’s eyes widened. He ran out from behind his desk and into the parking lot, seeing Dreamboat walking to a beat up pick up truck. “Wait!” Stan called. The man stopped and turned, waiting for Stan. He ran over, stopping in front of him and catching his breath. “Are you my secret admirer, the one that’s been sending me all the flowers and notes?”  He finally asked, not sure if his accelerated heart rate was from running or from finally being this close to Mike. </p><p>“I was starting to worry that I had a crush on an idiot.” Mike replied, smiling and nodding. “I am.” </p><p>“Oh thank goodness.” Stan said, taking his face and kissing him. It took a second but then he was being kissed back. It was the most romantic moment of Stan’s life and it was happening in the parking lot of his work. </p><p>When they pulled apart both were smiling. “I’m Mike, just so we can meet officially. And maybe we can go on a date sometime?” </p><p>“I’m Stan and I’m free Saturday.” </p>
Tags: stanlon, fanfic

Post id: 185234514374
Date: 2019-05-29 23:17:52 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/185234514374/1w-for-beverly-hehe
Slug: 1w-for-beverly-hehe
Reblog key: vT6tPC4f
Reblog url: https://whatidoisxsecret.tumblr.com/post/184667412622/1w-for-beverly-hehe
Reblog name: whatidoisxsecret
Question: 1W for beverly hehe
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="566" data-orig-height="425" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/823adaa4c3cacef4958a8444ffec1406/tumblr_inline_pr1en8kFmm1sp069n_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="566" data-orig-height="425"/></figure><p>Thank you! I don’t get to draw Miss Marsh often &lt;3<br/></p>
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Question: H3 Bill?!?!
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="580" data-orig-height="425" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/18d59d44b6c4a26780d0193f4e875f13/tumblr_inline_pr1fynekhA1sp069n_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="580" data-orig-height="425"/></figure><p>I love bill requests :,) <br/></p>
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Question: 35 & 94 for Stanlon :)
Answer: <p>

<b>35 Bathtub Fic &amp; 94 Hair Brushing/Braiding </b><br/></p><p><b><br/></b></p><p>“Fuck!” Mike heard someone yell from the bathroom. He had been passing by, coming home from the gym and going to his room in the house he shared with the other losers. He stopped, knocking gingerly on the door. </p><p>“You okay?” He asked softly, not sure who was in distress.</p><p>“Yes.” Stan’s voice came through. Then, a second later, “Actually no.”</p><p>“Do you want me to come in?” Mike asked, assuming the answer would be no. Even with all they’d shared over the years Stan was still incredibly private, usually not admitting when he needed help. </p><p>“Yes.” Stan answered quietly, sounding almost ashamed. </p><p>Mike cracked the door open, seeing Stan sitting on the closed toilet, wearing only a towel and looking like he’d recently showered. His right arm was in a sling and his arm was scraped, part of a baseball accident from a few days ago. </p><p>“What’s wrong?” Mike tried not to stare but his eyes were drawn to the slope of Stan’s shoulders and the shape of his chest. He purposely looked at the floor, staring at the tiled pattern.</p><p>“I need to wash my hair and I can’t. I’m sick of this stupid sling.” He replied, glaring at it. “I managed to showed but I couldn’t wash my damn hair.”  His voice was tight, annoyed. </p><p>“I can help.” He offered. Stan’s eyes snapped to him. “If you want.” </p><p>Bright red spots appeared on Stan’s cheeks but he nodded, “I’d- yea, please.” </p><p> With some maneuvering and several awkward moments they managed to have Stan bend over the tub and for Mike to wash his hair. He tried not to marvel at how light Stan’s curls were or notice how Stan let out a small sigh as Mike massaged his scalp but Mike couldn’t deny how much he liked this, the closeness and being able to touch Stan, if only for a few minutes. </p><p>After, they stood and Stan muttered a small, ‘thanks’ still clad in only a towel. Mike wanted to reach out and touch him again, to pull him close and never let him go. He couldn’t let the moment end.</p><p>“I could brush it.” He offered suddenly, hoping Stan wouldn’t think it was weird. </p><p>Stan nodded again then smiled. “I would.” </p><p>As much as Mike wanted Stan to heal he had to admit that he liked this too. </p>
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Question: stanlon + enemies to lovers
Answer: <p><i><b>Read here or <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/18707224">ao3</a></b></i></p>
<p><i><b>this got so long I apologize for this mess</b></i></p>
<p><i>Childish</i>. That’s their friends’ called this aggression they both felt toward each other as they grew up. They never got along and none of the losers could understand why. If they were to believe what they knew about Mike and Stan, they would be great friends! Hell, greater friends than they all were combined.</p>
<p>So it came as such a surprise when a fight broke out a few minutes after Mike sat between Stan and Eddie during lunch one day when they were fifteen. Up until then, it had never been physical. Sure there were remarks and shady comments thrown here and there, but never did insults come to push.</p>
<p>Eighteen. Eighteen is the age where push came to shove. No one knew why. No one understood why. All was fun and game at the party at Asher’s house down the street, booze was passed around, blunts and bongs escaped the basement and started to appear in the living room. That’s when it happened.</p>
<p>Mike might have had too much to drink, him who usually hold his liquor rather well, but also the one to usually be the one who would stop drinking after two. Tonight wasn’t one of those nights. Because just looking at Stan at the moment made that familiar burn in his chest curse through his veins.</p>
<p>“I hate him. I hate him so much.” He slurred a little bit, his chocolate eyes not being able to look away from him and the way he danced way too close to Bill. Who did he think he was to just act this way? Or drink this much? Mike would scoff if he could actually follow the train of thought he was having.<br/></p>
<p>“No, you don’t, silly.” The giggling mess that was Eddie beside him said, poking his index into the hollow of Mike’s cheek, standing on his tiptoes, effectively capturing his attention, much to his actual dismay. “You liiiike himm.”<br/></p> <p><a href="https://hawkinsbabe.tumblr.com/post/184645662880/stanlon-enemies-to-lovers" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: 36 with reddie? 
Answer: <p>

<b>Text/Letter Fic  (Idk is this right?) </b><br/></p><p><b><br/></b></p><p>3:45 AM Trashmouth: Hey Eds</p><p>4:10 AM Eddie Spaghetti: We’re not supposed to talk. You agreed. </p><p>4:11 AM Trashmouth: I know</p><p>4:11 AM Eddie Spaghetti: We broke up Richie. Part of that was that we agreed we couldn’t talk. It’s too hard. I can’t do it. </p><p>4:15 AM Trashmouth: I know Eds I know</p><p>4:45 AM Eddie Spaghetti: What did you want?</p><p>4:46 AM Trashmouth: Nothing. Go back to sleep I shouldnt have bothered you </p><p>4:46 AM Eddie Spaghetti: I’m up now. </p><p>4:46 AM Trashmouth: Fuck. Sorry Eds Seems like I keep ruining things for you</p><p>4:46 AM Eddie Spaghetti: Don’t say that. </p><p>5:01 AM Eddie Spaghetti: ‘Chee, what did you want? </p><p>5:03 AM Trashmouth: Its not important</p><p>5:05 AM Eddie Spaghetti: It was important enough that you texted me at 3am.</p><p>5:06 AM Trashmouth: 3:45 Eds dont exaggerate</p><p>5:10 AM Eddie Spaghetti: Just tell me Richie.</p><p>5:13 AM Trashmouth: I had that dream.</p><p>5:14 AM Trashmouth: The one where Pennywise has you and hes about to… </p><p>

5:14 AM Trashmouth: Well you know I woke up and had to know you were okay</p><p>5:17 AM Trashmouth: I shouldnt have bugged you I broke the rules </p><p>5:20 AM Trashmouth: Eds Im sorry </p><p>5:22 AM Eddie Spaghetti: I’ll be over in 15 mins, make some coffee.  </p>
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Question: idk if u take requests but i adore the way you draw and would love to see you draw a stozier ( stan and richie ) fan art. 💓💞
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="2324" data-orig-width="3222"><img alt="image" src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/a7e4f352e1c6ea2d0197c4f52719478f/tumblr_inline_p2o19xaPyZ1slxwjz_540.jpg" data-orig-height="2324" data-orig-width="3222"/></figure><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1834" data-orig-width="2932"><img alt="image" src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/012301552a760cb614aef240bf8c35ca/tumblr_inline_p2o19whZ5H1slxwjz_540.jpg" data-orig-height="1834" data-orig-width="2932"/></figure><p>Your wish is my command :) <br/></p>
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Question: Can i get uhh soft Stanlon headcanons? If your still doing requests? 
Answer: <p><b>hello sorry this took a while!! it’s a bit like a fast forward through the first half of their lives !</b></p><p><br/></p><p>&gt; ohkay here goes!! so i’m starting with them getting 2gether ok? ok! </p><p>&gt; after around 5 years of knowing eachother, it’s very clear to everyone but themselves that they’re perfect for eachother</p><p>&gt; stan is the yin to balance mike’s yang,the weird to balance mike’s normality. basically they have all these things that make them perfectly balanced as a couple </p><p>&gt; stan had a slap in the face kinda realisation three weeks before prom that there was no one he’d rather go with than football star: mike hanlon </p><p>&gt; mike was clearly out of stan’s league in his mind, but to mike, curly haired stan uris was beautiful inside and out </p><p>&gt; stan came running down the hanlon farm driveway to find mike tending to a couple sheep-related issues</p><p>&gt; to cut a long speech short; stan told mike exactly how he felt for the first time in probably ever</p><p>&gt; however it wasn’t a one sided conversation - mike was fast to respond with a similar monologue of his own </p><p>&gt; after that it was safe to say things moved along quickly</p><p>&gt;  after going to prom as a new couple, they both got into separate new york colleges and moved in together after their first year </p><p>&gt; their apartment was pocket sized, and both of their jobs combined was only just covering the rent so they went through a couple of rough spots but naturally worked through them together </p><p>&gt; no matter what, they would spend every holiday at the hanlon farm, which would someday become mike’s </p><p>&gt; stan gets an internship at a fancy accountancy firm straight out of college and mike supports him all the way through it </p><p>&gt; after three years of living in the big city after finishing college, the two decide to retreat back to a more rural lifestyle, moving back into the hanlon farm where their new life begins </p><p>&gt; stan gets a job at a bank up in bangor, where he can work from home twice a week. mike applies for a job at the local library and quickly becomes a town favourite </p><p>&gt; derry changed a lot since they left for college, and to their surprise it was a change for the better. </p><p>&gt; it’s right back at home where they decide to get married, holding the ceremony in one of the rustic yet beautiful barns</p><p>&gt; it’s the most beautiful day and all of their friends attend, and it ends like all the best derry days always do ~ down by the quarry</p><p>&gt; joined by the rest of the lucky 7, all in suits and bev in her bridesmaid dress, stan and mike reminisce about the ‘good old days’</p><p>&gt; the statement however is met by ben, who always seemed to know what to say, he responded with something along the lines of “these are the good old days” to which everyone fell silent, mostly nodding slowly </p><p>&gt; he was right, with eachother, every day seemed to feel like a memory and a gift, and they never forgot that </p><p>&gt; stepping back into their home as husbands, stan and mike danced in the kitchen as the sun set, knowing that they were about to start the rest of their lives together ~ happy</p><p><br/></p><p><br/></p>
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Question: Office romance with reddie? 
Answer: <p>This got a little long so I put it under the cut. </p>
<p>“Shut up! Someone will hear us!” Eddie hissed, glancing around nervously. </p>
<p>Richie, unsurprisingly, didn’t seem worried. “Eds, it’s fine. It’s part 7pm. Everyone is gone. ” He slotted his body against Eddie’s, pressing slow kisses to his neck. “Besides baby, you know I can’t be quiet.” He palmed Eddie, who couldn’t stop himself from keening into the touch. “And I know you like that.”  Eddie rolled his eyes but brought Richie’s lips back to his, trying to kiss the stupid grin off his face. </p>
<p>At first it had been annoying, the way Richie flirted with Eddie every chance he got. He was in IT so, for the first few months, Eddie had seen a lot of him, it seemed like something was always going wrong with his email, his computer, his phone. Richie spent a lot of time under Eddie’s desk and Eddie spent a lot of time listening to blow job jokes. </p>
<p>He’d resisted Richie’s flirtations for months, telling himself that Richie just wanted to get a rise out of him. Until his resolved crumbled after one too many drinks at the office Christmas party. He had pulled Richie into a dark conference room,d tasting the liquored up eggnog on his lips as they kissed. </p>
<p>After that they’d started doing this whenever they could, Richie would pretend that he had a business question for Eddie and they would make out in the stairwell or Eddie’s mouse would suddenly stop working and he’d disappear into a supply closet for an hour. They hadn’t been caught yet and Eddie wanted to keep it that way.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/183754689137/office-romance-with-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: OH MY GOD!!! CAN YOU DO ACCIDENTALLY EAVESDROPPING WITH THE TRASHMOUTH AND EDDIE????¿¿¿
Answer: <p>Your excitement is noted and appreciated. </p><p><br/></p><p><b></b></p><p>“You know I can’t,” Richie whined, sounding pitiful. “I can’t do that to him.”</p><p>Eddie leaned in, trying to see Stan’s reaction. He couldn’t see well through the slats in the closet but it didn’t matter, he saw enough. A small head shake then Stan calmly said, “You have to.”</p><p>Eddie heard pacing and tried to move, to get a better angle, but he was worried about making a noise, about being caught. </p><p>The group had decided to play hide and seek, a stupid game to pass their Saturday afternoon in the house they all rented together. Richie was supposed to be searching and Eddie had run, going to hide in his closet. That was how he ended up here, hearing Richie’s confession. </p><p>Richie was talking again and Eddie gave up trying to move, instead focusing on what he was hearing. “He’s happy Stan. Don’t you get it? He’s happy and I need to let him be happy. I missed my chance.” His voice was unlike Eddie had ever heard it, sad, dejected. It hurt to hear. “He’s happy with Grayson.” Eddie had to stop himself from letting out a small yelp. This was about him. </p><p>The two moved closer, Stan pulling Richie into a hug. “You’re wrong Rich.” Stan said quietly. “He wants you.” </p><p>Richie didn’t respond, at least not that Eddie could hear. He saw them move apart and leave the room, Richie leaning against Stan. Once they were gone Eddie slumped against the wall, thinking about what he’d heard. Grayson was his new boyfriend, someone he had met in econ 101 and they’d hit it off, flirting for a few months before one of them finally made a move. He thought everyone was happy for him- they seemed to like Grayson and he liked them. But this-</p><p>Eddie stepped out of the closet sitting on Richie’s small bed. His heart was thumping wildly against his rib cage. Richie liked him. Richie wanted to be with him. 

 Richie thought he missed his chance.</p><p>Eddie had liked Richie for all of high school and then finally forced himself to get over it, that it wasn’t going to happen. He moved on and now- </p><p>He cradled his head in his hands, trying to think of what to do. He was so wrapped up in his own thoughts he missed the door opening again. When he looked up Richie was standing in front of him, looking shocked and worried. “Eds did you- how long have you been in here?”</p><p>Looks like Eddie had less time to decide than he’d hoped.</p>
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Question: 55 and reddie for the 200 prompts 
Answer: <p>“Shut up and kiss me already.” <br/></p>
<p><b></b>Well Anon, <b></b>did you want some pining Richie? Maybe some angst? Because that’s what I’ve got for you. </p>
<p>Rated something between G &amp; T</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/34820921">Read here on AO3 </a></p>
<p><b></b></p>
<p>Richie Tozier knew lots of things. He knew the square root of 169. He knew how to whistle with a blade of grass. He knew when World War two started and why. And he knew that how the feelings he had for best friend were wrong. </p>
<p>	In middle school he knew it because boys weren’t supposed to feel that way about other boys. Then, he thought that it was wrong for him to want to kiss Eddie like Cory and Topanga kissed on that stupid show that Eddie loved. No one ever said that to him but it was obvious from the graffiti sprayed under the bridge and from how Henry would push Eddie over, the word ‘fag’ on his lips. Richie knew, he understood, that it was wrong. The town of Derry delivered that message loud and clear and Richie tried to listen, he really did. </p>
<p>	But Richie was a stubborn kid and knowing that it was wrong didn’t stop him. It didn’t stop him from wanting to pinch Eddie’s cheeks and call him cute, even when he started getting beat up for it. Richie tried to push down his feelings but they kept bubbling up. On movie nights he would lay his head on Eddie’s lap, or he’d playfully dunk him in the water at the Barrens while his mind screamed ‘wrong wrong WRONG’. He ignored it. </p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/175170626977/55-and-reddie-for-the-200-prompts" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: If you havent got 5 already, how about a classic Reddie "show me how you like to be touched"? Thank u queen xoxo
Answer: <p>Eddie is surprised by the way Richie grabs his hand. They’re face to face, Eddie’s shirtless and Richie is down to his boxers. They’ve spent the better part of forty minutes completely wrapped up in each other, exploring their bodies and relishing in the sweet, muffled sounds the other was making. Eddie has several bruises darkening around his neck and chest and Richie is sporting some rather impressive scratched down his back from Richie’s insistently grinding into him. Now, Eddie’s hand is halfway to what he wants the most and Richie has stopped him.</p><p>There’s some kind of glint in his eyes, but Eddie can’t place it. He’s almost scared, worried that he’s been reading the oh so obvious signals wrong but then Richie says, “show me.”</p><p>Eddie sputters at first because uh? What is he talking about? Richie seems to see the confusion on his face because he follows up by saying, “show me how you want to be touched,” and well, that’s just about enough to make Eddie cream his pants. He can feel heat rising to his face and probably spreading down the expanse of his neck and chest. With his mouth completely dry, Eddie just nods, willingly under the command of Richie’s word.</p><p>Richie lets go of Eddie’s hand and presses his palm to Eddie’s chest, gently easing him down onto his back. He hesitates for a moment, seemingly about to hover over Eddie but he doesn’t. He sits back and just watches, giving Eddie the full stage. </p><p>There are nerves creeping into all of the empty spaces of his body. Eddie can feel the way his hand shakes when he brings it up to his chest and slowly traces it over his skin. It’s performative more than anything, not really doing much to help or hinder his situation, but he thinks it maybe looks sexy and is a good place to start. It gives him room to explore, room to ease into the kind of mindset he’s going to need for this.<br/></p><p>Richie just watches, his eyes are the darkest shade of blue Eddie has ever seen in his life and there’s something exciting about being watched. Slowly, he drags his hand down the slope of his chest and over the tent in his sweatpants. It feels good, but not as good as he knows he’s going to feel later.</p><p>“Fuck, Eds, never took you for much of a tease,” Richie whispers and Eddie just smirks before dipping his hand below the waste band of his jeans. Richie’s breath hitches at the same moment Eddie makes contact with himself and – fuck. This is going to be a fun, fun night. </p>
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Question: “call me sir when we’re alone like this” with reddie please!!! 💛
Answer: <p>This has honestly been the craziest few hours of Eddie’s life. He has no fucking clue how he ended up in this situation, but here he was.</p><p>“This was Mr. Kaspbrak.”</p><p>Every two seconds, Eddie was being directed somewhere by some men he didn’t know. The only person he knows, albeit very loosely, is one mister Richie “Records” Tozier. This Richie Tozier is currently position two feet in front of him and is being ushered along just as fast as Eddie is. He has no clue where they’re going, only that there are hundreds of people on either side of them and a team of big, bulky men surrounding the pair. The screaming is so loud, so deafening but Eddie has been assured numerous times that it’s going to be over soon, they’re be inside and it’s nothing to worry about.<br/></p><p>Hope stands in the shape of a backstage door several feet away. Fast walking has been a skill of Eddie’s since the first grade. Time to make good use of it.</p><p>Once the door shuts, quiet settles over the group. One of the body guards asks Richie if he’s okay, does he need anything, does he know where he’s going, all the typical questions Richie seems completely unphased by. Richie answers them all quickly, asking only for a single water bottle which he tosses to Eddie.</p><p>He motions for Eddie to follow him, and he does. Together they go into some kind of dressing room and Eddie gratefully accepts the offer to sit on the couch. They stay like that for a moment, Richie on his phone or checking himself in the mirror and Eddie on the couch, confused and still coming down from a full blown panic attack.</p><p>“How are you?”<br/></p><p>It takes Eddie a second to answer, startled by the sudden question in the quiet room. “Uh, good I guess?”</p><p>“You don’t look so good,” Richie says back. His tone is playful, eyes slightly challenging but also careful. Like he doesn’t know what to expect from this stranger.<br/></p><p>“Gee, thanks Mr. Records. I didn’t know how warm and hospitable you were capable of being” Eddie rolls his eyes with his response.</p><p>Richie barks a laugh in response, throwing his head back and shaking his shoulders. When he looks back at Eddie his eyes are bright and happy, like he hasn’t laughed like that in ages. Eddie thinks that has to be bullshit. Richie is a certified funny man. He spends all of his time laughing and making others laugh. “Please, call me Sir Records when we’re alone like this. Mr. Records is my father.”</p><p>“Oh? Sir? Because that’s how surnames look.”<br/></p><p>“I’ll show you my surname, baby!”</p><p>“Ew, you’re fucking gross.”</p><p>Richie laughs again, but this time his eyes grow sincerer, gentler. “Seriously, though. How are you? You look a little better from when,” he trails off, waiving his hand as to finish the sentence. Richie had plucked him out of the crowd upon finding him completely hunched over, gasping for breath and struggling to get his inhaler out of his pocket. He didn’t even know there was going to be something going on today. He was on his way home from work when he got caught in a New York city crowd and become quickly overwhelmed. Too many people, too much noise, no way out of the crowd once in closed around him. But now he’s in some famous guys changing room in a comedy venue and he’s never felt better, never felt so calm and excited and comfortable before. This stranger, this Richie guy, famous on television and pod casts and comedy clubs, is somehow the closest Eddie has ever gotten to comfort in his entire life.</p><p>“Yeah, I’m better now.</p>
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Question: can you write smut with the sentence “you’re so perfect, and i’m so fucking lucky.” for kaspbrough with bottom bill?
Answer: <p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/18665845">On AO3</a> | <b>warnings: </b>work-related stress/angst but Eddie comforts him…</p>
<blockquote><p><a href="https://whatdidisayhoney.tumblr.com/post/184373900795/smut-prompts">send me a smut prompt</a><br/></p></blockquote>
<hr><p>The front door of their apartment opened and in came a dejected boy with his hair hanging into his face, lips bitten red out of frustration and fumbling so much in an attempt to get his shoes off before hitting the carpet that Eddie thought he might just give up and lay down on the floor with his feet still on the tile.</p>
<p>For Bill’s sake, Eddie hoped he’d make it to the couch. Shoes, or no shoes. It was much comfier, and he would know, sitting there with both his feet pulled up onto the cushion, holding the most recent publication of Bill’s saga in his lap while he read to the sound of <i>Rio Grande</i> in the background. “Good date?” asked Eddie, a sympathetic smile on his face.</p>
<p>Bill slumped into the wall, and rubbed long fingers up the side of his nose. Eddie recognized that move. Alleviate the pressure leading up to the tear ducts. Or attempt to, anyway. Push the tears back down. Then Bill blinked his eyes and finally got his second shoe off before promptly throwing himself at the space to Eddie’s side.</p> <p><a href="https://whatdidisayhoney.tumblr.com/post/184567173785/can-you-write-smut-with-the-sentence-youre-so" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: “The game is, either of us is only allowed to touch the other with their mouth.”  + stanlon
Answer: <p>Wife, anything for you &lt;3</p><hr><p>“Okay,” Mike says, a smile on his mouth as he drops to his knees, “it’s a deal.”</p><p>“You’re gonna lose,” Stan says, looking down at Mike. These are impossible terms, there’s no way Mike’s going to be able pull this one off. Just because he looks smug and suave and all that other shit doesn’t mean he’s a miracle worker.</p><p>“I’m not,” Mike hums as he moves forward. His arms stay at his sides, Stan watches them intently as Mike nuzzles his head into the space right above Stan’s hipbone. It’s gentle, almost soothing, but it lights a fire alive in Stan’s stomach. There’s something about the way he moves – even though there are now a new set of rules – that is just so hypnotizing.</p><p>Mike nuzzles a little higher, moving Stan’s shirt up and out of the way. At first, it looks almost innocent but Stan soon see’s Mike real motive. He bites the fabric above the button on Stan’s khaki pants and pulls in and then down, effectively undoing the button. And, well, fuck. that’s got to be the hottest thing he’s ever seen. His body sure thinks so, at least, because he’s reacting quite fast.</p><p>Mike doesn’t notice, or if he doesn’t he doesn’t say anything. He just continues his work. The zipper fits perfectly between his teeth and it comes down easily enough. He then sits back on his haunches and just kind of… looks at Stan’s crotch. He looks at the way the front hangs open to reveal a restrained bulge in his briefs. The way his hips are pushed out just a little bit, as if they’re seeking the contact of Mike’s warm, wet mouth.</p><p>This is it. This is the moment that Mike Hanlon realizes he fucked up by taking this bet. There’s no way in hell he’s going to be able to get Stan’s pants down without –</p><p>Fuck. Mike just leans back in and takes one of his beltloops between his teeth and pulls down. Stan’s pants go down a little bit and Mike switches to the other side. He repeats this action until Stan’s pants are pools around his ankles and his cock is so hard in his briefs it hurts. Fucking hell, no man should look at that hot on his knees like this. Mike just keeps that smug fucking grin on his face but Stan can hardly find it in himself to care, especially when Mike leans in and drags his underwear down in the same fashion.</p><p>They stay there for a moment, Mike on his knees and Stan positioned in front of him. Mike looks up at him, bats his eyes twice, and then leans forward and takes Stan’s cock in his mouth. He swirls his tongue around the head before taking more in and Stan almost fucking blacks out. He reaches forward and places both hands on Mike’s head for support.</p><p>Instead of taking Stan further into his mouth like Stan desperately, <i>desperately</i> wants, Mike pulls off with a small pop. “Told you I’d win.”</p><p>God fucking dammit.</p>
Tags: stanlon, lemon, nsfw, fanfic
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Question: reddie + roommates?
Answer: <p><i>Hints of lemons </i>Also this got long so some is under a cut</p>
<p><i><br/></i></p>
<p>Richie watched as his roommate threw himself on his bed, grumbling into his pillow about being sore from track practice. After a minute, he forced himself to look away before he was caught staring. It wasn’t his fault that the damn shorts that his roommate wore for track left nothing to the imagination - and Richie was a pretty imaginative guy. </p>
<p>It had been like this since track started. Before this, he could control his feeling for his roommate. He’d kept his massive crush in his pants. But now, Eddie had started wearing those tiny shorts constantly and stretching in their tiny dorm. Richie was amazed he hadn’t burst. </p>
<p>As if on cue, Eddie stood and began stretching, reaching for his toes as he bent down. If he didn’t know any better he would swear that the boy was doing it on purpose, positioning himself right in front of Richie. But Eddie wasn’t like that, he was sweet as sugar and probably even tasted better. </p>
<p>Richie tried to keep his eyes on his textbook, staring at the words without reading them, until Eddie let out a little sigh. He was sitting on his bed again, rubbing his calf.</p>
<p>“What’s wrong Spaghetti?” He asked, daring to look up.</p>
<p>“My legs are sore, I should have gone to the gym more over the winter.” Eddie frowned and worked his hands more. Richie’s eyes were stuck on Eddie, his legs curled in front of him. </p>
<p>“Icanhelpifyouwant.” Richie said, spitting the words out.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/183945739552/reddie-roommates" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: 42 and 48 for reddie,,,i think i did this right?? <3
Answer: <p>You did!  The Big Damn Kiss + Fake Dating <br/></p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>“I don’t think they believe us.” Richie said, looking at their friends who were all watching a movie in the other room.</p>
<p>“I don’t know how they couldn’t. You haven’t left my side in nearly three weeks.” Eddie replied, trying to reach up to a high cupboard to grab the popcorn. His fingers brushed the box but he was just a little too short. He felt Richie behind him, stretching against him and grabbing it. He stayed there for a second longer than he needed to and Eddie leaned against him, just a little, before he moved back and put a bag in the microwave. <br/></p>
<p>This is how they always were. A little too close for a little too long. It was why they had gotten teased so much that they were boyfriends, both from their friends and enemies. That had changed recently. Bill had told Eddie that Adam, another boy in their grade, wanted to ask him out and that he should say yes, unless he had a reason not to. <br/></p>
<p>And Eddie did have a reason but he wasn’t going to tell Bill that. He had been saved from lying by Richie stepping in and, jokingly, saying that Eddie was taken already, dropping an easy kiss on his forehead. Everyone had groaned, the usual response to the two of them, but Eddie couldn’t get it out of his head. Later that night, when Richie had crawled through his window, he had hesitantly asked if Richie wanted to try it- to pretend that they were dating so their friends would get off their backs. He’d had a whole speech planned but, to his surprise, Richie had agreed immediately.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/184624511307/42-and-48-for-reddiei-think-i-did-this-right" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: Stanlon Bodyguard AU
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="120" data-orig-width="625"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/038c0b3f9094bab99e5bb9373143dad2/tumblr_inline_pp1p1pU9fT1vzsr1t_540.png" data-orig-height="120" data-orig-width="625"/></figure><p>Love the excitement for this one. :D </p><p>“Mr Hanlon, you really need to listen to me. We don’t have time to stop for every fan who wants an autograph.” </p><p>“But Stan, that one was dressed up as the main character from my book! She had the purple dress and everything. How can I say no?” Mike asked, enjoying the way his bodyguard’s lips pinched as he thought of a nice way to respond. Mike knew he’d been driving the man up the wall since he was assigned to guard Mike at the start of his press tour. </p><p>Mike liked to stop and talk to fans. And he didn’t like being followed all the time. After months of this Stan had figured out where to find him- at a local cafe or a dog park, always with a paperback in hand. Rather than arguing with Mike, Stan had started bringing his own book, always a kindle so Mike could never tell what he was reading. Mike would ask him how he could read without feeling the book and Stan would ask Mike how much of his luggage was heavy books. </p><p>“We’re on a schedule Mr. Hanlon.” Stan said, taking his elbow and directing him through the crowd. “People have paid a lot of money to hear you read an excerpt from your new book.” </p><p>“I thought you only needed to worry about crazed fans, not my schedule.” Mike teased, letting Stan lead him. </p><p>“I worry about everything when it comes to you. Fans are just the biggest concern.” Stan replied, surveying the room.</p><p>“I’m sure you’ll be glad to be rid of me next week.” The tour ended in California and he and Stan would part ways. Mike had been trying not to think about it, or how much he’d miss the uptight but strangely funny man. They’d spent a lot of nights together, laughing over Chinese food and swapping stories about being the outsider growing up. It was more time than Mike had spent with someone in a long time, he was solitary by nature and being a writer only fed into that but being with Stan felt natural, comfortable. He hated that it was ending. </p><p>Stan glanced at him then and Mike thought he felt the grip on his arm tighten. “I wouldn’t exactly say that.” </p><p>“What would you say?” He asked, feeling brave as his brown eyes met Stan’s gray blue ones. </p><p>“I’d say-” Stan started but was interrupted as Mike’s publicist appeared, taking his arm and explaining the crowd and what he could expect. He tried to lead Mike away but he glanced back at Stan, who was giving him a strange look. </p><p>He turned away from his publicist and pointed at Stan, “We’re finishing this conversation later.” He told the other man, who smiled slightly and nodded. Only then did Mike allow himself to be lead away, glancing back at Stan as they walked. The man was still watching him and the two shared a smile. </p>
Tags: stanlon, fanfic
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Question: can you do streddie for the music ask? :)
Answer: <p>

<b><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/ask">Send me a pairing and I’ll write a short snippet based off whatever song comes on my shuffle!</a></b>

 </p><p><b>Streddie </b>+ <a href="https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TeZGqvbp8Ac"><b>Do I Wanna Know</b> by Arctic Monkeys </a></p><p>Eddie had had too much to drink, that was for sure, and he’d fucked up somewhere along the way because he couldn’t stop staring at his best friends while they danced. </p><p>Eddie having feelings for his friends wasn’t <i>entirely </i>a new concept for him. He’d probably had some level of feelings for Stanley Uris since they were children running around the baseball diamond. It had certainty been the first hint to his parents, when he’d come home from playing with flushed cheeks and speaking of a boy who looked like an angel. </p><p>Richie had been a longer process, Eddie supposed because he tried to fight that one. Richie was a loud boy, messy. He had none of Stan’s delicate beauty and simple grace, Richie Tozier didn’t seem to have a single graceful particle in his entire lanky body. But Richie’s face would light up when somebody laughed at his joke, or he’d spout off the answer to a complex math question as though telling a person what his middle name was and then… yeah, Eddie had to tell himself. <i>Richie, too. </i></p><p>Eddie wasn’t sure it was better or worse that Stan and Richie seemed to be absolutely absorbed in each other. They hadn’t given any sort of confirmation of a relationship to the Losers, but Eddie could feel the way the air was charged around them. The was sometimes a similar air around them and himself, like when Richie would be laying the flirting on real thick and Eddie thought he might explode, or when Stan would take his hand to so him some trick to holding his baseball glove that he would have learned years ago if he hadn’t always been so distracted and Eddie thought his entire soul was melting. </p><p>So, Eddie watched them over the rim of his red-solo cup and wondered if they felt the charged air around him, too. </p>
Tags: streddie, fanfic
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Reblog name: terrorartfan
Question: I am formally requesting Stozier with "You need to believe me! Please!"
Answer: <p>

So this prompt was crying out for a ghost or creature sighting annddd I ignored it. I sorta shoehorned the prompt into the story but hopefully you still like it. 

<br/></p>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14520066/chapters/38061626">Read Here on AO3 </a></b></p>
<p>“Stan, You need to believe me. Please!” Richie had appeared at Stan’s side and was pleading with him for Stan to come with him.<b><br/></b></p>
<p>He turned and gave his best glare, determined not to go. “I believe I told you not to call me that.” he said, not even bothering to stand as Richie resumed trying to convince him. </p>
<p>Richie grinned, cocky and self assured. “Maybe but your real name is so pretentious.” He leaned against the gate that Stan had been lounging near. “Astanphaeus? What a mouthful.”</p>
<p>His wings ruffled slightly at the insult. His name was holy, given to him millennia ago. “Oh, and Ralvath is so much better?”</p>
<p>“Nooo,” The other figure drawled, pulling out a cigarette and lighting it with a snap of his fingers. “But I don’t go by that, do I? Everyone calls me Richie. Or Dick, but only if you ask nicely.” He winked at Stan, taking a long draw from his cigarette. “Or not so nicely, depending on the person.”</p>
<p>With a flick of his wrist Stan made the gate disappear, causing Richie to tumble to the ground, a small ‘oof’ escaping him.</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/178986509807/i-am-formally-requesting-stozier-with-you-need-to" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: stozier, fanfic
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Question: Stozier + Jello
Answer: <p>“That’s not what jello is supposed to look like.” Richie said, sloshing the pan slightly in his hands.The blue liquid followed his actions, threatening to spill out. <br/></p><p>“I followed the directions!” Stan said, snatching the tray back and sighing at it. “Fuck, it’s so watery. What happened?” He glared at the substance, demanding that it reveal it’s sugary secrets. <br/></p><p>Richie shrugged, sticking his finger in and tasting it. “At least now I know you aren’t always perfect Staniel. You’re a mere mortal like the rest of us.”</p><p>“Fuck off, no I’m not.” He grabbed a new package, reading the directions again. “Stir in ¾ cups boiling water then…oh.” He frowned again. </p><p>Richie appeared at his shoulder, also reading the directions. “You put in 1 cup instead of half didn’t you.”He said, his chin hitting Stan’s shoulder as he talked. <br/></p><p>“No.” Stan replied, even though that’s exactly what he had done. </p><p>“You could just let me do this.” Richie offered for the fourth time. “I’m a jello shot master.” </p><p>“I want to do this!” Stan insisted, tensing up. Slowly, Richie turned him so Stan was looking at him. Richie could see how Stan’s shoulders had edged up, how tightly he was holding himself. There was little about Stan that Richie didn’t notice. <br/></p><p>“What’s wrong?” </p><p>Stan almost lied but there wasn’t a point. Richie would know. “Bill’s getting married.” </p><p>“Yea Stan, I figured that out when he showed up that night a year ago screaming that he was engaged. I thought you were the smart one.”</p><p>Stan rolled his eyes. “No. Bill’s getting married and I’m- I’m messing up jello shots.”</p><p>Richie suddenly understood. “Oh,” He said quietly, pulling Stan into a hug. Stan resisted for a beat then leaned into it, burying his face in Richie’s shoulder. “I thought you were over him.” Richie added, rubbing slow circles into Stan’s back. <br/></p><p>“I am.” Stan’s voice was muffled but Richie knew what he was saying. “But it’s still hard. He moved on and I’m living with my best friend.” Sighing, he put down the box of jello and stepped back. “I’m going to take a nap. I’ll try again when I wake up.”</p><p>Stan walked away, completely missing how sad Richie’s eyes had become and the way he hugged himself. Richie forced himself to swallow the lump in his throat.  </p><p>“Yea, your best friend.” Richie said to himself, pouring the failed jello down the drain. “And that’s all I’ll ever be.”

</p>
Tags: stozier, fanfic
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Question: Forced proximity with reddie? I love love love your writing!! 
Answer: <p>
Thank you Anon! I hope you like this!

(also this got long so some is under the cut) <br/></p>
<p>“Bill! Get fucking back here and let us out!” Eddie cried, pounding on the door with his fists. “This is illegal! And its bullshit!”</p>
<p>Bill spoke, his voice muffled through the door. “No, we’re not letting you out until you two talk.” </p>
<p>“We’re sick of you two ignoring each other.” Bev added. </p>
<p>“We’ll be in the next room, we’ll let you out once you’ve talked.” Ben promise. </p>
<p>“This is against the Geneva convention!” Eddie yelled but he could hear his friends moving away, leaving him and Richie alone in the small broom closet. Richie was leaning against the wall, as far way from Eddie as he could be. Which wasn’t saying much, the room was tiny. </p>
<p>“Our friends suck.” Eddie said, crossing his arms and leaning against the other door. Richie didn’t look at him, instead staring at the floor. It was possibly the longest that Richie had ever gone without speaking and Eddie hated it. </p>
<p>He would be the first to admit that their friends weren’t wrong. Things had been weird between them. Three weeks ago Richie had stopped talking to Eddie, sending him vague text messages to cancel their plans and refusing to be alone with him. He was still sitting at their lunch table but wouldn’t look at Eddie and he’d hastily leave if it looked like they’d be the last two eating. If the other losers knew what was happening they weren’t telling him. <br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/183799945047/forced-proximity-with-reddie-i-love-love-love" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Afficher davantage</a></p>
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Question: Stozier. Scavenger hunt + kiss at midnight
Answer: <p>“This is the last one, I swear.” Richie told Stan as they trudged through the graveyard.</p><p>“You said that about the last three things.” Stan complained, barely lifting up his feet as they walked.  They had been doing this since 5pm, competing in their college’s annual scavenger hunt and it had lead them all over town. Eddie and Mike had given up long ago, wishing the others good luck as they went to sleep in their warm dorm. Stan would have followed them if not for Richie’s puppy dog eyes that begged him to come with to the graveyard. </p><p>“Ben, Bev and Bill are getting the road sign and then we’ll all meet up and hand in our stuff. We just need to do this.” Richie held out his hand, offering to help Stan up the hill. </p><p>He nodded and accepted the hand, only a little annoyed how easily he gave into his friend. Richie only needed to flash him that stupid smile and Stan would follow him nearly anywhere. The worst part was that he was pretty sure that Richie knew it.</p><p>“So we need to find the oldest grave and kiss over it at midnight?” Stan asked, repeating the final clue as they reached the top of the hill. </p><p>Richie bit his bottom lip before nodding. “We should be near the oldest part of the graveyard.” Richie said, pointing to a crumbling grave. “Let’s split up to look for the one with the oldest date. We’ve only got a few minutes.”</p><p>Stan nodding, reluctantly letting go of Richie’s hand and crouching down to look at the graves, trying not to think about the bodies buried under his feet. </p><p>After a minute Richie called out, “1881. What about you?”</p><p>“1876,” Stan replied, “Come over here.”</p><p>Richie walked over, pulling out his phone as they both leaned in front of the grave. “Good find Staniel. And thanks to,” he glanced at the name, “Mr. Smith, for dying so very long ago.” He looked at his phone, which read 11:59. “Okay Stan, hold up your watch so we can prove it’s midnight then lay one on me.” </p><p>Stan rolled his eyes but held up his wrist, leaning in and kissing Richie’s cheek as the other boy snapped a picture. “We should take another one,” Stan said, “I’m not missing these points because your thumb was over the lens.”</p><p>Richie nodded, holding his hand out again. Stan leaned in, about to kiss Richie’s cheek again but Richie turned his head, causing their lips to crash together as Richie took a picture. </p><p> A blush covered his face as Stan stood, brushing himself off. “I didn’t mean to-” He started, unsure how he was going to explain away the thing he’d wanted to do for years.</p><p>Then he glanced at Richie, who had a hand hanging off his neck. “I did.” he admitted, looking at Stan. “I’ve been wanting to for a long time.” </p><p>Before Stan could respond Richie stepped closer. “And I’d like to do it again?” He asked, pausing and looking at Stan.</p><p>Who nodded, letting Richie move in and kiss him again. This time was better, both of them expecting it and leaning in. </p><p>When they parted both boys were smiling. “One more confession,” Richie said, holding up the scavenger hunt sheet. “We didn’t need to kiss, I made it up. I figured a graveyard at midnight was too romantic to pass up.” </p><p>“Idiot.” Stan muttered as he laced his fingers with Richie’s, unable to be too annoyed about the lie.</p>
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Question: can i get one ‘im a flight attendant and you’re accidentally hitting the call button every five minutes so you’re lucky you’re cute’ for reddie?
Answer: <p>Most people don’t enjoy flying. There are few things in the world more stressful than the process of traveling; getting to the airport, then through security and then on the plane. And then there’s a whole other subset of people who grow anxious while flying. Eddie can still remember the first flight he ever took and how terrified he had been. The flight had only been a couple hours, but the entire time he had been filled with so much anxiety he could hardly breathe.<br/></p>
<p>But when he touched down in his destination, he felt an incredible rush, a freedom he had never felt before. After that, he fell in love with flying. A few short years later, he became a flight attendant and began traveling the world. And now he absolutely loves his job (something most people couldn’t say) and with each new destination he reaches, he grows to love it even more.</p>
<p>He meets hundreds of new people on a daily basis and, while there’s always plenty of assholes to deal with, the absolute characters he encounters make it all worth it. Like currently, he’s on a flight to New York and it’s filled with a myriad of different people. But his favorite are sitting 26A and 26B; it’s a father son duo and he’s been watching them fondly since boarding. </p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/184586177880/can-i-get-one-im-a-flight-attendant-and-youre" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, fanfic
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Reblog key: eaZVbntW
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Reblog name: constantreaderfool
Question: 💙+ Timer 
Answer: <p><i>Twenty two days. Six hours. Forty three minutes. Nine seconds.</i></p>
<p><i>Twenty two days. Six hours. Forty three minutes. Eight seconds.</i></p>
<p><i>Twenty two days. Six hours. Forty three minutes. Seven seconds.</i></p>
<p>“Mr. Kaspbrak!”</p> <p><a href="https://hanscom.tumblr.com/post/178494165504/timer" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: 165, 166, and 194 with my boys Rich and Eds???
Answer: <p>For the prompts “Do you like it when I touch you like that?” + “Okay… this is new.” + “Good boy.” from <a href="http://hanscom.tumblr.com/post/174962519959/nearly-200-writing-prompts-feel-free-to-reblog">this prompt list.</a><br/></p>
<p>I’ve had this in my drafts for about a month and I finally got around to finishing it. Here’s some top!Eddie for your enjoyment.</p>
<p>Pairing: Richie Tozier/Eddie Kaspbrak<br/>Rated: explicit!<br/>Word count: 1,054</p>
<hr><p>“Okay,” Eddie says. “This is new.”</p>
<p>He’s standing in the doorway of their bedroom, one shoulder leaned up against the frame like he has plans to stay there awhile. Which, yeah. He does. Because this… well, this deserves some attention.</p> <p><a href="https://hanscom.tumblr.com/post/176610520539/165-166-and-194-with-my-boys-rich-and-eds" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, nsfw, fanfic

Post id: 185026341163
Date: 2019-05-21 01:09:10 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/185026341163/if-youre-accepting-hc-requests-could-you-write
Slug: if-youre-accepting-hc-requests-could-you-write
Reblog key: LVj46Jx6
Reblog url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/184573497792/if-youre-accepting-hc-requests-could-you-write
Reblog name: tinyarmedtrex
Question: if you’re accepting hc requests! could you write how hanbrough’s first time having car sex goes lol
Answer: <p>i fucking love writing about car sex omg lets gO</p><ul><li>okay so it starts w bill being like “can you give me road head”</li><li>and mike is like “honey you can’t drive for shit when your dick is in your pants, no i am not risking our lives to give you head”</li><li>(i stand by the fact that bill sucks at driving and mike rarely lets him bc it’s that scary lol i wrote<a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/175341356922/my-humble-opinion-on-which-losers-can-drive-mike"> some hcs about how each loser drives</a> if you’re interested)</li><li>anyway moving on</li><li>so then bills like “…can i give you roadhead then?”</li><li>as if that was mikes only problem with this plan</li><li>and honestly, mike is,, tempted</li><li>but overall he thinks its a very bad and dangerous idea, so it’s a no again</li><li>but one night it’s late and they’re driving home and bills super horny and being all handsy, and its driving mike crazy</li><li>but he’s still not budging on the road head thing, so they pull over onto one of those service road things that’s behind some trees</li><li>it’s super awkward trying to find a comfortable position lol</li><li>they give up quickly on the backseat and just recline the passenger seat as far back as it’ll go</li><li>which is still kind of cramped, but its functional and they’re too horny and desperate to care at this point</li><li>and it’s all pushed up shirts and pants arund they’re ankles, but they love being so close to each other the whole time</li><li>bill hid lube in the glovebox and mike is v happy he did lol</li><li>it’s honestly super hot</li><li>mike does his thing of whispering in bills ear while he fucks him</li><li>and theres something so romantic about seeing mike above him, then the stars through the sunroof like a halo of fairy lights around his face</li><li>they’re both sore afterwards, and they have to be very careful not to get come all over the car, but overall it was a good experience</li><li>and you know they had to unfog the windows before driving again lmao</li></ul>
Tags: hanbrough, headcannon, nsfw, lemon
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Reblog url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/184556404892/how-about-family-dont-approve-for-reddie
Reblog name: tinyarmedtrex
Question: how about “family don’t approve” for reddie?
Answer: <p>You said ‘family doesn’t approve’ I heard ‘Underworld AU’ Same same, right? <br/></p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>“We’ve got to stop doing this.” Richie said, a small moan escaping him as Eddie’s fangs scrapped down his throat.</p>
<p>Eddie pulled back just enough to look at Richie, his hands still wound in Richie’s hair. “I said that for <i>months </i>and you ignored me.” </p>
<p>Richie could only shrug. It was true but it felt more dangerous now, now that he was free, now that Eddie’s coven was hunting him. Eddie regarded him then leaned in, whispering in Richie’s ear, “I can stop, if you want.” His hand snaked over Richie’s chest, blunt nails scrapping his chest. “Tell me to stop.”  </p>
<p>Instead of words a growl escaped from his throat. Not an angry one but a possessive, predatory one. Richie pushed Eddie against the wall of the small enclosure, the other man’s legs instantly wrapping around him as Richie ground against him. “Don’t stop.” He said, running his nose over Eddie’s neck, breathing in the strange mix of death and roses that Eddie always smelled like. Richie had hated it at first, it felt like a reminder of their differences but now it made his pants tighter, just knowing who it belonged to.</p>
<p>Eddie’s eyes glinted, dark and animalistic. “I won’t.” He arched into Richie, the some rubble falling as he pushed against the wall. “Think these are strong enough for you to fuck me against?” He asked, running his hand over the blocks.<br/></p>
<p>“Only one way to find out.” Richie said, eagerly licking a stripe over Eddie’s Adam’s apple. It was a fair question, they’d broken several small huts already. This place though, this was an abandoned castle, miles from either of their homes. This felt safer, it felt like they were really alone. <br/></p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/184556404892/how-about-family-dont-approve-for-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, fanfic
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Question: Shipwrecked! ❤️ I’m thinking Stanlon but whatever you like.
Answer: <p>“I knew this was a bad idea.” Stan said, pulling his knees to his chest and staring out at the ocean. “I told you you it was.” It was at least the tenth time he’d said it, and that was since they ended up on the small island. <br/></p><p>“I know you did.” Mike replied testily. “But that doesn’t really help now.” He looked at their small boat, or, rather, what was left of it. They had been sailing when a storm hit. It hadn’t been on the radar when Mike had checked the weather and it felt like it came out of nowhere. Their small boat had been no match for it and, after being tossed and turned, had finally crashed on some rocks and was now in pieces in front of them. <br/></p><p>Mike frowned at the jagged pieces of wood, irrationally angry at them. At everything. It had ruined his plan. Stan had already been reluctant to get on the open ocean and now they were stuck here, on some unnamed island. Stan was upset about it, blaming Mike for their predicament, and Mike was upset with everything else. <br/></p><p>“I rented the boat, someone will come looking for us.” Mike said, unable to look at Stan. The other man had been in a sour mood since they crashed and Mike didn’t blame him for that. But he didn’t like that Stan was blaming him for all this. He had been trying to do something nice for the other man and in return all he’d gotten was complaints and grumbles, even before they were on this island. He stood, trying to gather anything useful. They’d be rescued but he didn’t know how long it would take. Stan stayed seated, watching him. <br/></p><p>“I don’t know why you even did this.” Stan told him, clearly not noticing that Mike didn’t want to talk. “You’re not a boat person.” He was drawing patterns in the sand and erasing them. “And I’m not a boat person. We should have just gone to Ben’s BBQ.” Stan’s comment and obvious lack of understand made Mike say what he did. <br/></p><p>“Because I love you!” Mike yelled , turning back to look at Stan. “Because I’ve been in love with you and I wanted to tell you somewhere fucking romantic and I thought ‘why not on the ocean? He’ll love it!’.” He drew a deep breath, shocked by his own confession. He’d planned to tell Stan over wine and cheese, not on a sandy beach. He wanted everything to be perfect. Stan was staring at him, eyes wide. “I’ve been in love with you since 10th grade and I wanted to tell you and then this-” he kicked a piece of wood from the boat, “happened.”He clenched his fists, annoyed that he lost his temper and refusing to look at Stan again. <br/></p><p>Then he heard Stan scrambling to his feet and when Mike glanced over the other man was running to him, throwing himself at Mike and kissing him soundly. Mike dropped the supplies he was holding and grabbed Stan’s hips, returning the kiss. Stan tasted like salt and the chapstick he used and Mike knew he’d remember the taste for the rest of his life. </p><p> “Damnit Mike.”

Stan told him as the pulled back. 
“I love you too.”

<br/></p><p>Mike’s heart swelled and he grinned, staring at Stan’s equally overjoyed expression. “Well, okay then.” </p><p>His eyes scanned Mike’s and he added. “Sorry I was an ass.” </p><p>“I’m used to it.” </p><p>Stan swatted him playfully and Mike pulled him closer, resting his head on Stan’s shoulder. They stayed like that for a minute then Stan said, “The wine survived the crash.”</p><p>Mike pulled back, “So did the blanket.” </p><p>When the coast guard came a few hours later Mike had to convince Stan not to wave them away. </p>
Tags: stanlon, fanfic
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Question: Reddie prompt: they go to uni together as a couple, and while eddie is always the jealous one in the relationship bc girl cling onto richie at parties, richie is always relaxed (bc everyone is straight in Derry). They go to their first nyu party and richie finally understands jealousy™️ as most guys check eddie’s shorts out and tried to flirt with him. (Cute no angst tho). 
Answer: <blockquote><p>Thanks for the prompt, anon. This was just what I needed to get my writing back on track. I hope you all enjoy this!</p></blockquote>
<h2><b>

Oh, how the tables have turned

</b></h2>
<p><b>Pairing: </b>Eddie Kaspbrak x Richie Tozier</p>
<p><b>Words: </b>3,316</p>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/14403642">Located on AO3</a></b></p>
<hr><p>Richie had
never considered himself to be a jealous person.</p>
<p>When it
came to his family, he was an only child, which meant his parents’ undivided
attention had always been his. Since he was a baby, Maggie and Wentworth Tozier
had eyes only for him. Sure, sometimes that meant he couldn’t get away with
half the things he did, but that also meant he never had to worry about the
jealousy that came with having a baby brother or a baby sister steal the
spotlight from him.</p> <p><a href="http://jem-carstairs-is-perfection.tumblr.com/post/173207702555/reddie-prompt-they-go-to-uni-together-as-a" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, fanart
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Question: bed sharing and fairytale AU for stanlon (I think you're taking these if not ignore this :P) 
Answer: <p>So this is probably not what you were expecting because it isn’t what I expected either! A big thank you to Xan @whatidoisxsecret for reading it first! :) I hope you like it, Amelia! There are no triggers, but there is a baby :)
</p>

<p>~</p>

<p>Stan gently stepped back onto the floor, tucking in his wings and crossing his arms.</p>

<p>“It’s clear, Mike. Bring him in.”</p>

<p>The cabin was small, just one room and a small bathroom at the back. But it was clean and it would do. It wasn’t supposed to take this long. They should have been back already. But babies were heavy and faeries, even under a spell, were only barely four feet tall. </p>

<p>“A little help, please?” Stan turned to see Mike at the doorway, three inches off the ground and the small one’s shoulders hunched up by his ears as Mike’s grasp began to falter. </p>

<p>“Oh, for heavens sake,” Stan said, rushing to Mike and reaching for the child, taking him into his arms gingerly. “The poor thing looks miserable.”</p>

<p>Mike planted his feet and rubbed his shoulder, which had begun to ache an hour ago and was the reason for their detour. “Like you?”</p>

<p>“Mike,” he warned.</p>

<p>“Alright, alright. Think it’ll do until tomorrow?”</p>

<p>“It’s all we’ve got. It has to,” he said, placing the child atop a lone chair in the corner to rest his arms. “As long as there is somewhere to sleep for the little one, it’ll be fine.”</p>

<p>“But, Stan,” Mike replied, surveying the room from a few feet up. “Where do we sleep?”</p>

<p>Stan considered this for a moment, absentmindedly fixing the baby’s shirt and ruffled hair. He wasn’t quite sure he could sleep at all. A part of him was worried the baby would get hurt if he wasn’t watching, but an even bigger part of him knew, without a doubt, that this was very, very wrong.</p>

<p>Which for a faerie was a very, very wrong way to think. What should he care what becomes of a human child?</p>

<p>“Stan?”</p>

<p>Mike looked worried, his dark eyes glowing slightly, a sign he was troubled. Stan wondered if his own eyes were alight too, but instead he sent Mike a reassuring smile.</p>

<p>“I’m sleeping where he’s sleeping. We don’t want him falling from the bed. You may as well sleep on the other side of him.”</p>

<p>Mike bit his lip. “Is that really a good idea?”</p>

<p>“It’s a great idea.”</p>

<p>Mike thought it was a terrible idea. Mike thought everything about this was a terrible idea. He hadn’t wanted to be a part of this and he hadn’t wanted that for Stan either. But they were low tier faeries now and low tiers did what they were told.</p>

<p>“Stan. We can’t afford to mess this up,” he said firmly, knowing Stan was already faltering. He was faltering too, but Stan needed to hear this. They couldn’t go back empty handed again.</p>

<p>Stan looked the small thing over, a fondness growing in his chest. “I know.”</p>

<p>“He doesn’t belong to us,” Mike continued, guilt pooling in his stomach. </p>

<p>“I know, Mike,” Stan replied, a bit of sadness in each word. “I know.”</p>

<p>“We’re just, we’re just picking him up.” For what Mike did not know. That was the business of good faeries, high tier faeries, faeries who were not broken.</p>

<p>“I said I know.”</p>

<p>They fell silent then, Mike looking at Stan and Stan looking at the small boy who was cooing softly and pulling on a lock of his hair. They had been with the small one for just over two hours and neither wanted to admit they were too fond of him to want to continue with this plan. </p>

<p>“This was supposed to be easy,” Mike admitted softly.</p>

<p>“Then why is it so hard?” Stan whispered back. </p>

<p>Mike didn’t know what to say to that, so instead he stood next to Stan, placing a reassuring hand on his back and reaching out for the child with the other. The baby garbled a mess of sounds and wrapped a small hand around Mike’s finger, pulling with a surprising amount of strength that made Mike chuckle. </p>

<p>But then he was suddenly crying, grasping at the air and looking at Mike as if he were to blame. “What did I do, little lamb?”</p>

<p>Stan ignored the warm burst from within his chest and resolved to ask Mike about the nickname later. “I think he’s hungry,” he said, lifting the baby and laying him gently on the bed. “Please give me the bottle.”</p>

<p>Mike’s eyes widened and a blush creeped onto his cheeks. He looked around the room nervously, guiltily. “We aren’t supposed to take anything but the baby, you know that, Stan.”</p>

<p>“Don’t be silly. And don’t insult me. I know you grabbed the bottle because you can’t stand to see anything go hungry.”</p>

<p>His blush grew, but he smirked, reaching for his satchel and taking the bottle from within. </p>

<p>“Some faerie you are,” Stan teased with a wink.</p>

<p>“As if you are any better?” Mike  replied, cocking an eyebrow and handing the other faerie the bottle. “Don’t think I didn’t notice you found his mother’s lost pendant.” Stan rolled his eyes, gently holding the bottle to the baby’s lips, and gave Mike a look.</p>

<p>“A faerie who finds things instead of hides them. Tsk, tsk.”</p>

<p>Stan lifted off the floor, bringing a finger to his lips, and he sat carefully next to the small one as he drank. Within a few minutes his eyes were at half mast, one hand on his bottle and another gently brushing against Stan’s wing. Mike had moved to the corner, out of the baby’s sight, afraid that he would be a distraction. He hoped the bottle was enough and, in a moment of panic as the milk began to dwindle, wondered if he should go back for more. </p>

<p>“Mike.”</p>

<p>His eyes snapped to Stan who was smiling softly with his free hand outstretched and pointing to the other side of the bed. “You look as tired as he does.”</p>

<p>He tiptoed a few steps forward. “What if I wake him up?”</p>

<p>“You won’t.”</p>

<p>After a brief moment of hesitation, Mike lifted from the ground and allowed himself to slowly and carefully land on the bed. His weight felt funny for a moment, but he settled and tucked his wings in just as the baby closed his eyes completely and fell asleep.</p>

<p>They were quiet for a long while after that, lost in thought and worry. They looked at each other plenty, as they did most nights, too caught up in the happiness of each other to sleep, but never quite caught the other in the act this time. Instead, they only found the other’s eyes on the small, sleeping form between them.</p>

<p>It was Stan who finally broke the silence, whispering just loud enough for Mike to hear. “What are they going to do with him?”</p>

<p>Mike swallowed at the knot in his throat and not knowing how to answer said back, “hmm?”</p>

<p>“What are they going to do with him?”</p>

<p>Mike had asked before, when he had been told of his and Stan’s task. He received no answer, but did not think he would need one until now. After all, a human child is nothing like the sheep, cows, cats, and dogs they cared for on the farm he and Stan called home. He could weather this task with Stan and win back their high tier status.</p>

<p>But this question, which he had not given a second thought to before, had been on his mind since they arrived at their found shelter.</p>

<p>“They did not tell me. They only said it was important enough to return our status if we succeed.”</p>

<p>“That doesn’t answer my question.”</p>

<p>“I don’t-“ the baby stirred and he held his breath until he settled back down. He whispered lower, “I don’t know.”</p>

<p>“Then why are we doing it?”</p>

<p>“To get your status back.”</p>

<p>“My status back? Not good enough.”</p>

<p>“Then because we’re faeries, Stan. It’s what we do.”</p>

<p>“No, no. This is ONE thing we do. And I hate it.” He looked down at the baby, the small one nestled between them and made up his mind. “I’ve been told we’re made up of nothing but mischief and trouble my entire life. We both have.” He reached for Mike, careful not to shift his weight, and thumbed across his cheek. “But you know we’re more than that.” Mike smiled, leaning into his touch. “And you know that this is wrong.” </p>

<p>Mike knew. Mike had known, but he was so caught up in it. So caught up in what he thought was best for them, what was best for Stan.</p>

<p>“We have to bring him back.”</p>

<p>Mike felt warm tears prick at the edges of his eyes, relieved and feeling like a weight had been lifted from him. Stan felt just as lost in the faerie world as he did. Maybe they weren’t cut out for the world they knew, but they seemed to be perfect for each other.</p>

<p>“Yes,” Mike agreed, blinking the tears away and smiling sleepily. “We’ll bring him back in the morning.”</p>

<p>Stan settled into the bed, relieved and suddenly very tired.</p>

<p>“Or,” Mike said from across the small one, eyes already beginning to close as he reached a hand out towards Stan. “We could raise him together.”</p>

<p>Stan met him halfway and intertwined their fingers. “Don’t tempt me, Mike. I might say yes.”

</p>
Tags: stanlon, fanfic
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Question: Hanzier? 
Answer: <p>- Mike was the one who made the first move because while Richie likes to act slick, he actually has no real game and just drops his cool whenever things get too real for him to deal with. <br/></p>
<p>- Their first date (as Richie considers it) was when Mike walked Richie home from school just to spend more time with him. Richie tripped over his own feet about three times, but Mike’s laughter cloaked his embarrassment. </p>
<p>- Their first official date was dinner at a diner in town and then a movie. They shared a strawberry milkshake (even though Mike hates strawberry) and a combo at the cinema. Richie tried to do the classic <i>‘arm over the shoulder yawn’</i> move but ended up elbowing Mike in the face. </p>
<p>- They hugged at the end of the date and Richie swore to himself he would never shower again. </p>
<p>- It took nearly three weeks for them to have their first kiss and it was because Richie was getting impatient. They were in the library studying and Mike was going over some Biology notes with Richie. </p>
<p>Richie was so engulfed in how soft and sweet Mike’s voice was when he whisper-spoke, how nice his hands looked slowly turning the pages and how he licked his lips with each new paragraph and Richie was lunging across the table and kissing Mike silly before he even knew.</p>
<p>- After that first kiss, Richie <i>couldn’t stop</i>. The others never thought that they’d find something Richie liked more than running his mouth, but putting his mouth on Mike’s was that very thing. He’d interrupt conversations to kiss him, kiss him in the morning before school, between classes, at the start and end of breaks, give lots of kisses after school and even more at his front door. </p>
<p>- Mike is more than willing to comply because he’s in love with a lanky fool that he <i>knows</i> is head over heels for him too and he’s not sure he’s ever felt such more wonderful feeling. </p>
<p>- They kind of forget about everything and everyone else for that first couple of weeks in their new relationship, too enamoured with one another to pay much mind to anything else. Richie’s grades even slipped a little.</p>
<p>- They eventually fall into the groove of being together and are a total power couple.</p>
<p>- They never really fight, but when they do it’s the end of the world. They tend to let things slide until it’s too much to deal and it all comes out at once. Richie likes to hide what he’s really feeling in fear of Mike not liking it/starting a fight/leaving, and Mike finds it hard to be open and real with Richie because he finds it so hard to be serious. It’s something they’re constantly working on.</p>
<p>- They break up twice in the years before graduating but are back together before the Summer and even plan to go to College’s not <i>too </i>far from one another. </p>
<p>- They’re happy and in love, and share too many whispered ‘<i>we made it</i>’s in those nights tanged together out of Derry.</p>
<p><b>BONUS: </b></p> <p><a href="https://bylerhearts.tumblr.com/post/184497587279/hanzier" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: hanzier, headcannon
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Question: hanzier!! pls 
Answer: <p style="">

<b><a href="http://stephenskings.tumblr.com/ask">Send me a pairing and I’ll write a short snippet based off whatever song comes on my shuffle!</a></b>

<br/></p><p><b>Hanzier </b>+ <a href="https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HCPNkNodkyM">Leather Jacket by the Arkells </a></p><p>Mike pulled his truck over to the side of the road where a half-dressed, shivering Richie stood. Richie beamed at him and rushed over to the passenger seat. </p><p>“Evening, darling,” Mike said, thickening his accent because he knew it got to Richie. The boy’s face flushed slightly, as he opened up the door and slipped inside. “Ya lookin’ for a ride?”<br/></p><p>“You’re my hero,” Richie said breathlessly, rubbing at his goosebump covered arms. </p><p>Mike smiled softly, grabbing his leather jacket from the back seat and tossing it at Richie. “Cover yourself, Tozier, before you catch cold and die.”<br/></p><p>Richie tugged the many sizes too-big jacket around himself and smiled bashfully.</p>
Tags: hanzier, fanfic

Post id: 184967003956
Date: 2019-05-18 15:52:04 GMT
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Question: could you write some hcs for hanbrough! :)
Answer: <p>- Bill was pining from the very moment he met Mike in middle school.</p>
<p>- He still had a crush on Beverly for a time that all the others knew about, so he kind of used that as a cover. It gave him more freedom in his longing gazes and the dreamy eyes he sent Mike’s way. </p>
<p>- Mike was completely obvious from the beginning. All the jokes and subtle advances went straight over his head, but Bill thought it was the cutest thing ever.</p>
<p>- Bill tried to be more forward a handful of times, though he’d end up a stuttering mess and would just confuse Mike ho would brush it off and pat his friend on the back. </p>
<p>- Bill would cry himself to sleep those nights, dying of embarrassment.</p>
<p>- It wasn’t until Junior year that Bill gained the courage to ask Mike out. He did so by asking him to prom… through Richie. </p>
<p>He was too shy to do it himself, after all that time, so he gave Richie a note to pass to Mike with the classic ‘<i>will you go to prom with me? yes or no</i>’. </p>
<p>- Mike was pleasantly surprised but had already been asked by a girl in his class that he liked, so he respectfully declined. Bill ended up asking Beverly, and she only said yes because Ben hadn’t gained the courage yet.</p>
<p>- On Prom night, Bill couldn’t keep his eyes off Mike. He looked so handsome in a suit and Bill couldn’t stop his mind from wandering.</p>
<p>- Beverly caught on after a time and insisted that Bill do something about it, so she sent him over to Mike when his date went to the bathroom. Bill nervously asked Mike to dance with him. He agreed. </p>
<p>- The dance was awkward at best. Neither of them knew where to put their hands and they were blushing messes; but they were laughing, stepping closer, whispering. </p>
<p>Beverly and Eddie were cheering them on from a distance while Richie was to the side making gross kissy noises. </p>
<p>- Mike had to let his date down kindly after that, spending the rest of the night with Bill off to the side of the dancefloor. They were holding hands and whispering again, sharing little knowing glances and smiles. </p>
<p>Richie had to be forcibly removed from the premises by his other friends to stop interfering with the moment.</p>
<p>- They ended up driving home together, and they had their first kiss in Bill’s car in Mike’s driveway. Chaste and short, they were laughing again as it ended, but Mike leaned in for another longer one before saying goodnight. </p>
<p>- Without actually asking one another, they fell into a relationship easily. </p>
<p>They were always seen together, kissing at their lockers, holding hands every moment they could, cuddling in the back of the library. It was hard to separate them. Even when they fought they kind of didn’t leave each other alone. </p>
<p>- Mike texts Bill to make sure he ate and Bill has his alarm set to 4:30am so he’s awake when Mike is every morning.</p>
<p>- They plan to go to the same College, but Bill doesn’t get accepted, so he has to rush to apply to the ones closest to where Mike is going and ends up on the opposite end of the state. </p>
<p>- They manage to make a mostly online relationship work (barely) until Mike can’t handle the distance anymore.</p>
<p>- He ends up transferring to Bill’s college and taking up a new major. They get a little studio apartment together and wonder how they ever managed to stay apart for so long. </p>
<p>- They never left each other’s side for longer than a few days after that.</p>
<p><b>BONUS: </b></p> <p><a href="https://bylerhearts.tumblr.com/post/184500898619/could-you-write-some-hcs-for-hanbrough" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Slug: may-i-request-stan-but-like-the-1990
Reblog key: 22TAJD18
Reblog url: https://jwilliambyers.tumblr.com/post/184480510951/may-i-request-stan-but-like-the-1990
Reblog name: jwilliambyers
Question: may i request stan.... but like.... the 1990 one.... bc i wanna see... see tht lil.. lil floop... the Tiny Corl.... that neat pretty hair..... i need to see him in ur style  (but its not a literal need of course its simply a desire please take care of yourself first and foremost)
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="509" data-orig-width="481"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/17ff06e3f0ef6c8ccf6b3f7329c96aff/tumblr_inline_pqlvanA1Px1tl33sd_540.png" data-orig-height="509" data-orig-width="481"/></figure><p>1990 stan is such a cutie</p>
Tags: stan uris, fanart
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Date: 2019-05-16 15:51:52 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/184920502195/if-i-may-i-humbly-request-some-denscom-ive
Slug: if-i-may-i-humbly-request-some-denscom-ive
Reblog key: qRVNKGzU
Reblog url: https://eddieeatsass.tumblr.com/post/184450484104/if-i-may-i-humbly-request-some-denscom-ive
Reblog name: eddieeatsass
Question: if i may.... i humbly request some denscom i’ve been thinking abt them a lot lately and u draw both ben and bill SO cute! ur also 100% allowed to ignore this ask there’s no obligation 
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="1187" data-orig-height="930" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/a4567b8cb1a62fbabae501e00762268f/tumblr_inline_pp3zu4l8sO1tl33sd_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="1187" data-orig-height="930"/></figure><p>ofc!! here ya go :)</p>
Tags: denscom, fanart
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Reblog url: https://clockworkbisexual.tumblr.com/post/184451349213/can-i-get-the-prompt-from-well-this-is-awkward
Reblog name: clockworkbisexual
Question: Can I get the prompt from "well, this is awkward"? I'm from mobile and I can't copy and paste :/  Reddie of course! 
Answer: <p>Thank you for this bby! I loved it so much! </p><p>* * * * * </p><p>Eddie was fucking starving. After spending three hours in a restaurant, listening to his mother rant on and on about the problems of the place, he hadn’t even gotten the opportunity to eat. It was close to 9pm now, and his stomach was growling as he walked down the sidewalk back to his dorm. Thankfully, his mother was spending the night at a hotel and had headed there shortly after they were kicked out from the restaurant.<br/></p><p>Just then, by a stroke of luck, the sound of loud music blaring from what must have been a sorority house caught his attention. The further he walked down the street, the louder the music became, and as he rounded the corner the sight of people on the grass outside the house came into view. Cars were parked up the street and red plastic cups littered the garden out the front of the house. </p><p>At that moment, two thoughts came into his head. The first was how disgusting the place was, full of litter and booze, but the second was that there must have been free food somewhere in that house for the guests, and damn Eddie was starving. Just at the thought of food had his stomach rumbling and before Eddie could talk himself out of it, he walked across the grass, stepping over some cups and walking into the house. </p><p>It was clear from the moment that Eddie stepped into the house that this was a party full of college kids in their last year of school. They were all at least a few years older than his 20 years, gathered in groups as they drank and smoked. Eddie tried to move through the house as quickly as possible, in search of the kitchen where he knew the food would probably be. </p><p>Before he could reach his destination however, a voice stopped him in his tracks from behind him. Eddie froze up, panicking at the thought of being caught stealing food from a random party. Slowly, he turned around to face the owner of the voice, a tall lanky young man who couldn’t have been any older than he was. He had dark curly hair that bounced out of his head, dark brown eyes and he was dressed in a ripped band shirt and black jeans. How cliche. </p><p>“Are you a mute?” The guy asked again, raising an eyebrow as he stared at Eddie. That was when he realised that he hadn’t said anything, clearly making this guy think he was a weirdo or something. “How do you know the host?” He asked, leaning against the door. </p><p>Eddie swallowed and racked his brain for some sort of excuse. He had no idea what possessed him to say it, but he blurted out, “Oh uh, I’m dating their brother!”</p><p>As the words left his lips, the boys eyebrows shot up under his hair, eyes wide before they softened and a smirk settled onto his lips. The look caused a light blush to appear on Eddie’s cheeks, it wasn’t his fault that this boy ticked all of his external looking boxes!</p><p>“Oh, are you now?” He asked, his smirk growing and Eddie felt his stomach twist. He wasn’t sure if it was due to attraction, or worry that the boy was onto him. “That’s funny, I didn’t realise I was dating anyone, and I certainly would remember if I was dating someone as cute as you.”</p><p>Eddie’s stomach dropped and his cheeks were now bright red in embarrassment. Somehow, thanks to his luck, he had ended up telling the hosts brother that he was well…dating him! Right then all Eddie wanted was for the floor to swallow him up whole. His eyes glanced from side to side, gauging for the quickest exit out of there. Fuck the food, he was sure there would be an open pizza place close to his dorm that he could eat from. </p><p>Before he could make a break for it, the boy reached out, wrapping a hand gently around his wrist, freezing him in his tracks. “Off so soon cutie? But I really wanted to at least know what to call my boyfriend!”</p><p>“Look I-” Eddie cleared his throat, exhaling as he tried to think of something, <i>anything</i> to say to this guy. Before he could, however, someone knocked into him from behind, sending Eddie forward into the guys arms. There was a thud as they hit the wall and Eddie moved back as quick as he could. “Sorry.”</p><p>“No need, people need to watch where the fuck they’re going,” he hissed, running a hand through his curls which caused Eddie’s stomach to, once again, do a somersault. “Richie.”</p><p>“What?” Eddie asked, confused.</p><p>“Richie. That’s my name,” the guy, Richie, laughed in clarification. “Now will you tell me your name?”</p><p>Eddie cleared his throat and held out his hand, “Eddie.”</p><p>Richie’s eyes sparkled as he reached out to shake Eddie’s hand in response. “Eddie, now that’s a cute name for a cute guy.” He stepped forward, wrapping an arm around Eddie’s shoulder. “Can I get you a drink, Eds?”</p><p>With a splutter, Eddie glared at Richie, brows furrowed, “It’s Eddie.”</p><p>“I think Eds suits you better. Anyway, you look cute when you’re mad.” Richie winked and Eddie had to clear his throat again. He was clearly teasing him to get a reaction, and the worst thing about it was, it was working! “Now, how about that drink?”</p><p>There was a pause, before Eddie felt his own smirk take over his face. <i>Two could play the teasing game.</i> He nodded his head. “Alright, let’s have a drink.”</p>
Tags: reddie, fanfic
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Question: au where richie is a sign language interpreter   or  au where eddie is a boxer 
Answer: <p>Aw I love both of these! I went with the first one because we need more sign language AUsin the world. <br/></p><ul><li>Growing up, Richie was told he talked too fast and too much. He was constantly told to slow down and enunciate. <br/></li><li>So what does our boy do once he gets to college? He learns sign language. Bev convinced him to give it a try, saying it’ll make him think more about his word choices. <br/></li><li> And it does, sorta. At first, it forces him to slow down because he has to work to remember the word (or to finger spell it, that takes forever.) <br/></li><li>But once he gets it, damn, now he’s as quick with his fingers as he is with his mouth.</li><li>(yes he makes all the sexual innuendos about that that he can. Believe me). <br/></li><li>Fast forward a few years. Richie loves sign language, loves how it lets him communicate with more people (all the dirty gestures are a bonus). <br/></li><li>He starts working as an interpreter, going wherever people need him. <br/></li><li>One place is a local theatre, where he signs what the actors on stage are saying. <br/></li><li>One day he’s called in to work and finds that the person he’s signing for is a cute guy, around his age. <br/></li><li>(cute?? okay this guy is a literal angel. Richie tries and fails not to stare)</li><li>The play starts and Richie is signing, standing off to the side so the guy can still see the play. <br/></li><li>But it’s Richie and he can’t help but add commentary. Maybe he’s trying to impress the guy a little. <br/></li><li>And his heart soars whenever the man giggles at his jokes. <br/></li><li>People keep glancing at them, trying to figure out what’s so funny but Richie ignores them, he just wants to see that smile again. <br/></li><li>At intermission the guys stands and signs his name (Eddie) and asks how much of that was actually in the play. <br/></li><li>Richie admits not much, a little worried that Eddie will be upset. <br/></li><li>But he’s not, he just smiles again and asks Richie how he got this job. <br/></li><li>Richie explains and they talk through the intermission. He finds out that Eddie has been deaf since birth and that he’s a master of lip reading but also that Eddie is funny and snarky. <br/></li><li>Oof, our boy is smitten. <br/></li><li>The play starts again and Richie notices that now Eddie’s attention is 100% on him, not the play. <br/></li><li>And god, he can’t stop staring at this cherub in front of him. <br/></li><li>The play ends and Richie can’t stand the idea of never seeing Eddie again so he asks, as the actors take their bows, if he can take Eddie out sometime. <br/></li><li>Eddie grins and signs back, ‘Thought you’d never ask.’ <br/></li></ul><p><i>Send me an AU and I’ll write some HC</i><br/></p>
Tags: reddie, headcannon
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Reblog key: uFp9dIcR
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/transkasp/184431803450
Reblog name: transkasp
Question: hiii can you do a head cannon of the losers club dominant hand? like who’s left handed, who’s a righty, who’s ambidextrous?
Answer: <p>Sure! I also included some handwriting headcanons bc why not </p><p>Stan: right handed. </p><p>- took a lot of time to learn how to write when he was little so that it was perfect</p><p>- would always get frustrated with lefties when he was little because they kept smudging what they wrote </p><p>- lowkey kinda a slow writer bc he puts so much time into making it nice </p><p>- takes good notes </p><p><br/></p><p>Eddie: right handed. </p><p>-similar to Stan, neat handwriting was a Big Thing for him so right handed was easier</p><p>- v small handwriting and writes SO FAST </p><p>- pretty neat, though the sentences don’t make sense bc he’s a shit speller</p><p>- writes stream of consciousness style </p><p><br/></p><p>Richie: ambidextrous left </p><p>- naturally left handed, and uses it the most to write but when he was young his parents made him switch in case he wanted to play sports so he could be right dominant</p><p>-sometimes he switches it up to write notes out of gym or to cut class </p><p>- he technically writes better with his right it just feels kinda weird</p><p>- messy ass handwriting bc the way he holds the pen drags his whole hand across what he just wrote </p><p>- weird ability to spell everything correctly despite not knowing what half the words mean</p><p><br/></p><p>Bev: left handed. </p><p>- writes pretty neatly, and holds the pen lower so her hand doesn’t drag</p><p>- everything is shortened when taking notes so she can spend more time doodling in the margins</p><p>- you can tell when she’s in a hurry bc her handwriting gets worse and worse </p><p>-great speller </p><p><br/></p><p>Ben: left handed. </p><p>- tried to become right handed and as a result is kind of ambidextrous but it’s still not really</p><p>- spends a lot of time writing bc he goes slow enough to let the ink dry and also writes a lot </p><p>- will start over if it gets too messy </p><p><br/></p><p>Bill: right handed. </p><p>- v slanted handwriting </p><p>- refuses to write in pen </p><p>- sometimes will switch hands to draw and he doesn’t really get it either </p><p>- would misspell his own name and has before </p><p><br/></p><p>Mike: ambidextrous right</p><p>- is truly ambidextrous (aka wasn’t forced to) but usually uses his right hand bc it’s easier</p><p>- he can write the same sentence forwards and backwards at the same time </p><p>-spent a lot of time going back and forth bc he couldn’t pick one and as a result they’re both pretty good handwriting styles </p><p>-sometimes if they’re both writing sometime Richie would just scream SWITCH and they’d switch hands and keep writing </p><p>-great notes with both hands </p>
Tags: the losers, headcannon
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Slug: okay-i-have-the-most-random-thought-but-could-you
Reblog key: 6goltQUK
Reblog url: https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/184389834402/okay-i-have-the-most-random-thought-but-could-you
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Question: Okay I have the most random thought but could you write Richie and Eddie doing a duet to Endless Love by Lionel Richie and Diana Ross, I know you'll do it justice and I can't get it out of my head! 
Answer: <p>This is random but I also adore it. <br/></p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>“Hey, um-” </p>
<p>Richie looked up, seeing a nervous blond angel standing next to him, playing with the cuff of his sweater. He stopped talking when Richie looked at him so he flashed a hopefully charming grin. “Go on cutey, I’m eager to hear what brought you to me.” Richie replied, propping his elbows up on the small table and thinking that he had almost given up on the night. He and Bill had slipped into the small bar after work, not realizing it was karaoke night. True to form, Richie had sang several songs and was now nursing a beer and giving Bill shit about how his weekend plans included a farmer’s market and weeding.</p>
<p>Next to him, Bill scoffed, annoyed with Richie’s immediate flirting. Richie ignored him though, focusing on the cute guy. </p>
<p>“My friends-” He nodded to the left, where two people were pretending (poorly) not to be watching them. “Think that we’d sound really good singing together and dared me to invite you to do a duet with me.” He finished, looking at Richie then covered his face with his hands. “This is so stupid. I’m mortified. I only came over because Mike said he’d pay for my drinks for the rest of the night.”</p>
<p>Richie chuckled, completely enamored by this guy and his embarrassment. He took the guy’s hands and pried them off his face. “I’ll do it on two conditions.”</p>
<p>Looking relieved and cautious the angel asked, “What are they?”</p>
<p>“One,” Richie held up a long finger. “I pick the song.” The guy nodded. “Two, you tell me your name. Unless you want to be called ‘cutey’ and ‘baby’ all night.”</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/184389834402/okay-i-have-the-most-random-thought-but-could-you" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, fic
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Question: "that feels nice" with reddie? maybe? 
Answer: <p>“That feels nice,” Richie said, barely moving his lips, after a low hum emanated from his chest. He craned his neck, pressing the side of his face deeper into the mattress, spreading his arms wide across, exposing as much of his bare shoulders to Eddie’s fingers as he could. Eddie’s little fingers were surprisingly strong, if not a little too slippery along his back, where the massage oil was warming Richie’s skin, and his alike.</p><p>“I’m glad you think so,” Eddie said, soft smile brightening his features. He sat back along Richie’s lower back, then slid his hands up, and to the roundness of Richie’s neck, as he laid his chest to Richie’s back, and gave him kissed the back of his head, fingers kneading his tender skin.</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://whatdidisayhoney.tumblr.com/post/184373772850/insp-send-me-a-ship-and-a-sentence-and-ill">send me a ship, and a sentence, and I’ll write the next five sentences</a><br/></p></blockquote>
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Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/184850738910/5b-richie-if-u-want-uwu
Slug: 5b-richie-if-u-want-uwu
Reblog key: akC7KaS2
Reblog url: https://unpack-my-heart.tumblr.com/post/184387294175/5b-richie-if-u-want-uwu
Reblog name: unpack-my-heart
Question: 5B richie if u want uwu 
Answer: <p>sleepy boi dreams about his bf uwu</p><figure data-orig-width="700" data-orig-height="800" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/7fc0996215dbc0749fbe931f94107d39/tumblr_inline_pfvultewax1ujkcok_540.png" data-orig-width="700" data-orig-height="800"/></figure>
Tags: richie tozier, fanart
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Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/184838019143/hello-if-youre-doing-requests-these-are-just
Slug: hello-if-youre-doing-requests-these-are-just
Reblog key: aHVKnjUi
Reblog url: https://kaymcgivemeacall.tumblr.com/post/184378705744/hello-if-youre-doing-requests-these-are-just
Reblog name: kaymcgivemeacall
Question: Hello! If you're doing requests, these are just random ideas I thought of - but maybe a Reddie first date? Or where they're at a carnival or something🌟 it can be another ship too honestly, just the idea of a first date is adorable 
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="2226" data-orig-height="1836" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/593f47cf3e1201eab319f361f957d324/tumblr_inline_pqe4p20W4Z1ujrp25_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="2226" data-orig-height="1836"/></figure><p>i think eddie would be cool about it while richie would just be completely flabbergasted the entire time :))</p>
Tags: reddie, fanart
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Question: Reddie and 40 please UwU 
Answer: <p><b>40: around the pool table in a bar</b></p>
<p>It’s a hot summer day and the heat outside is blistering, driving everyone in town to the most popular bar in town. Perhaps, their popularity lays in the fact that they’re the only bar in town and the next one isn’t for a good half hour or so. That alone speaks volume to the kind of town it resides in, and so does the “population: 1728” sign right outside town limits. But even if the entire town’s drinking demographic all occupied it at once, there would still be a handful of empty seats.<b><br/></b></p>
<p>Richie stands behind the bar, a white, but stained rag clasped in his hand as he drags it all over the bar top. Occupying almost every barstool along the counter are a bunch of gruff, old men, most of them still clad in their work clothes. These were his typical patrons and, while he can’t charm their pants off like he can some of the girls (and boys) that pass through, he knows how to play to his audience; if he can pour them drinks with minimal interaction, more times than not he’ll earn some kind of tip from their, even if it’s only a handful of change. </p>
<p>He’s glancing at how pathetically empty the tip jar is when he notices a cute brunette over by the pool tables. A little on the short side, at least compared to the handful of guys surrounding him. His skin is a beautiful tan color, his hair sunkissed blonde and wavy, pieces of it hanging in his face until he runs his fingers through it to push it back. </p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/184054415975/reddie-and-40-please-uwu" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: You should write a reddie fanfic of Richie fucking Eddie while he is on the phone with his mom 
Answer: <p>okay so i couldn’t get myself to write him talking to sonia while having sex lmao im sorry, but he talks to bill and bills kinda like his mom!! (im kidding… for the most part lmao)</p>
<p><b>words: </b>1,602</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/18802357">read on ao3</a> or below!!</p>
<p><b>nsfw </b>below the cut</p> <p><a href="https://wonderwheelzier.tumblr.com/post/184826523987/you-should-write-a-reddie-fanfic-of-richie-fucking" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, nsfw, fanfic
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Reblog name: xandertheundead
Question: eddie and bill sharing a giant gulp 7/11 with two straws.. i think yes
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="1700" data-orig-height="1572" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/1c9c63def166398c4385932760dbd82e/tumblr_inline_oytbe6uxvr1rua29k_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="1700" data-orig-height="1572"/></figure><p>i wasn’t gonna make this a shippy thing but then it happened anyway whoops</p><p>&lt;33333</p>
Tags: kasbrough, fanart

Post id: 184810795384
Date: 2019-05-11 21:18:54 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/184810795384/the-art-you-reblogged-is-actually-a-byler-will
Slug: the-art-you-reblogged-is-actually-a-byler-will
Reblog key: tzcniDs2
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: The art you reblogged is actually a byler (will & mike from stranger things) fanart not Reddie 
Answer: <p>Whoops! Thank you!! </p>
Tags: Anonymous

Post id: 184788598909
Date: 2019-05-10 20:37:20 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/184788598909/2-27-for-reddie
Slug: 2-27-for-reddie
Reblog key: aU1hLxqY
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/transkasp/184788071615
Reblog name: transkasp
Question: 2 & 27 for reddie?
Answer: <p><b>2: Next Door Neighbors</b></p>
<p><b>27: Food Fight/Paint Fight/Any Iteration of Such</b></p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>I decided to go with a water gun fight, hope you like it!!</p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>Eddie stood on his front porch, elbows resting on the railing. He rolled his eyes as he watched his dumbass neighbor squirt his dumbass friend with a water gun, both of them cracking up. </p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>“Gonna k-k-kill you, R-Richie!” the auburn-haired one called, retaliating with a shot of his own. They chased each other around the yard, with Eddie watching amusedly.</p>
<p><br/></p>
<p>“You both know you’re in your twenties, right?” he called over with a scoff. They both stopped in their tracks, holding their water guns. </p> <p><a href="https://chaotickaspbrak.tumblr.com/post/184788071615/2-27-for-reddie" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, fanfic

Post id: 184742029495
Date: 2019-05-08 19:34:51 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/184742029495/hey-some-good-ol-ben-stan-with-i-love-hearing
Slug: hey-some-good-ol-ben-stan-with-i-love-hearing
Reblog key: VpA7c8ve
Reblog url: https://eddieeatsass.tumblr.com/post/184146499054/hey-some-good-ol-ben-stan-with-i-love-hearing
Reblog name: eddieeatsass
Question: hey. some good ol ben + stan with " i love hearing you moan " if that's okay. thanks!
Answer: <p>(STANSCOM!!! Listen, I’m not gonna lie, I am petrified of writing for this ship because I just… fear not doing these boys justice. Their relationships, platonic or otherwise, is so wholesome and I want to do right by them. So I hope this was okay.)</p><p>The office Christmas party is not where Ben Hanscom expected his first sexual experience with a man to happen. Admittedly, up until a few months ago, he didn’t expect to <i>ever</i> have a first sexual experience with a guy, or a second, or a third, or so on. It wasn’t until he met a particular coworker that he started to consider the fact that he might not be as straight as he once thought.</p><p>Stanley Uris, the man in question, walked into Ben’s office that day and unknowingly changed his world. Now, said man was sitting in his lap in their boss’ office during their company’s holiday bash, grinding his plush little behind into Ben’s groin and causing salacious sounds definitely too lewd for an office.</p><p>Thankfully Ben was the only one with access to this floor of the building, leaving them virtually undetectable to the party goers below them. It also meant that they could technically be as loud as they wanted and reap no repercussions, but Ben, always the precautious one, was still biting back every noise Stan ground out of him.</p><p>Ben couldn’t believe he was even in this situation. Twenty minutes ago they’d been downstairs, politely sipping their drinks as they made small talk with their other coworkers. Fifteen minutes ago, Stan had been asking Ben if they could sneak off somewhere, since the party was a bore. Ten minutes ago, Ben was sneaking them into the off-bounds area of the building, unaware of Stan’s intentions for their alone time.</p><p>“God you’re hot.” Stan mumbled, loosening Ben’s tie.<br/></p><p>Ben let out a sudden laugh, not used to such blatant compliments. He interrupted the laugh with a clear of his throat, red tinting his cheeks.</p><p>“Sorry, uh, I’m not… Y-you are too. Hot, I mean. Like, really fucking hot. Like ‘what are you doing with me’ kinda hot.” Ben rambled, the heat of Stan’s stare melting him into a puddle on the spot.<br/></p><p>Stan’s hands traveled up from his tie and wove into the hair at the nape of Ben’s neck. He was in need of a haircut, his hair longer than he usually let it get, but with Stan’s fingers scratching at his scalp he couldn’t bring himself to care.</p><p>“Ben,” Stan started honestly. “You are one of the most handsome guys I’ve ever met. The first day I walked into the office and saw you sitting there, I thought I’d accidentally walked on to the set of a movie. I didn’t think I’d ever have a chance with you, honestly. I figured you had to be taken, or worse, <i>straight.</i>”<br/></p><p>Ben smiled at the irony of that comment.</p><p>“But then I met you and, wow, I mean… you’re kind.” Stan began pressing kisses down Ben’s jaw. “Open.” A kiss to his neck. “Honest.” One to his collarbone. “Empathetic.” His chest. “And you’re witty.” Stan finished, raising his head. “Not many people can make me laugh, but you never fail to.”<br/></p><p>Ben’s heart was beating so quick he thought it might break through his skin just to get closer to Stan. Never had anyone talked about him the way Stan had described him. He felt like he was floating above his own body, watching everything happen from an on-looker’s perspective. It felt surreal.</p><p>“I kinda gotta confess something.” Ben said, his throat constricting around heavy words. Stan stayed still, gaze encouraging.<br/></p><p>“I’ve, uh, never been with a guy before.” Ben cast his eyes down, hoping that his confession didn’t change anything, but feeling it necessary to admit.<br/></p><p>“Am I an experiment to you?” Stan asked, his tone calm and non-accusing.<br/></p><p>Ben’s head snapped up immediately, eyes boring into Stan’s exploring ones.</p><p>“No! No, not at all. This- it may be new to me, but it’s not an experiment. It’s real.”<br/></p><p>Stan nodded slowly before letting his thin lips split into a smile.</p><p>“Then I don’t mind if you don’t.”<br/></p><p>Relief flooded Ben’s chest, spreading into all of his limbs and releasing the tension from all of his muscles. He finally let himself touch Stan for the first time since they’d sat down, letting his hands settle at the curve of his hips.</p><p>“Besides, it’s always more fun with a newbie.” Stan teased, leaning in and catching Ben’s lips in another kiss.<br/></p><p>This time, as their tempo started back up, Ben didn’t restrain himself. He let his hands explore, let his hips rock into Stan’s, let his noises ring out a little louder than previously.</p><p><b>“I love hearing you moan.”</b> Stan hummed into Ben’s mouth.<br/></p><p>Ben responded with a buck of his hips, feeling the warmth and firmness of Stan’s cock straining against his own.</p><p>Stan’s body was so different from everyone else he’d ever been with. He could feel the slight chafe on his neck from Stan’s incoming stubble, his torso didn’t curve in at the waist where Ben held him, his hands were bigger as they cupped Ben’s growth through his pants.</p><p>“Hnnng- fuck.” Ben cursed, the feeling too euphoric to hold back.<br/></p><p>“Wow, I don’t think I’ve ever heard you swear before.” Stan chuckled, palming Ben’s stiff cock. “I like it.”<br/></p><p>Ben was seconds away from toppling over the edge, the grinding had been enough, but now the addition of Stan’s warm hand, massaging his nerves right to their tipping point, it was too much.</p><p>Ben crashed over the edge with a drawn out groan, cum smearing all over the confines of his pants. Stan’s hand continued to guide him through it, a comforting voice encouraging him to let everything go.</p><p>His orgasm rushed through him so forcefully it left him panting, his legs quivering under Stan’s body. Through heaving breaths, Ben surged forward, hands grasping at either side of Stan’s face and pulling him close as he slotted their lips together.</p><p>The kiss began heated; passionate and feverish and full of the things Ben couldn’t find the words to say. But gradually, it eased into something more light, more tender. When they detached, neither pulled away, instead leaning their foreheads together and sharing their breath.</p><p>Ben couldn’t wipe the goofy grin off his face, and Stan observed him with thoughtful elation.</p><p>“Can I take you on a date?” Stan asked suddenly.<br/></p><p>Ben’s smile grew wider, butterflies hitting the walls of his stomach.</p><p>“Yeah.” Ben agreed bashfully.<br/></p><p>“Good, let’s go then.” Stan said, grabbing Ben’s hand as he bounced off his lap.<br/></p><p>“Wh-what, right now?” Ben stumbled out of the chair, shaking legs protesting the movement.<br/></p><p>“What, are you busy?” Stan asked teasingly.<br/></p><p>Ben looked down at himself, a wet spot prominent on his pants, then looked to the clock on the wall, reading 12:28 am. He wanted nothing more than to go home, clean himself off, and get into bed.</p><p>But then he looked back at Stan, who was beaming from head to toe, awaiting Ben’s answer with eagerness and hope.</p><p>Okay, maybe there was one thing he wanted more.</p>
Tags: stanscom, fic, nsfw

Post id: 184735599504
Date: 2019-05-08 13:15:14 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/184735599504/reddie-and-12
Slug: reddie-and-12
Reblog key: LfowYieK
Reblog url: https://reddieandgoodnight.tumblr.com/post/184728928483/reddie-and-12
Reblog name: reddieandgoodnight
Question: Reddie and 12??
Answer: <p><i>You got it! (I wasn’t sure which #12 you meant — this or the kissing prompt — but here’s the first one at least!)</i></p>
<p><b>12. We dated in high school but then you moved away but now you’re back in town</b></p>
<p>“Here you go,” Eddie says as he hands the customer his coffee order. </p>
<p>The man gives Eddie a grateful smile as he takes the two cups before walking back to his table. The woman he’s with immediately launches into some giggly conversation, and the man sits back, bemused but seemingly happy as he sips at his coffee.</p>
<p>Eddie starts wiping the counter. He’s been working at the coffee shop for a couple of years now in addition to his online writing. It’s never particularly busy, and it gives him a reason to leave the house and actually talk to people. Plus, it always smells divine, so Eddie doesn’t mind.</p>
<p>He glances back at the couple. There’s four twosomes total in the shop, and it isn’t surprising. The little Derry coffee shop, tucked away from Main Street, always seems to draw in those looking to share longing glances and sweet smiles behind mugs of coffee.  </p>
<p>In his mind’s eye, Eddie sees a tall, lanky boy with wild black hair and dark eyes magnified by thick glasses, grinning at him. He shakes his head, pushing the image away with the movement. It had been a long time since he’d seen Richie.</p> <p><a href="https://reddieandgoodnight.tumblr.com/post/184728928483/reddie-and-12" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, fanfic

Post id: 184734483452
Date: 2019-05-08 12:01:10 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/184734483452/hey-i-jsut-wanted-to-ask-are-u-bi-or-gay-im-bi
Slug: hey-i-jsut-wanted-to-ask-are-u-bi-or-gay-im-bi
Reblog key: l6koBrpe
Reblog url: https://ask-richie-the-trashmouth.tumblr.com/post/183414095451/hey-i-jsut-wanted-to-ask-are-u-bi-or-gay-im-bi
Reblog name: ask-richie-the-trashmouth
Question: Hey i jsut wanted to ask are u bi or gay im bi😄
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="979" data-orig-width="875"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/42bf58dff48d41a6a5db59d0d575ff68/tumblr_inline_poa39t0hb41t2b9os_1280.png" data-orig-height="979" data-orig-width="875"/></figure><p>:D!</p>
Tags: richie tozier, fanart

Post id: 184711665334
Date: 2019-05-07 12:01:20 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/184711665334/i-shall-suggest-another-thing-then-uhhh-reddie-2
Slug: i-shall-suggest-another-thing-then-uhhh-reddie-2
Reblog key: KLMMs5zI
Reblog url: https://leiasforman.tumblr.com/post/184155070252
Reblog name: leiasforman
Question: I shall suggest another thing then! Uhhh Reddie 2?
Answer: <p><b>2:</b> Childhood Best Friends <strike>AU</strike><br/><b>Pairing:</b> Eddie Kaspbrak/Richie Tozier (Reddie)</p><p>Meeting Richie Tozier had been because of Bill Denbrough. They’d been all of five years old, and Bill had decided that his sweet neighbour friend needed to make more friends out in the world. Somehow those friends had included the trashmouthed boy with the messy face and curly hair. Bill had raved about Richie, claiming that Richie was the best boy he knew.  “He’s a luh-little luh-luh-loud,” Bill admitted to Eddie as they made their way to public park to meet with Bill’s other friends. “It’s huh-huh-hard to get used to, but Ruh-Rich is guh-good people.”</p><p>Becoming friends with Richie Tozier had been an act of self preservation. Richie had been more than just a little loud- he’d latched onto Eddie by a vacuum to dirt and hadn’t let go. Eddie had run away from it for ages, absolutely refusing to have anything to do with the dirty boy. This only seemed to make Richie fight all the harder for his attention. Stanley Uris had confirmed this one day, after a wildly exhausting day. “Just stop giving him the attention of you hating him,” Stanley had said wisely. “He just wants you to be his friend. Tell him you’re friends, and he’ll calm down. You don’t actually have to like him.” And well, if anybody knew how Richie Tozier worked then it was Stanley Uris. So Eddie had told them they were friends, and Richie had giving him that bucked toothed grin.</p><p>Actually starting to like Richie Tozier, though, that was something that came with time. Had something to do with a clown, an broken arm and Richie cupping his face in his hands. Eddie couldn’t recall all the details, but he knew he’d come out of that house on Neibolt Street with a whole new appreciation and closeness for the boy.</p><p>Falling in love with Richie Tozier? That had sneaked up on Eddie, growing so slowly then hit him all that once. It was midnight crawling through windows, and uncomfortable feelings in his chest when Richie flirted with girls and blushing whenever Richie was around. It was sitting closer and closer together, until they were holding hands, always touching. It was kissing, then getting scared, not talking, then kissing again. <i>Repeat. Repeat. Repeat</i> until they knew there was no running away anymore. </p><p>Forgetting Richie Tozier was the easiest of them all, because Eddie never knew it happened.</p>
Tags: reddie, fic

Post id: 184696220803
Date: 2019-05-06 20:01:32 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/184696220803/beverly-g2-and-ben-g3
Slug: beverly-g2-and-ben-g3
Reblog key: mTpeb0vx
Reblog url: https://andaleduardo.tumblr.com/post/184155348940/beverly-g2-and-ben-g3
Reblog name: andaleduardo
Question: Beverly G2 and Ben G3 😍
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="3700" data-orig-width="2773"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/d028f69d164ffb3634fe241ab6278918/tumblr_inline_pke9wlGP8V1tt09qc_540.jpg" data-orig-height="3700" data-orig-width="2773"/></figure><p>IT’S ALMOST PROM SEASON HERE YOOO !!!!</p>
Tags: benverly, fanart

Post id: 184664260898
Date: 2019-05-05 12:00:55 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/184664260898/can-u-draw-some-hanbroughzier-please-max-ily
Slug: can-u-draw-some-hanbroughzier-please-max-ily
Reblog key: Wc2eDoCU
Reblog url: https://d0gdaze.tumblr.com/post/171370764619/can-u-draw-some-hanbroughzier-please-max-ily
Reblog name: d0gdaze
Question: can u draw some hanbroughzier please max ily ! 💘
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="2324" data-orig-height="2328" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/40c33139496788ec21d30da1164f0d39/tumblr_inline_p4ujm3SMy61rua29k_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="2324" data-orig-height="2328"/></figure><p>i was gonna do lineart and everything but it wasn’t turning out like i wanted it so im just gonna upload the sketch ahaha sorry</p><p>sleeby boys</p>
Tags: hanbroughzier, fanart

Post id: 184649633740
Date: 2019-05-04 20:01:07 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/184649633740/could-u-draw-hanzier-wearing-each-others-clothes
Slug: could-u-draw-hanzier-wearing-each-others-clothes
Reblog key: afOcVPv8
Reblog url: https://d0gdaze.tumblr.com/post/171261815779/could-u-draw-hanzier-wearing-each-others-clothes
Reblog name: d0gdaze
Question: could u draw hanzier wearing each other’s clothes pls ily
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="2947" data-orig-height="3798" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/233d09e2912b365fcfde7b67864efbe2/tumblr_inline_p4p1cjhNnH1rua29k_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="2947" data-orig-height="3798"/></figure><p>lookit these gays</p>
Tags: hanzier, fanart

Post id: 184647902969
Date: 2019-05-04 18:26:40 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/184647902969/say-you-were-writing-a-fic-from-stans
Slug: say-you-were-writing-a-fic-from-stans
Reblog key: r7SM0fQX
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/stanmike/184416940764
Reblog name: stanmike
Question: say you were writing a fic from stan’s perspective, your call on the plot. could you write a paragraph or two on how would you introduce/describe mike?
Answer: <p>i got excited and wrote a bit more that 2 paragraphs but!! here!! i got carried away whoops
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

 &lt;3</p><p><br/></p><p><b><i>H A N L O N</i></b> </p><p><br/></p><p>The letters managed to catch Stan’s eye no matter how much he tried to ignore them. Those six letters that caused him so much stress, yet so much joy. Standing bold on Michael’s letterman jacket, hiding that bold, strong chest Stan had so often found himself admiring. </p><p><br/></p><p><i>It’s Senior Year, Stanley, you’ve kept it a secret this long, don’t fuck it up and let everyone know that you like-</i></p><p><br/></p><p>“Hey Stanny, isn’t Calculus the other way?” the warm notes of that recognisably kind voice rang straight through ears shrouded is golden brown curls. </p><p><br/></p><p>Well, of course, Calculus <i>is</i> the other way but Stanley was on his way to the bathroom to fix his hair to look nice for Mike, since they sat beside eachother. Mike. Mike who was standing right in front of him, that same soft smile he always wore around Stan - around everyone really. </p><p><br/></p><p>Caught up in his thoughts about Mike, Stan had actually forgotten to reply to him, instead standing rather awkwardly before him. </p><p><br/></p><p>“Oh.. yeah.. it must be. Right, see you in there” Stan half spluttered, rushing to speak after the pause that had become awkward by a couple of silent seconds. He shook his head, mentally scolding himself as he hurried off towards the bathroom. <i>Idiot idiot idiot, you really are useless Stanley!</i></p><p><br/></p><p>Mike only chortled as he watched those ever-growing curls bouncing down the hallway. Stepping off towards Calculus with thoughts of Stan on his mind, Mike smiled, <i>Today is the day, </i>he thought, th<i>e day I ask out Stan Uris. </i></p>
Tags: stanlon, fanfic

Post id: 184619215734
Date: 2019-05-03 12:01:01 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/184619215734/is-your-icon-eddie-in-a-dress-or-am-i-so-bad-at
Slug: is-your-icon-eddie-in-a-dress-or-am-i-so-bad-at
Reblog key: A7UPqdNG
Reblog url: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/view/constantreaderfool/184131762226
Reblog name: constantreaderfool
Question: Is your icon eddie in a dress or am i so bad at recognizing people in fanart
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="800" data-orig-height="1600" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/39d300e102d270ca35d719ff28f20745/tumblr_inline_p6b0j2I32c1v1py2m_540.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="800" data-orig-height="1600"/></figure><p>it’s eddie in a dress, yeah</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 184479059974
Date: 2019-04-27 12:01:13 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/184479059974/can-you-do-eddie-k-in-a-soft-fluffy-sweater
Slug: can-you-do-eddie-k-in-a-soft-fluffy-sweater
Reblog key: GLfiLUBr
Reblog url: https://earthskills.tumblr.com/post/181992964160/can-you-do-eddie-k-in-a-soft-fluffy-sweater
Reblog name: earthskills
Question: Can you do eddie k in a soft, fluffy sweater having hot chocolate?
Answer: <figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1280"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/f4f782a59fe70b66448ff4cdad3828db/tumblr_platkot1An1vun4by_1280.jpg" data-orig-height="1280" data-orig-width="1280"/></figure><p>eddie’s out here relaxing and having a selfcare day nfjfjfjfk it’s what he deserves </p>
Tags: eddie kaspbrak, fanart

Post id: 184456616180
Date: 2019-04-26 12:01:07 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/184456616180/this-is-so-dumb-but-could-i-have-some
Slug: this-is-so-dumb-but-could-i-have-some
Reblog key: VyG2tNI6
Reblog url: https://richiebubba-deactivated20190722.tumblr.com/post/183339776544/this-is-so-dumb-but-could-i-have-some
Reblog name: richiebubba-deactivated20190722
Question: This is so dumb but could I have some Angel!Eddie!!!!! Or like Eddie with powers or something idk and Richie just being in total awe of him
Answer: <p><b>A/N: god almighty I love this request so much! here is all the magical eddie and head over heels richie you could ever want!</b></p>
<p>“Shoulder-blades are the little humps where your angel wings used to be,” Richie tells Eddie over tuna-and-sweetcorn sandwiches, cross-legged and runny-nosed in the quiet, sandy corner of the schoolyard. The trees are thatched up like rosaline beyond their heads, and there’s a gym lesson after lunch printed neat into their schedules, and, for now, there is almost nothing to worry about. For now, the world is a clean, pink soup bowl; all things clear and round and easy to spot, including the great, velvet-spine picture book between the rings of their knees - the page of it labelled clearly ‘all about the fae’. “If they stick out a ton it means you were a very powerful angel and if not much at all a shitty one. Did you know?”</p>
<p>Eddie looks up over farmhouse crust with young, silver quarter eyes and says, “I didn’t. Where have our wings gone? Why?” </p>
<p>Twelve years old is one of the most frightening years of Eddie’s life. He’s inching up a teeny tiny bit too tall for his shorts, this year, even the long, clean cotton ones that tickle ‘round his knees and never squeeze his tummy too sore, not even after he’s eaten his potatoes for dinner, and for some of his socks and underwear too. He’s started learning French at school and can count right up to ten, with a wobble here and there (“duh…twah…c-cat?”), and he’s starting to run faster than a lot of the boys in his gym class, even the big, tough ones that all pinch him on the hip and hide his things in the locker room, and his mom’s starting to squeeze his shoulders before bed with a warble of, “now that you’re getting old, little chicken…” That great, transparent soup bowl he’s been swimming through all his childhood is tipping and slipping and emptying out from under his feet nowadays, it’s changing. It’s teaching Eddie more and more by the day, as he grows, that he is not much like other children. And this, naturally, is terrifying. </p> <p><a href="https://lovedrichie.tumblr.com/post/183339776544/this-is-so-dumb-but-could-i-have-some" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, fic

Post id: 184433375217
Date: 2019-04-25 12:01:10 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/184433375217/youre-nipples-are-so-sensitive-today-and-say
Slug: youre-nipples-are-so-sensitive-today-and-say
Reblog key: JaWVYSuf
Reblog url: https://mrs-vh-deactivated20190930.tumblr.com/post/184089419169/youre-nipples-are-so-sensitive-today-and-say
Reblog name: mrs-vh-deactivated20190930
Question: “You’re nipples are so sensitive today,”  and “Say my name” “Louder” for Reddie
Answer: <p>It had been a month since Richie and Eddie had seen each
other. College was supposed to be a time to meet new people, go to parties,
experiment with the less inhibited side of yourself. Instead, the boys found
themselves spending those four long weeks counting down each minute until they
reunited.</p><p>It was spring break and Richie had made the drive down to
Eddie’s campus to spend their vacation together. Eddie had somehow managed to
snag a single, so Richie, of course, was eager to spend their days and nights
wearing nothing but each other’s embrace.</p><p>The moment their mouths connected, it was explosive. Sure,
they’d been sexting. They even tried phone sex one time (which Richie’s
roommate walked in on, so never again), but there was nothing like the real
thing.</p><p>They’d stumbled on to Eddie’s bed in a mess of eager limbs,
grabbing and pulling and biting every inch they could get. It wasn’t until
Eddie ran his hands down Richie’s chest that they began to slow down.</p><p>A loud whine escaped Richie’s throat, causing Eddie to halt
his actions for a moment. With a wicked grin, he repeated his motion, dragging
his fingers a little slower and a little harder down Richie’s chest, letting
them catch on his nipples on the way down.</p><p><b>“Your nipples are so
sensitive today.”</b> Eddie noted coyly.</p><p>Richie bit his lip, groaning as Eddie continued his
ministrations on his chest.</p><p>After some teasing, Eddie let his hands dip under Richie’s
shirt, travelling up his torso with soft fingers until they made contact with
Richie’s nipples.</p><p>“RICHIE, WHAT-”</p><p>Eddie pulled Richie’s shirt up as quickly as the words left
his mouth, finding exactly what he’d thought he’d find.</p><p>“When did you… why didn’t you…” Eddie babbled to
himself, dumbstruck.</p><p>“Surprise?” Richie gave Eddie a tiny smile, his eyes begging
Eddie not to be mad. “I didn’t want to keep it from you, but I also
thought it’d be hotter to see your reaction in person.”</p><p>Eddie’s mouth was watering, the mere sight of Richie’s pink
nipples pierced with shiny silver barbells was doing things to his body that he
never would have anticipated.</p><p>“Do you like them?” Richie asked, suddenly sounding
self-conscious.</p><p>“Fuck.” Eddie breathed out, finally letting Richie’s shirt
fall from his hands and gather just above his line of fixation.</p><p>Eddie ground down into Richie’s lap, bringing attention to
his hard-on. “Can I…” Eddie gestured towards them.</p><p>“I’m sorry baby.” Richie cupped Eddie’s face, his apology
sincere. “No oral contact until the 3 month mark.”</p><p>Eddie’s face visibly fell, his gaze turning forlorn.</p><p>“But they didn’t say anything about other types of oral
contact.” Richie wiggled his eyebrows suggestively, causing a giggle in Eddie.</p><p>“You definitely owe it to me after that let down.” Eddie teased.</p><p>“Mmm when have I ever needed incentive to suck your cock.”</p><p>Richie’s hands came to settle behind Eddie’s thighs, guiding
him up until he was situated above Richie’s shoulders.</p><p>Richie wasted no time before kissing the bulge in Eddie’s
shorts, mouthing at the length beneath the nylon barrier.</p><p>Richie pulled at the waistband, freeing Eddie’s cock and
letting the fabric tuck just under his balls. At the first connection of Richie’s
tongue, Eddie was gone. He threw his head back, hands struggling to find
placement to keep him steady. They found purchase on Richie’s chest, giving him
an idea.</p><p>As Richie preoccupied himself with Eddie’s cock, Eddie
located his nipples and gave each one an experimental pinch.</p><p>The response was immediate, the buzzing of Richie’s moan
travelling up Eddie’s cock and reverberating into his own whimper.</p><p>Richie pulled away momentarily, kissing along the shaft as
he mumbled pleadingly.</p><p>“Do that again.”</p><p>Eddie obliged, tugging on his nipples a little harder this
time. Once again, a moan, and once again, Eddie had a responding one.</p><p>They continued like that for what felt like a euphoric
eternity until Eddie began to feel himself reaching his limit.</p><p>“Richie, ‘m gonna cum… wanna- wanna cum on your face…” Eddie
panted out.</p><p>Richie tried to nod, the movement made difficult by their
position, but it gave Eddie enough confirmation to pull himself away from Richie’s
warm lips.</p><p>Keeping one hand on Richie’s nipple, Eddie brought the other
up to stroke himself rapidly.</p><p><b>“Say my name.”</b>
Eddie demanded, surprised at his own sudden dominance.</p><p>Richie’s eyes seemed to reflect the same astonishment, but
he eagerly complied.</p><p>“Eddie.” He moaned, bring his hands up to stroke at Eddie’s
thighs.</p><p><b>“Louder.”</b> Eddie
groaned, as he pumped faster.</p><p>“Eddie!” Richie repeated, raising his voice to a definite
dorm-inappropriate level.</p><p>Eddie released all over Richie’s face, white streaks of cum
painting his features like a Monet. His thighs shook with the intensity of his
orgasm, thankful for Richie’s grounding hold.</p><p>When Eddie was doubled over with aftershock, Richie’s warm
hands travelled up to his waist, helping him to settle down into bed beside
him.</p><p>Richie curled up into his side, his hand playing lazily in
Eddie’s hair.</p><p>“So, we like the piercings then?” Richie asked, placing a kiss
to Eddie’s temple.</p><p>“We<i> love</i> the piercings.”</p>
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Question: Could you draw stozier ? The it fandom is dead rn and it makes me sad but! We will be revived soon ;)
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="1030" data-orig-height="936" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/fa55e1eb9ce0cf8bd58f37b27bea8a4d/tumblr_inline_pou21xErQ11tl33sd_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="1030" data-orig-height="936"/></figure><p>here ya go! </p>
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Question: if you're willing to, could you please draw some hansbrak (ben and eddie) because it's literally so cute and has literally no art, and i know my friend @hansbrak will love it and her birthday is tomorrow (march 30th) you don't have to do it though, i just thought it would be nice! also if you need inspiration she has a ton of hcs on her blog! thank you! <3
Answer: <figure data-orig-width="1246" data-orig-height="1052" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/96db23b01ef1b97cd4718afa77eb2288/tumblr_inline_pp7as3rdGD1tl33sd_540.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="1246" data-orig-height="1052"/></figure><p>tell her hbd!</p>
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Question: If the losers had superpowers what do you think would best suit each of them? 
Answer: <p>SORRY. This has been sitting in my inbox for so long! </p><p>I’m a total sucker for ‘these powers are in direct opposition to the person themselves’ (because if someone isn’t slightly terrified by their own powers what’s the point?) so here are my thoughts: </p><p><b>Bev</b>, our strong, independent girl- her power is to give up her own strength, to drain herself, to give others power. It started when she was little with her dad, she’d notice he grew stronger when she was scared and it took her years to control it. Now, she can carefully lease out her own strength and portion it out to others. </p><p>Fearless Leader<b> Bill Denbrough</b>- Mind control. He can force other people to do what he wants. He hates it because he can never be sure if people want to follow him or if it’s because of his power. </p><p><b>Eddie</b>, the poor germophobe-  Controls plagues. He can make locusts or illness appear at will. The first time he does it is after a fight with his mom and he nearly wipes out Derry. His anger made over 1000 people sick before he realized what was happening. After that he runs away and goes into hiding. He hates his powers, feeling that he can never use them for anything good (at least until he meets Richie who helps him understand what he can do). </p><p>Calm, caring <b>Mike</b>- He can conjure fire, make flames appear in his hands or on other objects. The first time he does it is right after his parents die and he accidentally sets his curtains on fire. His grandpa had to get the fire extinguisher to stop it from spreading. He refuses to use his power for years, too scared of what could happen, but eventually the others help him learn to control it. </p><p><b>Richie Trashmouth Tozier</b>- The boy who can’t stop talking has the power of Silence. He can make the world go quiet, sucking all the noise from his surroundings. </p><p>Loving, warm <b>Ben</b>- He can fill things with fury and anger, give them the strength and desire to destroy. It took him a long time to realize, that he could funnel himself into animals or humans and make them powerful through anger. </p><p><b>Stan</b>, who wants to be in control at all time - The power of a tornado, something wild and unpredictable that can level homes and hurt people. His powers grow as he gets older, at first his tornadoes are small, can be contained in a room, but by puberty they’re big enough to destroy homes. For a long time he resists his feelings for Mike because he’s terrified that they could demolish a city together but eventually he gives in, knowing that they’re safer together. </p>
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Question: 🎵 bichie 
Answer: <blockquote><p><b>The Gaslight Anthem - <a href="https://open.spotify.com/track/5EeMYgfcEoRLnxw6CUUVfm?si=5TlTGrSaSnicRgbhQE4aGg">Get Hurt</a></b></p></blockquote><p>Bill kicked a cup on the floor. It rolled over, revealing the Superman print on the side. He bought this cup on a whim; the grocery store had it on sale, two for five, in a dozen silly styles. It made him think of Richie, and the two newly weds needed everything at the time. Moving into a real house, instead of an apartment, was definitely exciting, but they easily forgot what went into owning a home. More than once, Richie had to go on an emergency run for toilet paper.</p><p>For the first three months in their house, they slept on a mattress on the floor. It was a step up from sharing a sleeping bag in Bill’s old studio in San Francisco. They used to laugh about it. They used to do a lot of things.</p><p>Staring at the mess, Bill’s eyes followed the trail into the living room. A lamp lied in the middle of the floor, the light bulb shattered. The coffee table was overturned, pages from his first published book scattered around. Swallowing the lump in his throat, Bill paused beside the fireplace. Picking Richie’s wedding ring off the mantle, he read the tiny engraving.</p><p><i>To my Richard, my love, my life.</i></p><p>He stuttered for the first time in over ten years last night. The thought infuriated him, and he nearly threw the ring across the room. However, he was distracted by a knock on the door. It cracked open, and Beverly walked in, sadness in her eyes and a box for Richie’s things in her hands. He felt momentary relief, until Richie came in after him. His heart ached; he wanted his husband back. Their fighting started a few months ago, and only got worse. Things he used to love about Richie now irritated him, and vice versa. All he could remember from last night was stammering through, <i>“Grow up, Richie.”</i></p><p>Lifting the ring, he cleared his throat and said, “You f-forgot this.” Richie stared at it for a moment, his expression unreadable. Bill wanted to scowl. Richie held so much inside; they were married, there weren’t supposed to be secrets.</p><p>“I don’t want it,” Richie said, turning his back on Bill.<br/></p>
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Question: Hanzier please!
Answer: <blockquote><p><b>King Harvest - <a href="https://open.spotify.com/track/0q21FNwES2bbtcduB6kjEU?si=7Ky143StQUuzU6mQvh2kMw">Dancing In the Moonlight</a></b></p></blockquote><p>Richie’s favorite part of his relationship with Mike was trading music. He listened to the Are You Experienced record at Mike’s suggestion, and Mike tried out Tommy James and the Shondells for him. The most complicated part of their wedding planning was cutting down the playlist for the reception.</p><p>Of course, one song <i>had</i> to make the list.</p><p>The very first song they ever danced to.</p><p>“You know, for a group of white boys, these cats didn’t do too bad,” Mike teased, twirling Richie around the candlelit living room. Boxes were stacked in every corner; they were moving into a new house after the wedding. Ben constructed it himself, at their request.<br/></p><p>Richie took the lead, dipping Mike and bringing him back up to twirl him.</p><p>Their new house would have three bedrooms; one for them, a guest room, and a bedroom for a potential baby. Richie was eager to start decorating. Neither of them knew what the gender would be (they hadn’t even picked a surrogate, although Bev’s girlfriend Kay was willing, for a price), but they both got a kick out of the idea of ballerinas in space.</p><p>“You got your lines down for tomorrow?” Richie joked, sliding his hand along Mike’s hip.<br/></p><p>“I do, I do, I do, right?” Mike pecked his lips once, then twice, then a third time for good luck.<br/></p><p>“I do,” Richie repeated, laughing as Mike nuzzled his face into his neck.<br/></p>
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Question: Stozier or Stenbrough (your choice!)
Answer: <blockquote><p><b>The Smiths - <a href="https://open.spotify.com/track/1oA0tDRFjY5xoNDXuMBGGA?si=qAehJu2xQnC5qVHLCvBcsg">Please, Please, Please Let Me Get What I Want</a></b></p></blockquote><p>Bouncing his leg, perched on the edge of the top bleacher, Richie watched as the gym of Derry High School filled to capacity. Blue, white, and silver streamers hung along the rafters, with dozens of matching balloons blocking out the ceiling. There were several tables set out on one side; some of his peers were eating slices of cake and drinking punch, the rest were dancing.</p><p>Anxiously strumming his fingers along his thigh, Richie’s breath caught when he saw Stan. He arrived with Bev; they weren’t allowed to come together. Beverly couldn’t exactly tell her dad she had a girlfriend she was meeting here, and if Stan’s parents saw Richie came with flowers and intent to makeout with their son… Well, needless to say, the group decided it best to meet at the dance. Standing, fixing his jacket, Richie paused when he noticed the uncertainty on Stan’s face. He was searching the gym, worried he wouldn’t find Richie.</p><p>A small smile stretched across his face, and Richie descended the bleachers to meet his awaiting homecoming king.</p><p>It was almost perfect, until he reached the second to last step. Tripping over his shoelaces, Richie felt himself falling before it registered in his brain. Pinwheeling his arms, he tried to save himself, but his lanky body was already too far forward. Yelping, he crashed into the hard gym floor. He groaned, the shock rolling through his body in a painful wave. Fixing his glasses, he glanced up to see Stan looking down at him.</p><p>“Can you believe it, Stanny? I fell for you,” Richie joked, flashing a toothy grin. Stan rolled his eyes, uncrossing his arms to extend a hand. Helping Richie to his feet, his eyes widened with surprise when Richie immediately dragged him off to dance. He requested a slow song for them to dance to, and Stan arrived just in time.<br/></p>
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Question: 🎵 bichie bc although the sad one was amazing it was SAD 
Answer: <blockquote><p><b>5 Seconds of Summer - <a href="https://open.spotify.com/track/41PzVCv2ZfKlJo19JhfBU2?si=h7CmzjJDSK-8xcZ0pAwt0g">Long Way Home (Acoustic)</a></b></p><p><i>I’ll have you know… I agree, so I skipped a *few* songs to get something nice.</i></p></blockquote><p>Before Richie drove, he and Bill used to walk across his entire street, looping around a block entirely out of the way, just so they wouldn’t have to say goodnight. When he finally got his first car - a beat up lemon Will Hanlon sold him for practically nothing - he pulled up outside Bill’s house, honking the horn until he came out.</p><p>He took them to school and back, avoiding both home, and usually high school, with trips to McDonald’s and the local drive in. Anything to simply hang out.</p><p>Their first kiss was in the front of that car.</p><p>Bill laughed so hard, his milkshake shot out of his nose. He squealed, agonized by the burn, and Richie laughed so hard, he nearly threw up. After wiping Bill’s face, Richie paused, catching his gaze. Neither of them blinked for what seemed like an eternity. In a moment so romantic, he wished something other than Geek Stink Breath was playing on his stereo. Bill leaned in first, pressing his lips to Richie’s. He didn’t know what to do, so he held his breath until Bill pulled away.</p><p>Then all bets were off. Richie grabbed his face and yanked him back, kissing  him again, but <i>better</i>.</p><p>If their parents thought they were inseparable before, they had another thing coming. Bill and Richie would park a couple miles outside of town, near an empty barn, surrounded by fields of wheat. With the fireflies lighting the night, they’d fall asleep in the back of Richie’s wagon, promising to love each other forever. In the morning, even though they knew they were in massive amounts of trouble for disappearing on their parents, they would take detours home to prolong their time together. It always felt worth it, and neither Bill nor Richie would’ve changed a thing.</p>
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Question: for the valentines prompt thing- recreate your first date with reddie please? <3 <3
Answer: <p>This got long (are y’all sick of me saying that?). Also I didn’t read it through so beware spelling errors. Warning for mild homophobia. </p>
<p>Eddie had just changed into his pajamas and was about to go to sleep when he heard the familiar sound of pebbles hitting his window. He tried to ignore it, hoping his friend would take the hint, but the sound continued. Finally, he got up, going to the window and narrowly avoiding the latest pebble as he whisper- yelled, “Richie, I’m tired. It was a long day. Let me go to sleep.” </p>
<p>“Can’t do that Eds. I can’t.” Richie was looking up at him, still in his outfit from earlier. “I need a second chance.”</p>
<p>He sighed, shaking his head. “I appreciate the idea Richie but-”</p>
<p>“No Eds, that can’t be our first date. I refuse to let that be our first date.” He swallowed and Eddie saw how serious he was. “Please Eds, let me try again.”</p>
<p>“I-” He glanced back, listening for his mom and hearing nothing. Against his better judgment, he nodded. “Give me five minutes. Meet me at the front door.”</p>
<p>“YES!” Richie pumped his arm and grinned up at him. “You won’t regret it!”</p> <p><a href="https://tinyarmedtrex.tumblr.com/post/183995884072/for-the-valentines-prompt-thing-recreate-your" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
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Question: wheelzier with angst? or anything at all. just give me wheelzier plZ
Answer: <p>someone please explain to me why it’s so easy for me to hurt my favorite character?? i love?? writing mike wheeler in pain???? who can say why lol but i honestly loved writing this, thanks for the ask!! </p><p>Mike slept on the couch that night.
He could barely fall asleep, and when he did it wasn’t for long. He would
ultimately wake up forty minutes later, confused and sore, his cheeks still
heated and stiff with the salt left over from his dried tears. He sat up
frantically, remembering why he was there. But the room was still dark. No one
had woken up. He looked over to the front door to find it still closed, the
entryway devoid of Richie’s shoes or coat or bag. Mike bit his bottom lip, but
it was to no avail; it trembled anyway, and the tears began falling again. </p><p>He wanted to text Richie, to call
him, to beg him to come back, but hadn’t that been the problem to begin with?
Mike’s constant pestering had driven him away. He didn’t imagine that blowing
up his phone would do much help.</p><p><i>“Why
won’t you just tell me what’s wrong?” Frustration and concern mixed his Mike’s
chest, swelled in his throat, strained his voice.</i></p><p><i>“Because
I don’t fucking want to!” Richie exploded. Mike flinched back, the blood
draining from his face. Some of the fire faded from Richie’s eyes, but his jaw
was still clenched, his nostrils flared, and his hair was even more untamed
from how he’d been running his fingers through it. “It’s my shit to deal with,
okay? Just leave it.”</i></p><p><i>“You
don’t have to deal with everything by yourself.” Mike tried to keep his voice
from shaking, tried to hold back the pressure behind his eyes. </i></p><p><i>“That’s
my choice, not yours! Fuck, I like dealing with shit by myself, okay? I don’t
need you hovering over me and demanding to know about every damn thing that
upsets me. God, it’s fucking suffocating.” Mike could see the regret in Richie’s
eyes as soon as the words slipped. He made to move hesitantly toward Mike, but
Mike didn’t want to see him right then. He didn’t want Richie to see him cry.
He didn’t want Richie to think he was trying to end the argument by crying, he
didn’t want Richie to pretend to be okay for his sake.</i></p><p><i>“Fuck
off,” Mike muttered as he stepped out of Richie’s reach. He crossed his arms
and looked at the floor.</i></p><p><i>Richie
huffed out a laugh. “Fine,” he said bitterly, grabbing his jacket and bag. “That’s
what I’ve been fucking trying to do anyway.”</i></p><p><i>Mike
looked up when he heard the door open. He let out a strangled call of Richie’s
name, but the door was closed by then. Mike considered following after him, but
he didn’t want to make him feel more trapped. He didn’t want to suffocate him
anymore. He wrapped his arms around himself and cried, and cried, and at some
point collapsed onto the couch.</i></p><p>Mike stared at the door, blurred
through his tears. He pictured Richie out at a bar somewhere. He pictured him
white-knuckling his steering wheel, barely seeing the road as he drove and
drove, as he was wont to do when he was angry. He pictured him drinking too
much, saying something dumb, blood running down his face as he stumbled, lost.
He pictured him driving so fast his tires lost their grip on the road and sent
him into a telephone pole. Everything in Mike told him to call, but one look at
his phone told him that he couldn’t do that. He couldn’t face Richie’s voice on
the other end of the line. He was probably staying with Bill, he was probably
sound asleep. He’d only be angrier if Mike woke him up crying over him. Still,
worry gnawed at Mike’s chest, a pain he tried to soothe by gripping the flimsy
blanket with which he covered himself and pulling it into his chest as he
curled in on himself, wishing to be in his bed, wishing Richie’s arms were
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Tags: wheelzier, fic

Post id: 184066665602
Date: 2019-04-09 20:01:22 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/184066665602/reddie-and-40-please-uwu
Slug: reddie-and-40-please-uwu
Reblog key: bnCGwpmi
Reblog url: https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/184054415975/reddie-and-40-please-uwu
Reblog name: oldguybones
Question: Reddie and 40 please UwU 
Answer: <p><b>40: around the pool table in a bar</b></p>
<p>It’s a hot summer day and the heat outside is blistering, driving everyone in town to the most popular bar in town. Perhaps, their popularity lays in the fact that they’re the only bar in town and the next one isn’t for a good half hour or so. That alone speaks volume to the kind of town it resides in, and so does the “population: 1728” sign right outside town limits. But even if the entire town’s drinking demographic all occupied it at once, there would still be a handful of empty seats.<b><br/></b></p>
<p>Richie stands behind the bar, a white, but stained rag clasped in his hand as he drags it all over the bar top. Occupying almost every barstool along the counter are a bunch of gruff, old men, most of them still clad in their work clothes. These were his typical patrons and, while he can’t charm their pants off like he can some of the girls (and boys) that pass through, he knows how to play to his audience; if he can pour them drinks with minimal interaction, more times than not he’ll earn some kind of tip from their, even if it’s only a handful of change. </p>
<p>He’s glancing at how pathetically empty the tip jar is when he notices a cute brunette over by the pool tables. A little on the short side, at least compared to the handful of guys surrounding him. His skin is a beautiful tan color, his hair sunkissed blonde and wavy, pieces of it hanging in his face until he runs his fingers through it to push it back. </p> <p><a href="https://oldguybones.tumblr.com/post/184054415975/reddie-and-40-please-uwu" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: reddie, fic

Post id: 181096287029
Date: 2018-12-14 03:10:59 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/181096287029/do-you-have-any-pennywise-x-a-scuicidal-so
Slug: do-you-have-any-pennywise-x-a-scuicidal-so
Reblog key: 2n7pFGhM
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: Do you have any Pennywise x a Scuicidal S/o promts?
Answer: <p>Hello, no we dont have any Pennywise prompts/ fics. Good luck!</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 180775446529
Date: 2018-12-04 02:08:30 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/180775446529/if-we-would-like-to-do-one-of-the-treats-27
Slug: if-we-would-like-to-do-one-of-the-treats-27
Reblog key: yKfEYRL5
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: if we would like to do one of the treats (27) should we okay that with you? do we set things up? i just want to make sure that i’m not doing the thing wrong sorry for rambles i tire yo
Answer: <p>You don’t have to okay it with us! Just go ahead and create! But if you want the name of the person you’re creating the treat for message <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> and she’ll get it to you.</p><p>Otherwise, go ahead and create and post on the 17th or later! </p><p>Hope that helps! </p>
Tags: Anonymous

Post id: 180682523914
Date: 2018-12-01 12:49:19 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/180682523914/howdy-if-were-doing-treats-and-arent-involved
Slug: howdy-if-were-doing-treats-and-arent-involved
Reblog key: RRBHRY6k
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: howdy! if we're doing treats, and aren't involved in the main portion of the exchange, will we be allowed to request the username of the person we're treating, in order to tag them, or are prompters anonymous, period? /tired and that might not make sense lol sorry
Answer: <p>Hey there! :) You absolutely can request the username for the treats if you want to be able to tag them in it. We just ask you message <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> for the usernames!</p>
Tags: jacksbrak, answer time

Post id: 180055343814
Date: 2018-11-13 02:41:54 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/180055343814/hi-i-dont-think-i-got-a-prompt-for-secret
Slug: hi-i-dont-think-i-got-a-prompt-for-secret
Reblog key: NwZf2Onh
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: hi!!! i don’t think i got a prompt for secret santa but i def filled out a form??? 
Answer: <p>Hello! Can you message tinyarmedtrex with your name? We’re still looking for one person so maybe you’re our missing person! </p>
Tags: Anonymous

Post id: 179806368699
Date: 2018-11-06 00:39:27 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/179806368699/im-half-sure-that-i-put-my-user-name-in-the-form
Slug: im-half-sure-that-i-put-my-user-name-in-the-form
Reblog key: 7Azdyu4w
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: I’m half sure that I put my user name in the form tbh but I just sent it a couple of minutes ago :”) 
Answer: <p>Your username is there! Thanks for checking!</p>
Tags: hawkinsbabes

Post id: 179803090414
Date: 2018-11-05 22:42:40 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/179803090414/is-there-a-way-to-private-message-you-about-the
Slug: is-there-a-way-to-private-message-you-about-the
Reblog key: K7RG8yUO
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: Is there a way to private message you about the secret Santa rare pair? I’m kinda shy to ask it on here. I’m really sorry if I’m bothering you or anything like that 
Answer: <p>Hello! you can message <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/m_WWTwPQb5EXdouJCxsgu2A">@tinyarmedtrex</a> if you’d like! I’d be happy to help! </p>
Tags: Anonymous

Post id: 179802604084
Date: 2018-11-05 22:26:44 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/179802604084/ghosts-dont-exist-stanlon-no-one-dies-leave
Slug: ghosts-dont-exist-stanlon-no-one-dies-leave
Reblog key: ogt3ScmU
Reblog url: https://thelazyeye.tumblr.com/post/179799231961/ghosts-dont-exist-stanlon-no-one-dies-leave
Reblog name: thelazyeye
Question: 'Ghosts don't exist' Stanlon (no one dies, leave my boys alone) 
Answer: <p>I’m so sorry this took me literally a month to write. But here you go. Some Stanlon Ghosts</p>
<h2><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16532744">Read on A03 the formatting is better there</a></h2>
<p>Tag List:</p>
<p><a href="https://tmblr.co/m-bpDyqwIQ9Y12byz9W7t5A">@richardtoz</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/m6roUyvH8-ivpXzTGiBAVqg">@aizeninlefox</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mRyK8qm6-luqvjeq3V8ULdA"></a><a href="https://tmblr.co/mg3wV0-7KwPp_PuHke_VE4Q">@chocolatemangoose</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mzIf5rP41QBARSA0Q_rNaTQ">@godtozier</a>@<a href="http://jem-carstairs-is-perfection.tumblr.com/">jem-carstairs-is-perfection</a>  @<a href="http://studpuffin.tumblr.com/">studpuffin</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mrVdiOudOTgWBT0ZcYrAPiQ">@oldguybones</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mLAnSdrUcmXDdmeB6OUamMg">@its-stranger-than-you-think</a> <a href="https://tmblr.co/mRyK8qm6-luqvjeq3V8ULdA">@reddiepop</a><br/></p> <p><a href="https://reddie-for-anything.tumblr.com/post/179799231961/ghosts-dont-exist-stanlon-no-one-dies-leave" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: stanlon, fall/halloween

Post id: 179621420969
Date: 2018-10-31 14:21:19 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/179621420969/about-the-fallhalloween-prompt-the-date-to
Slug: about-the-fallhalloween-prompt-the-date-to
Reblog key: 6a4jlDvx
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: About the Fall&Halloween prompt, the date to publish is tomorrow. There's no chance we can publish on halloween, then? Just wondering :) Love this project 
Answer: <p>Hi! Sure we can publish today! If you post and tag us today we&rsquo;ll reblog it! (Or if you want to wait until tomorrow that&rsquo;s okay too!) </p><p>Thanks and Happy Halloween!</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 178652347889
Date: 2018-10-02 01:40:00 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/178652347889/when-does-the-next-prompt-come-out
Slug: when-does-the-next-prompt-come-out
Reblog key: ZnUcNDRV
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: When does the next prompt come out?
Answer: <p>Hello! We release the prompts on the 15th of every month.</p><p>Thanks! </p>
Tags: Anonymous

Post id: 177563912464
Date: 2018-08-30 21:00:27 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/177563912464/sorry-i-might-be-dumb-but-what-is-it-fandom
Slug: sorry-i-might-be-dumb-but-what-is-it-fandom
Reblog key: qOnLumzt
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: sorry i might be dumb but what is it fandom week/when is it?
Answer: <p>no such thing as dumb! itfandomweek is basically 7 days of art/writing where we have an assigned prompt/theme for each day! it’s currently going on &amp; tomorrow’s the last day but you’re more than welcome to still create for the prompts!</p>
Tags: itfandomweek, answered

Post id: 177511043339
Date: 2018-08-29 08:21:39 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/177511043339/is-it-okay-if-i-post-two-things-today-one-from
Slug: is-it-okay-if-i-post-two-things-today-one-from
Reblog key: 8664jq5S
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: is it okay if i post two things today, one from yesterday and the one for today?
Answer: <p>absolutely! we’ll reblog anything from any day no matter how many times you post in a day!</p>
Tags: 

Post id: 177500027859
Date: 2018-08-29 00:56:38 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/177500027859/is-it-okay-for-me-to-still-make-something-for-it
Slug: is-it-okay-for-me-to-still-make-something-for-it
Reblog key: ev4Sxkci
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: is it okay for me to still make something for IT fandom week even though it will be a bit late??
Answer: <p>Not at all!! That’s totally fine. We’ll still reblog anything that comes in later! </p>
Tags: 

Post id: 177418266889
Date: 2018-08-26 18:24:08 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/177418266889/9-17-38
Slug: 9-17-38
Reblog key: aSE6gptm
Reblog url: https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/177418093013/9-17-38
Reblog name: reddies-spaghetti
Question: 9, 17, 38?
Answer: <p><b>if only New York wasn’t so far away</b></p>
<p><b>summary: </b><i>Eddie and Richie had a plan. Sometimes plans change.</i></p>
<p><b>pairing:</b><i> Riche x Eddie</i></p>
<p><b>prompt:</b> <i>19. Locked in a room, 17. Drunk/At a party, 38. ‘You promised.’  from </i><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/177310282843/ragnarokdad-send-me-a-ship-and-one-or-multiple">this list</a><i> as well as the angst/breakup prompt for the IT Fandom Week 2018! </i></p>
<p><b>word count:</b><i> 1,644</i></p>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/15796602/chapters/36786312">AO3 Link</a></b></p>
<p><b>AN: </b><i>written for <a href="https://tmblr.co/meqrZk8Ehwgx4wudrXVTgsg">@itfandomweek</a>‘s day two! <b>Angst</b>, <b>breakup</b>, reunion</i></p>
<p><i>* * *</i></p>
<p>“Are you avoiding Eddie?” </p>
<p>Richie’s head shot up from where his eyes were trained on swirling his drink around in the red cup in his hand. “What?” </p>
<p>Bill, the leader of their little group was standing a few feet away from him, arms crossed and with a frown on his face. “You heard me.” Richie winced at the tone of his friends voice, and for a brief moment wished that he still had his stutter so that he would be less intimidating.<br/></p>
<p>“No I’m not avoiding Eddie,” he replied, but the words tasted wrong on his lips. He was lying of course, because the truth was, Richie was avoiding Eddie.<br/></p> <p><a href="https://reddies-spaghetti.tumblr.com/post/177418093013/9-17-38" class="tmblr-truncated-link read_more">Keep reading</a></p>
Tags: itfandomweekfic, reddie

Post id: 177405613299
Date: 2018-08-26 09:41:07 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/177405613299/for-aug-30th-could-you-do-a-harry-potter-au
Slug: for-aug-30th-could-you-do-a-harry-potter-au
Reblog key: cSmCvKCu
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: for aug 30th could you do a Harry Potter au? 
Answer: <p>of course! that counts as a fandom crossover. :))</p>
Tags: itfandomweek

Post id: 177391034299
Date: 2018-08-25 23:23:06 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/177391034299/is-anything-allowed-to-be-nsfw
Slug: is-anything-allowed-to-be-nsfw
Reblog key: fpPg3aTA
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: Is anything allowed to be nsfw?
Answer: <p>Absolutely as long as you remember to add the rating for it! :)</p>
Tags: Anonymous, answer time

Post id: 177135815209
Date: 2018-08-18 18:18:08 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/177135815209/hi-im-kind-of-stupid-but-how-do-you-add-to-the
Slug: hi-im-kind-of-stupid-but-how-do-you-add-to-the
Reblog key: 51KhvDcY
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: hi, im kind of stupid, but how do you add to the it fandom week collection on ao3 pls?
Answer: <p>Hi there! No worries on that, it is totally confusing!</p><p>When you’re uploading a work to AO3, it has an option to publish to a set collection under the “associations” tab. </p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="111" data-orig-width="400"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/e5c89ab88a14a16a341d8713894f59ae/tumblr_inline_pdo5gwH7QL1s5h4g9_1280.png" data-orig-height="111" data-orig-width="400"/></figure><p>Hope this helps! Let us know if you need anything else :)</p>
Tags: asks, answered, faq, itfandomweek, Anonymous

Post id: 176557599164
Date: 2018-08-02 16:27:52 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/176557599164/hey-quick-question-can-i-make-a-prompt-based-off
Slug: hey-quick-question-can-i-make-a-prompt-based-off
Reblog key: RrV17B1A
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: Hey quick question: Can I make a prompt based off of one of my own AUs? 
Answer: <p>Of course! If you want to do an extra scene or epilogue based on an existing fic you wrote please feel free! <br/></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 175994153069
Date: 2018-07-17 19:13:12 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/175994153069/is-it-okay-if-we-also-post-any-fan-fiction-for-the
Slug: is-it-okay-if-we-also-post-any-fan-fiction-for-the
Reblog key: o4sDPDCY
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: Is it okay if we also post any fan fiction for the prompts on Ao3 as well?
Answer: <p>Yes! Please do! You’re welcome to post them wherever you like- but if you’d like them reblogged they need to go on tumblr and be tagged with itfandomweek<br/></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 175955974899
Date: 2018-07-16 17:17:24 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/175955974899/if-im-being-a-part-of-this-project-do-i-have-to
Slug: if-im-being-a-part-of-this-project-do-i-have-to
Reblog key: VHhmzpiC
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: if I'm being a part of this project do I have to post something every day? 
Answer: <p>Not at all! Participate in any prompt(s) you want! It’s all very open ended :) Have fun!</p>
Tags: answered, Anonymous, itfandomweek

Post id: 175844835969
Date: 2018-07-13 11:22:00 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/175844835969/but-ok-so-thats-all-you-guys-are-gonna-give-us
Slug: but-ok-so-thats-all-you-guys-are-gonna-give-us
Reblog key: dEdlYIxw
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: but ok... so that’s all you guys are gonna give us as prompt? just a word? (not that im complaining- is just to know how much liberty there’s to write)
Answer: <p>Hullo!</p><p>We’re giving short prompts to give everyone more freedom- and to make it easier for people to create moodboards/fanart around. <br/></p><p>So yes! There’s lots of liberty! Let your imagination run wild! <br/></p><p>Thanks! <br/></p>
Tags: 

Post id: 175802591994
Date: 2018-07-12 04:17:27 GMT
Post url: https://itfandomprompts.tumblr.com/post/175802591994/hi-hello-i-wondering-about-the-prompt-of-what
Slug: hi-hello-i-wondering-about-the-prompt-of-what
Reblog key: xCooO2dv
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
Question: Hi hello! I wondering about the prompt of what Canon compliant is?  
Answer: <p>Good question! Canon compliant means that instead of writing a story set in an alternate universe (AU), it’ll be linked to the original plot/story-line for the characters involved or the details of the story itself.  </p>
Tags: 

